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BOOK THE FIRST. 

*• Who ne’er his bread in sorrow ate, 

Who ne'er the muuriilul, midnight houra 
Weeping upon his bed has sate, 

Hs knows you not, ye Heavenly Powera." 


CHAPTER I. 

THE HERO. 

In John Lyly’fi Endymion, Sir Topas is made to 
Bay, “ Dost thou know what a poet is ? Why, foci, a poet 
is ns much as one should say — a poet!" And thou, 
reader, dost thou know what a hero is? Why, a hero 
is as much as one should say — a hero ! Some romance 
writers, however, say much more than this. Nay, tho 
old liOmbunl, Matteo Maria Bojnrdo, sctull the church 
bells in Scandiano ringfing', merely because he had 
found a name for one of iiis heroes. Here, also, shall 
church- bells be rung, but more^olemiily. 

Ttic setting of a great hope is like the setting of tliu 
sun. Tile brightness of our life is gone. Shadows ol 
evening fall around us, and tlie world seems but a dim 
reflection — itself a broader shadow. We look forward 
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into the coming, lonely night. The soul witlulrawa 
into itself, 'fhen stars arise, and tho night is holy. 

Paul Flemming had experienced this, though stil\ 
young. The friend of his youth was dead. Tli^* hough 
‘ had broken “under the burden of the unripe fruit.’' 
And when, after a season, he looked up again from 
the blindness of bis sorrow, all things seemed unreal. 
Like the man, whose sight had been restored by miracle, 
he beheld men, as trees, walking. II is hou.selufid 
gods were broken. 1 Ic had no home. His symj),iI1lies 
cried aloud froiu his desolate soul, and there came \o 
answer from the busy, turbulent world around him. He 
did not willingly give way to grief. lie struggled to be 
cheerful — to be strong, lliit he could no longer look 
into the familiar faces of his friends. He could no 
longer live alone, where he had lived with her. He 
went abroad, that the sea might be between him and 
the grave. Alas! between him and bis soirow there 
could be no sea, but that of time. 

He had already passed many months in lonely 
wandering, and was now pursuing his way along the 
Rhine, to the South of Germany. He had join iieyed 
the same way before, brighter days and a brighter 
season of the year, in the May of life and in the month 
of May- He knew the beauteous river all by heait;'-^ 
overy rock and ruin, every echo, every I(‘geud. Tlie 
ancient castles, grim and hoar, that had taken loot us 
it were on the clilfs, — they w'ere all his ; for his thoughts 
dwelt in them, and the wind told him tales. 

He had passed a sleepless night at Rolandseck, and 
had risen before daybreak. He opened tlic wimlow of 
the balcony to bear the rushing of the llliiue. It was a 



damp December morning ; and clouds were passing 
over llie sky,— thin, vapoyry clouds, whose snow-white 
skirts wore “ ofi^n stopy^d with golden tears, which 
Dicn call stars.” The day dawned slowly ; and, in the 
ininglftig of dayliglit and smrlight, the island ant' 
cloister of Nonnenw'cr^h made together but one broad, 
dark shadow on the silver breast of the river. Beyond 
rose the summits of the Siclicngcbirg. Solemn and 
dark, like a monk, stood the Drachcnfels, in his hood 

mist, and rearward extended the Curtain of Moun- 
tains, back to the Wolkenburg, — the Castle of the 
Clouds. % 

But Flemming thought not of the scene before him. 
Sorrow unspeakable was upon his spirit in that lonely 
hour; and, hiding his face in his hands, he exclaimed 
aloud : 

“Spirit of the past! look not so mournfully at me 
with thy great, tearful eyes! Touch me not with thy 
cold hand ! Breathe not upon me with the icy breath 
of the grave ! Chant no more that dirge of sorrow, 
through the long and silent watches of the night!” 

Mournful voices from afar seemed to answer, “ Treu- 
ciifels !” and he romeiiihered how others had suffered, 
and his heart grew still. 

Slowly the landscape brightened. Down the rush- 
ing stream came a boat, with its white wings spread, 
and darted like a swallow through the narrow pass of 
Cod’s Help. The boatmen were singing, but not the 
song of Roland the Brave, wjiieh was heard of old by 
the weeping llildegund, as she sat within the wall of 
tliat cloister, which now looked forth in the pale morn- 
ing from amid the leafless linden trees. The dim tra 
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ditions of tliose grey old ini.c** roso in the traveller’s 
memory ; for the ruined tow|*v ol ^’ohindseck was still 
looking dowrri upon the Kloster Nonne'nworth, as if the 
sound of the funeral bell had changed the faithful Pala- 
din to stone, and he were watching still to sec the form 
of liis beloved one come fortl^ not from her cloister, 
but from her grave. Thus the brazen clasps of the 
book of legends were opened, and, on the page illumi- 
nated by the misty rays of tlie rising snn, he read again 
the talcs of Liba, and the niournfnl bride of Argenfels, 
and Siegfried, the mighty slayer of the dragon. Mean- 
while the mists had risen from the llhinc, and the 
whole air was iilled with golden vapour, through which 
he beheld the sun, hanging in heaven like a drop of 
blood. Even thus shone the sun within him, amid the 
W’intry vapours, uprising from the valley of the shadow 
of death, through which flowed the stream of his life, — 
sighing, sighing! 


CHAPTER II. 

THE CHRIST OF ANDF.RNAC11 

Paul Flemming resumed his solitary journey. The 
morning was still misty, but not cold. Across the 
Rhine the sun came wading through the reddish vapours, 
and soft and silver-white outspread tlie broad river, 
without a ripple upon its surface, or visible motion ot 
the cver-mov' ig current. A little vessel, with one 
loose sail, was riding at anchor, keel to keel with 
another that lay right under it — its own ai)parition — 
and all was silent, and calm, and beautiful. 
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The road was for tlie most part solitary, for there are 
few travellers ui)on the#^hiric in winter. Peasant 
women were at work in the vineyards ; climbing up the 
slippery hill -sides like beasts of burden, with large 
'baskets of manure upon their backs. And once during 
the morning, a band of apprentices with knapsacks 
passed by, singing, “The Rhine I The Rhine! a 
blessing oji the Rhine !’* 

O, the pride of the German heart in this noble river? 
And right it is, for of all the rivers of this beautiful 
eaith, there is none so beautiful as this. There is 
hardly a league of its whole course, from its cradle in 
the snowy Alps to it.s grave in the sands of Holland, 
which boasts not its peculiar charms. By heavens I if 
5 were a German I would be proud of it too ; and of 
the clustering grapes that hang about its temples, as it 
reels onwards through vineyards, in a triumphal march, 
like Bacchus, crowned and drunken. 

But I will not attempt to describe the Rhine; it 
would make this chapter much too long. And to do it 
well one should write like a god ; and his style flow on- 
^vard royally with breaks and dashes, like the waters 
of that loyal river, and antique, quaint, and Gothic 
times, be reflected in it. Alas I this evening my style 
flows not at all. Flow, then, into this smoke-coloured 
goblet, thou blood of the Rhine I out of thy prison- 
house — out of thy long-necked, tapering flask, in shape 
not unlike a church-spire among thy native hills; and 
from the crystal belfry loud •ring the merry tinkling 
bells, while 1 drink a health to my hero, in whose heart 
is sadness, and in whose ears the bells of Andernach 
are ringing on. 
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Virgin, and was as good as an ' and sold pics down 
the Kheinkrahn. But the ‘^\t>usc was very old, and 
the roof-tiles were broken, and she was too poor to get 
new ones, and the rain kept coming in, and no Chris- 
ttian soul in Andernacli would help her. But the Frau 
Martha was a good woman, and never did anybody any 
harm, but went to mass every' morning, and sold pies 
by the llheinkrahn. Now one dark, windy night, 
when all the good Christians in Anilcrnach were in bed 
and asleep in (he feathers, Frau Martha, who slept un- 
der the roof, heard a great noise over her head, and in 
her chamber, drip — drip — drip — as if the rain were 
dropping down through the broken tiles. Dear soul ! 
and sure enough it was. And there was a pounding 
and hammering overhead, as if somebody were at work 
on the roof ; and she thought it was Pelz Nickel tearing 
the tiles off, because she had not been to confession 
often enough. So she began to pray ; and the faster 
she said her Paternoster ami her Ave-Maria, the faster 
Pelz Nickel pounded and pulled ; and drip — drip — drip 
it went all round her in the dark chamber, till the poor 
woman was frightened out of her wits, and ran to the 
window to call for help Then in a nioinent all w'as still 
— death still. But she saw a light slreuming through 
the mist and rain, and a great shadow on the house 
opposite. And then somebody came down from the 
top of her house by a ladder, and had a lantern in his 
hand, and he 'ook the ladder on his shoulder and went 
down the street But sh^coiild not see clearly, because 
the window was streaked with rain. And in the morn- 
ing the old broken tiles w'ere found scattered about the 
Street, and there were new ones on the roof, and the 
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old house has never leaked to this blessed day. 

“As soon as «nss waVover Frau Martha told the 
priest what Irul happened, and he said it was not Pelz 
Nickc4, but w’lthoiit doubt, St. Castor or St. F*lorian. 
Then she went to the market, and told Frau Bridget , 
all about it ; and Frau Bridget said, that two nights 
before Hans Claus, the cooper, had heard a great 
pounding in his shop, and in the' morning had found 
new hoops on all his hogsheads ; and that a man with 
a lantern and a ladder had been seen riding out o( 
town at midnight on a donkey, and that the same night 
the old windmill, .at Kloster St. Thomas, had been 
n)endcd up, and the old gate of the churchyard at Feld- 
kirche made as good as new, though nobody knew how 
the man got across the river. Then Frau Martha went 
down to the Ulieiukrahn and told all these stories over 
again ; and the old ferryman of Fahr said he could tell 
something about it — for the very night the churchyard 
gate was mended, he was lying awake in his bed, bo- 
caftSe he could not sleep, and he heard a loud knocking 
at the door, and somebody calling to him to get up and 
.set him over the river. And when begot up, he saw a 
man down by the river with a lantern and a ladder; but 
as he was going down to him the man blew out the 
light, and it was so dark he could not sec who he was; 
and his boat was old and leaky, and he was afraid to 
set him over in the dark : but the man said he must be 
in Andirnach that night, and so he set him over. And 
after they bad crossed the riVer, he watched the man, 
till he came to an image of the Holy Virgin, and he 
saw him put the ladder against the wall, and light his 
lamp, and walk along the street. And in the morning 
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he found his old boat all caulked, and tig^ht, and painted 
red, and be could not for blessed- hie tell who did 
it, unless it were the man with the lantern. Dear soul ! 
how strange it was ! 

“And so it went on for some time: and whenever 
the man with the lantern had been seen walking through 
the street at night, so sure as the morning came some 
work had been done for the sake of some good soul ; 
and everybody knew he did it, and yet nobody could 
find out who he was, nor where he lived — for whenever 
they came near him he blew out his light, and turned 
down another street ; and if they followed him, he sud- 
denly disappeared — nobody could tell how. And some 
said it was Rubezahl ; some, Pelz Nickel; and some 
St. Anthony-on-the- Heath. 

“ Now one stormy night, a poor sinful creature was 
wandering about the streets with her babe in her arms, 
and she was hungry and cold, and no soul in Andcrnach 
would take her in. And when she came to the church 
where the great crucifix stands, she saw no light in the 
little chapel at the corner ; b^t she sat down on a stone 
at the foot of the cross, and began to pray, and prayed 
till she fell asleep, with her poor little babe on her 
bosom. But she did not sleep long— for a bright light 
shone full in her face ; and when she opened her eyes, 
she saw a pale man, with a lantern, standing right be-< 
fore her. He was almost naked, and there was blood 
upon his bar 's and body, and great tears in his beau- 
tiful eyes, and his face was like the face of the Saviour 
on the cross. Not a single word did he say to the 
poor wpinan, but looked at her compassionately, and 
IHhr a loaf of bread, and took the little babe in 
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his arms, and kissed it. Then the mother looked up 
at the great crupitix, buCAhere was no image there ; 
and she shrieked, and fell down as if she were dead. 
And tlkere she was found with her child; and a few 
days after they both died, and were buried together in < 
one grave. And nobody would have believed her 
story if a woman, who lived at the corner, had not gone 
to the window when she heard the scream, and seen 
the figure hang the lantern up in its place, and then 
set flie ladder against the wall, and go up and nail itself 
to the cross. Since that night it has never moved 
again. Ach ! Herr Je 1’* 

Such was the legend of the Christ of Andcrnach, as 
the old woman in spectacles told it to Flemming. It 
made a painful impression on his sick and morbid 
soul ; and he felt now for the first time in full force 
how great is the power of popular superstition. 

The post-chaise was now at the door, and Flemming 
was soon on the road to Coblentz, a city which stands 
upon the Rhine, at the mouth of the Mosel, opposite 
Elirenbreitstcin. It is by no means a long drive from 
Andernach to Coblentz ; and the only incident which 
occurred to enliven the way was the appearance of a 
fat, red-faced man on horseback, trotting slowly to- 
wards Andernach. As they met, the mad little postilion 
gave him a friendly cut with his whip, and broke out 
into an exclamation, which showed he was from Muns- 
er — 

“ Jesniariosp ! my friend! ftow is the man in the 
«astom-house ?” 

“ Now, to any candid mind this would seem a fair 
^'istion enough ; but not so thought the red-faced 
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man on horseback — for lie waxru exceedingly angry, 
and replied, as ihc ciiaisc \ViirIed by — 

“ The devil take you, and your Westphalian ham, 
and purripeniiekcl !'* . 

Flemming called to his servant, and the servant to the 
postilion, lor an explanation of this short dialogue; 
and the explanation was, that on the belfry of the 
Kanfliaus in Coblentz is a huge head, with a brazen 
helmet and a beaul : and wbenevor the clock strikes, 
at each stroke of the barnrner tins giant’s bead o]>eiis its 
great jaws, and smites its teeth together, as if, like the 
brazen head of Friar Uacon, it would say — “ Time was 
-—time is — time is past.” This figure is known through 
all the country round about as “ The man in the cus- 
tom-house and when a friend in the country meets 
a friend fi om Coblentz — instead of saying *’ Ilow are 
all the good people ill Coblentz?” — he say.s, “ lIow is 
the man in the ciistoni-housc ?” Thus the giant has a 
great part to play in the town : and thus ended the 
first day of Flemming’s Ilhiiic journey. And the only 
good deed he had done was to give an alms to a poor 
beggar woman, who lifted up her trembling hands and 
exclaimed, “ Thou blessed babe !” 


CHAPTER III. 

HOMUNCULUS. 

After all, a journey up the Rhine, in the mists and 
solitude of December, is not so unpleasant as the rea- 
der may uerhajis imagine. You have the whole road 
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and river to yourself. Nobody is on*the wing — hardly 
a traveller. .Tiie ruf|^ arc the same; and the 

rlvei, and the outlines of the hills; and there arc few 
livini:: fij^jnres in the landscape to wake you from your 
nni lings, distract your thoughts, and cover you with 
dust. 

Tlius, likewise, thought our travelj^r, as he continued 
liis journey on the morrow. The day is overcast, and 
the clouds threaten rain or snow. Why does he stop 
.It the little vill.ige ol Capelleii ? Because, right above 
him on the high cliff, the glorious ruin of Stolzenfels 
is looking at him with its hollow eyes, and beckoning 
to him with its gigantic finger, as if to say, “ Come up 
liilher, and 1 will tell the*' an old tale," Therefore he 
alights, and goes uj) the narrow village lane, and up 
the stone steps, and up tlie steep pathway, and 
tlirows himself into the aims of that ancient ruin, 
and holds his breath, to hear the quick footsteps of 
the hilling snow, like the footsteps of angels descending 
upon earth. And chat ancient ruin speaks to him with 
its luillow voice, and says, — 

“ Beware of dreams ! Beware of the illusions of 
fancy ! Beware of the solemn dcccivings of thy vast 
desires ! Beneath me flows the Khine, and like the 
stre im ot time, it flows amid the ruins of the past. 1 
see myself therein, and I know that J am old. Thou, 
too, shall be old. Be wi.se in season. Like the stream 
of thy life runs the stieam beneath us. Down Irom 
the distant Alps, — out into the* wide world, it bursts 
away, like a youth from the bouse of his fuebers. 
Broad- breasted and strong, and w'ith earnest endea* 
vours, like manhood, it makes itself a way through tlieso 
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•liIBcult mountain* passes. And at length, in its old 
age, it stops, and its step^^are wf-^y and slow, and it 
sinks into the sand, and, through its grave, passes into 
the great ocean, which is its eternity, Thu^ sliall it 
be with thee. 

“ In ancient times there dwelt within these halls a 
follower of Jesus^f Jerusalem, — an archbishop in the 
church of Christ. He gave 'himself up to dreams — to 
the illusions of fancy — to the vast desires of the human 
soul. He sought after the impossible. He sought 
after the Elixir of Life, — the Philosopher’s Stone. The 
wealth that should have fed the poor was melted in his 
crucibles. Within these walls the Eagle of the clouds 
sucked the blood of the lied Lion, ami received the 
spiritual love of the Green Dragon, but alas! was child- 
less. In solitude and utter silence did the disciple of 
the Hermetic philosophy foil from day to day, from 
night to night. From the place where thou stnndest 
he gazed at evening upon hills and vales, and wateis 
spread beneath him ; and saw how the setting sun had 
changed them all to gold, by an alchemy more cunning 
than his own. He saw the world beneath his ftet; 
and said in his heart, that he alone was wise. Alas ! 
he read more willingly in the book of Purccllus, than 
in the book of Nature; and, believing that 'ulieie 
reason hath experience, faith hath mi mind,’ would 
fain have made unto himself a child, not as nature 
teaches us, but as the philosopher taught, — a poor 
homunculu.^, in a glals bottle. And he died poor and 
childless.” 

Whether it were worth while to climb the Stolzen- 
fels to hear such a homily as this, some persons may 
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porhaps doubt. But Paul Flemming doubted not He 
laid the lesson to heart ; a^d it would have saved him 
many an hour of st>rrow, iffte had learned that lesson 
better, and remembered it longer. * 

In aneient times, there stood in the citadel of Athens 
three statues of Minerva. The first was of olive wood, 
and according to popular tradition, had fallen from 
heaven. The second was of bronze, commemorating 
the victory of Marathon : and the third of gold and 
ivory, — a great miracle of art in the age of Pericles. 
And thus in the citadel of Time stands man himself. 
In childhood, shaped of soft and delicate wood, just 
fallen from heaven ; in manhood, a statue of bronze, 
commemorating struggle and victory; and lastly, in 
the maturity of age, perfectly shaped in gold and 
ivory, — a miracle of art! 

Flemming had already lived through the olive age. 
Pie was passing into the age of bronze, into his early 
manhood ; and in his hands the flowers of Paradise 
were changing to the sword and shield. 

And this reminds me, that 1 have not yet described 
iny hero. I will do it now, as he stands looking down 
on the glorious landscape; but in few words. Both in 
person and character he resembled Harold, the Fair 
Hair of Norway, who is described, in the old Ice- 
landic Death-song of Rcgner Hairy Breeches as 
“ the young chief so proud of his flowing locks ; be 
who spent his mornings among the young maidens — 
he who loved to converse with tl\^ handsome widows." 
This was an amiable weakitfws; and it sometimes 
led him into mischief. Imagination was the ruling 
power of his, mind. His thoughts were twin-born ; the 



to 


HYi'ERlON 


thought itself, and its figurative semblance in the outer 
world. Thus, through tl^ quiet, still waters of his 
801^ each image floated double, ** swfin and shadow.” 

These traits of character, a good heart and a poetic 
imagination, made his life joyous and the world beauti- 
ful ; till at length death cut down the sweet, blue 
flower, that bloomed beside him, and wounded him 
with that sharp sickle, so that he bowed his head, and 
would fain have been bound up in the same sheaf with 
the sweet, blue flower. Then the world seemed to him 
less beautiful, and life became earnest. It w'ould have 
been well if he could have forgotten the past ; that he 
might not so mournfully have lived in it, but might have 
enjoyed and improved the prcsoiit. But this his heart 
ref^used to do ; and ever, as lie floated upon the great 
sea of life, he looked down tlirougli the transparent 
waters, checkered with sunshine and shade, into the 
vast chambers of the mighty deep, in wliicli his hap- 
pier days had sunk, and wherein they were lying still 
visible, like golden sands, and precious stones and 
pearls; and, half in despair, half in hope, he grasped 
downward after them again, and drew back his hand, 
filled only with seaweed, and dripping with briny tcais I 
— And between him and those golden sands, a radiant 
image floated, like the spirit in Dante’s Paradise, 
singing, ” Avq^rMaria !” and while it sang, down-sink- 
ing, and slowly vanishing away. 

The truth is, that in all things he acted more from 
impulse than from principle, as is the case with 
most young men. Indeed, his principles hardly had 
time to take root ; for he pulled them all up, every now 
and then, as children do the flowers they have planted, 
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— to sec if they are growing. Yet there was much in 
him which was good; for underneath the flowers and 
green sward of poetry, and ftfle good principles which 
would have taken root,' had he given them time, there 
lay a strong and healthy soil of common sense, — fresh- 
ened by living springs, and enriched by many faded 
hopes, that had fallen upon it like dead leaves. 


CHAPTER IV. 

HE landlady’s daughter. 

“Allcz Fuchs ! allez lusting!” erfed the impatient 
postilion to his horses, in accents, which, like the wild 
echo of the Lurlcy Felsen, came first from one side of 
the river, and then from the other, — that is to say, in 
words alternately French and Gorman. The truth is, he 
was tired of waiting ; and when Flemming had at length 
resumed his seat in the post-chaise, the poor horses had 
to make up the time lost in dreams on tlie mountain. 
This is far oftenor the case than most people imagine* 
One half of the world has to sweat and groan, that the 
other half may dream. It would have been a difficult 
task for the traveller or his postilion to persuade the 
horses that these dreams were all for their good. 

The next stopping-place was the little tavern of the 
Star, an out-of-the-way corner in the town of Salzig. 
It stands on the banks of the Rhine; and, directly in 
front of it, sheer from the water’s edge, rise the moun- 
tains of Licbenstein and Sternenfels, each with its 
ruined castle. These are the Brothers of the old 
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tradition, still gazing at ua< li otlier face to face ; and 
beneath them in the valley staniic a cloister, — meek 
emblem of that orphan c\*ild they both so passioiiaiely 
loved. 

In a small, flat-bottomed boat did the landlady’s 
daughter row Flemming “over the Rhine stream, rapid 
and roaring wide.” She was a beautiful girl of six- 
teen, with black hair, and dark, lovely eyes, and a face 
that had a story to tell. ITow different faces are in this 
particular ! Some of them speak not. They are books 
in which not a line is written, save perhaps a date. 
Others are great family bibles, with all the Old and 
New Testament written in them. Others are Mother 
Goose and nursery tales ; others bad tragedies, or pickle- 
herring farces ; and others, like that of the landlady’s 
daughter at the Star, sweet love anthologies, and songs 
of the affections. It was on that account that Flem- 
ming said to her, as they glided out into the swift 
stream : 

“ My dear child ! do you know the story of the 
liiebenstein ?” 

“ The story of the Liebenstein,” she answered, “ 1 
got by heart, when I was a little child.” 

And here her large, dark, passionate eyes looked 
into Flemming’s, and he doubted not that she had 
learned the story far too soon, and far too well. That 
story he longed to hear, as if it were unknown to him ; 
for he knew that the girl, who Istd got it by heart when 
a child, would t^'l it 4 s it should he told. So he begged 
her to repeat the story, which she was but too glad to 
do i for she loved and believed it, us if it had all been 
written in the Bible. But before she began, she rested 
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a moment on her oars, and taking the crucifix^ which 
hiin^ suspended from her n^ck, kissed it, and then let 
it sink down into her bosom, as if it were an anchor 
she was letting down into her heart. Meanwhile her 
moist, dSrk eyes were turned to heaven. Perhaps her 
soul was walking with the souls of Cunizza, and Rahab, 
and Mary Magdalen. Or perhaps she was thinking of 
that nun, ot whom St. Gregory says, in his Dialogues, 
that, having greedily eaten a lettuce in a garden, with- 
out making a sign of the cross, she found herself soon 
after possessed with the devil. 

The probability, however, is, that she was looking up 
to the ruined castles only, and not to heaven, for she 
soon began her story, and told Flemming how, ** a great 
great, many years ago, an old man lived in the Lieben- 
stcin with his two sons ; and how both the young men 
loved the Lady Geraldine, an orphan ttider their father’s 
care ; and how the elder brother went away into des- 
pair, and the younger was betrothed to the Lady Geral- 
dine ; and how they were as happy as Aschenputtel and 
the prince. And then the holy Saint Bernard came 
and earned away all the young men to the war just as 
Napoleon did afterwards; and the young lord went 
to the Holy Land, and the Lady Geraldine sat in her 
tower and wept, and waited for her lover’s return, while 
tlic old father built the Sternenfels for them to live in 
when they were married. And when it was finished, 
the old man died ; and the elder brother came back and 
lived in the luehenstein, and took care of the gentle 
lady. Ere long there came news from the Holy Land, 
that the war was over ; and the heart of the gentle lady 
beat with joy, till she heard that her faithless lover was 
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coming back with a Greek wi!e,- - the wicked man ! and 
then she went into a coi^nt and became a holy nun. 
So the young Lord of Sterncnfels came home, and 
lived in his castle in great splendour with the Greek 
woman, who was a wicked woman and did what she 
ought not to do. But the elder brother was angry for 
the wrung done to the gentle lady, and challenged the 
Lord of Sternenfels to single combat. And while they 
were fighting with their great swords in the valley of 
Bornhofen, behind the castle, the convent bells began 
to ring, and the Lady Geraldine came forth with a train 
of nuns all dressed in white, and made the brothers 
friends again, and told them she was the bride of 
Heaven, and happier in her convent than she could 
have been in the Liebcnstcin or the Sternenfels. And 
when the brothers returned, they found that the false 
Greek wife had gone away with another knight. So 
they lived together in peace, and were never married. 
And when they died — 

“ Lisbeth ! Lisbeth ! " cried a sharp voice from the 
shore — ** Lisbeth ! where are you taking the gen- 
tleman ? ” 

This recalled the poor girl to her senses ; and she 
saw how fast they were floating down the stream. For in 
telling the story she had fdrgotten every thing else, and 
the swift current had swept them down to the tall wal- 
nut trees of Kamp. They landed in front of the 
Capucin ]Vrbnp‘'tery. Lisbeth led the way through the 
little village, and turRing to the right, pointed up to 
the romantic, lonely valley which leads to the Lieben- 
Btein, and even offered to go up. But Flemming pat- 
ted her cheek and shook his head. He went up the 
valle}’ alone. 
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(JHAPT^R V. 

JEAN PAUL, THE ONLY-ONE. 

The man in the play, who wished for “ some forty 
pounds of lovely beef, placed in a Mediterranean sea 
of hrewis,” might have seen his ample desires alraosr 
realised at the table d’hote of the Rhcinischen llof, in 
Maycncc, where Flemming dined that day. At the 
head of the table sat a gentleman, with a smooth, broad 
forehead, and large intelligent eyes. He was from 
Baireuth, in Franconia ; and talked about poetry and 
Jean Paul, to a pale, romantic-looking lady on his 
right. There was music all dinner-time, at the other 
end of the hall, a harp, a horn, and a voice ; so that 
gi eat part of the fat gentleman’s conversation with the 
pale lady was lost to Flemming, who sat opposite to 
her, and could look right into her large melancholy 
eyes. But what he heard so much interested him — 
indeed, the very name of the beloved Jean Paul would 
save been enough for this — that he ventured to join 
in the conversation, and asked the German if he had 
known the poet personally. 

“Yes; I knew him well,*/ replied the stranger. 
“ 1 am a native of Baireuth, where he passed the best 
years of liis life. In my mind, the man and the author 
are closely united. 1 never read a page of his writings 
without hearing his voice, and seeing his form before 
me. There he sits, with his majestic, mountainous 
forehead, his mild blue eyes, and finely-cut nose and 
mouth ; his massive frame clad loosely and carelessly 
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in an old green frock, from the pockets of which the 
corners of books project, -aid perhaps the end of a loaf 
of bread, and the nose of' a bottle ; a straw ha*-, lined 
with green, lying near him ; a huge walking-stick in 
his hand, and at his feet a white poodle, with^piuk eyes 
and a string round his neck. You would sooner have 
taken him for a master carpenter than for a poet, Is 
he a favourite author of yours ? 

Flemming answered in the af&rmative. 

** But a foreigner must find it exceedingly difficult to 
understand him,’* said the gentleman. “ It is by no 
means an easy task for us Germans.” 

** I have always observed,” replied Flemming, “ that 
the true understanding and appreciation of a poet de- 
pend more upon individual, than upon national cha- 
racter. If there be a sympathy between the minds of 
writer and reader, the bounds and barriers of a foreign 
tongue are soon overleaped. If you once understand 
an author’s character, the comprehension of his 
writings becomes easy.” 

“ Very true,” replied the German, ” and the chaiac- 
ter of Richter is too marked to be easily misunderstood. 
Its prominent traits are tenderness and manliness — 
qualities, which are seldom found united in so high a 
degree as in him. Over all he sees, over all he writes, 
are spread the sunbeams of a cheerful spirit — the light of 
inexhaustible human love. Every sound of human joy 
and of hum-ii sorrow finds a deep- resounding echo in his 
bosom. In every man, he loves his humanity only, not 
his superiority. The avowed object of all his literary 
labours was to raise up again the down-sunken faith in 
God, virtue, and immortality ; and, in an egotistical, 
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revolutionary age, to warm again our human synipa> 
thies, which havf now ^libwn cold. And not less 
boundless is his love for nature — for this outward, 
beautifi^ world. He embraces it all in his arms." 

“ Yes," answered Flemming, almost taking the words 
out of the stranger’s mouth, “ for in his mind all things 
become idealised. He seems to describe himself when 
he describes the hero of his Titan, as a child, rocking 
in a high wind upon the branches of a full-blossomed 
apple-tree, and, as its summit, blown abroad by the 
wind, now sunk him in deep green, and now tossed 
him aloft in deep blue and glancing sunshine — in his 
imagination stood that tree gigantic ; it grew alone in 
the universe, as if it were the tree of eternal life ; its 
roots struck down into the abyss ; the white and red 
clouds hung as blossoms upon it; the moon as fruit; 
the little stars sparkled like dew, and Albano reposed 
in its measureless summit ; and a storm swayed the 
summit out of day into night, and out of night into day." 

“ Yet the spirit of love," interrupted the Franconian, 
"was not weakness, but strength. It was united in 
him with great manliness. The sword of his spirit had 
been forged and beaten by poverty. Its temper had 
been tried by a thirty years war. It wa^ not broken, 
not even blunted ; but rather strengthened and sharp- 
ened by the blows it gave and received. And, possessing 
this noble spirit of humanity, endurance and self-denial, 
he made literature his profession, as if he had been 
divinely commissioned to write*! He seems to have 
cared for nothing else, to have thought of nothing else, 
than living quietly and making books. He says that 
he felt it his duty, not to enjoy, nor to acquire, but to 
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write ; and boasted, that he had m^de as many books 
as he had lived years ? , 

** And what do the Germans consider the prominent 
characteristics of his genius?** 

** Most undoubtedly bis wild imagination and Tiis play- 
fulness. He throws over all things a strange and magic 
colouring. You are startled at the boldness and beauty 
of his inures and illustrations, which are scattered 
every where with a reckless prodigality ; multitudinous, 
like the blossoms of early summer, and as fragrant and 
beautiful. With a thousand extravagancies are mingled 
ten thousand beauties of thought and expression, 
which kindle the reader’s imagination, and lead it on- 
ward in a bold flight, through the glow of sunrise and 
sunset, and the dewy coldness and starlight of summer 
nights. He is diflicult to understand, — intricate, 
strange, — drawing his illustrations from every by- 
corner of science, art, and nature, — a comet among 
the bright stars of German literature. When you read 
his works, it is as if you were climbing a high moun- 
tain, in merry company, to see the sun rise. At times 
you are enveloped in mist — the morning wind sweeps 
by you with a shout — you hear the far-off muttering 
thunders. Wide beneath you spreads the landscape 
— field, meadow, town, and winding river. The ring- 
ing of distant church bells, or the sound of solemn 
village clock, reaches you ; then arises the sweet and 
manifold fragr''nce of flowers — the birds begin to sing 
— the vapours roll awfey — up comes the glorious sun — 
you revel like the lark in the sunshine and bright blue 
heaven, and all is a delirious dream of soul and sense 
— when suddenly a friend at your elbow laughs aloud, 
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and offers you a piece of Bologna sausage. As in real 
life, so in his writings — tllS^scrious and the comic, the 
sublime and the grotesque, the pathetic and the ludic* 
rons, are mingled together. At times he is sententious, 
energetic, simple ; then again, obscure and diffuse. His 
thoughts are like mummies embalmed in spices, and 
wrapped about with curious envelopments; but within 
tliese the thoughts themselves are kings. At times glad» 
beautiful images, airy forms, move by you, graceful, 
harmonious ; — at times, the glaring, wild-looking fan- 
cies, chained together by hyphens, brackets, and dashes, 
brave and base, high and low, all in their motley 
dresses, go sweeping down the dusty page, like the 
galley-slaves that sweep the streets of Rome, where 
you may chance to see the nobleman and the peasant 
manacled together.” 

Flemming smiled at the German’s warmth, to which 
the presence of the lady, and the Laubenheimer wine, 
seemed each to have contributed something, and then 
said— 

** Better an outlaw, than not free 1 These are his 
own words. And thus he changes at his will. Like 
the God Thor, of the old Northern mythology, be now 
holds forth the seven bright stars in the bright heaven 
above us, and now hides himself in clouds, and pounds 
away with his great hammer.” 

“And yet this is not affectation in him,” rejoined 
the German. “ It is his nature ; it is Jean Paul. And 
the figures and oinameiits of his*8tyle, wild, fantastic, 
and oittiines startling, like those in Gothic cathedrals, 
are not merely what they seem, but massive coignes 
and buttresses, which support the fabric. Remove 
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thenii and the roof and walls fall in. And through 
these gurgoyles, these wik* faces, carved upon spouts 
and gutters, flow out, like gathered rain, the bright^ 
abundant thoughts, that have fallen from heaven.*' 

" And all he does, is done with a kind of serious 
playfulness. He is a sea-monster, disporting him^lf 
on the broad ocean ; his very sport is earnest ; there 
is something majestic and serious about it. In every 
thing there is strength, a rough good-nature, — all 
sunshine overhead, and underneath the heavy moaning 
of the sea. Well may he be called * Jean Paul, the 
Only-One.’ " 

With such discourse the hour of dinner passed ; and 
after dinner Flemming went to the cathedral. They 
were singing vespers. A beadle, dressed in blue, with 
a cocked hat, and a crimson sash and collar, was strut- 
ting, like a turkey, along the aisles. This important 
gentleman conducted Flemming through the church, 
and showed him the choir, with its heavy-sculptured 
stalls of oak, and the beautiful figures in brown stone, 
over the bishops’ tombs. He then led him, by a sido 
door, into the old and ruined cloisters of St. Willigis. 
Through the low Gothic arches the sunshine streamed 
upon the pavement of tombstones, whose iviages and 
Inscriptions are mostly effaced by the footsteps of many 
generations. There stands the tomb of Frauenlob, the 
Minnesinger. Ilis face is sculptured on an entabla- 
ture in the w 11 ; a fine, strongly-marked, and serious 
countenance. BeloW it is a bas-relief, representing 
the poet’s funeral. He is carried to his grave by ladies, 
whdie praise he sang, and thereby won the name oi 
Frauenlob. 
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** This, then, ’ said Flemming, ** is the grave, not of 
Praise-God Bar^bones, bf^of Praise- the-Ladies Meis- 
sen, who wrote songs * somewhat of lust, and somewhat 
of love.’ But where sleeps the dust of his rival and 
foe, aweet Master Bartholomew Rainbow ?” , 

He meant this for an aside ; but the turkey-cock 
picked it up and answered — 

** I do not know. He did not belong to this 
parish.” 

t was already night, when Flemming crossed the 
Roman bridge over the Nahe, and entered the town of 
Bingen, lie stopped at the White Horse ; and, before 
going to bed, looked out into the dim starlight from 
his window towards the Rhine, and his heart leaped up 
to behold the bold outline of the neighbouring hills 
^rested with Gothic ruins; — which in the morning 
proved to be only a high, slated roof, with fantastic 
chimneys. 

The morning was bright and frosty, and the river 
tinged w'ith gay colours from the rising sun. A soft, 
thin vapour floated in the air. In the sunbeams flashed 
the hoar frost, like silver stars ; and through a long 
avenue of trees, whose dripping branches bent and 
scattered pearls before him, Paul Flemming journeyed 
on in triumph. 

1 will not prolong this journey, for I am weary and 
way-worn, and would fain be at Heidelberg with my 
readers, and my hero. It was already night when he 
reached the Manheim gate, and drove down the long 
llauptstrasse so slowly, that it seemed to him endless. 
I'he shops were lighted on each side of the street, and 
he saw faces at the windows here and there, and figures 
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passing in the lamplight, visible for u moment and then 
swallowed up in the darknes^.*; The thoughts that filled 
his mind were strange ; as are always the thoughts oi 
a traveller, who enters for the first time a strange city. 
, This little world had been going on for centuries' before 
he came, and would go on for centuries after he was 
gone. Of all the thousands who inhabited it he knew 
notliing; and w'hat knew they, or thought, of the 
stranger, who, in that close post-chaise, weary with 
travel, and chilled by the evening wind, was slowly 
rumbling over the paved street 1 Truly, this world can 
go on without us, if we would but think so. If it had 
been a hearse instead of a post-chaise, it would have 
been all the same to the people of Heidelberg, — though 
by no means the same to Paul Flemming. 

But at the further end of the city, near the Castle 
and the Carls-Thor, one warm heart was waiting to 
receive him ; and this was the German heart of his 
friend, the Baron of Hohenfcls, with whom he was to 
pass the winter in Heidelberg. No sooner had the 
carriage stopped at the iron-grated gate, and the 
postilion blown his horn, to announce the arrival of a 
traveller, than the baron was seen among the servants 
at the door; and, in a few moments afterwards, the 
two long-absent friends were in each other’s arms, and 
Flemming received a kiss upon each check, and another 
on the mouth, as the pledge and seal of the German’s 
friendship. TI ly held each other long by the hand, 
and looked into each other’s faces, and saw themselves 
in each other’s eyes, both literally and figuratively ; 
literally, inasmuch as the images were there; and 
figuratively, inasmuch as each was imagining what the 



other thought of him, after the lapse of some years. 
In friendly hopes and questionings and answers, the 
evening glided ai^ay at the^upper-table, where many 
more things were discussed than the roasted hare and 
the Joh^niiisberger ; and they sat late into the night, 
conversing of the thoughts and feelings and delights 
which fill the hearts of young men, who have already 
enjoyed and suiTcred, and hoped and been dis- 
appointed. 


CHAPTER VI. 

HEIDELBERG AND THE DAllON. 

High and hoar on the forehead of the Jettenbuhl 
stands the Castle of Heidelberg. Behind it rise the 
oak-cresled hills of the Geissberg and the Kaiserstuhl ; 
and in front, from the broad terrace of masonry, you 
can almost throw a stone upon the roofs 1 1 the city, so 
close do they lie beneath. Above this terrace rises the 
broad front of the chapel of Saint Udalrich. On the 
left stands the slender octagon tower of the horologe, 
and, on tlie right, a huge round tower, battered and 
s-liattered tlic miice of war, shores up with its broa'< 
slioulders the beautiful palace and garden- terrace of 
Elizabeth, wife of the Pfalzgraf Frederick. In the 
rear are older palaces and towers, forming a vast, ir- 
regular quadrangle ; Rodolph’s ancient castle, with its 
Gothic glorictte and fantastia gables ; the Giant's 
Tower, guarding the drawbridge over the moat; the 
Rent Tower, with the linden trees growing on its sum- 
mit. and the magnificent llittersaal of Otlio Henry 



Count Palatine of the Rhine ami ^anil seneschal of 
the Holy Roman Empire, prom tlie gardens behind 
the castle, you pass under ^.I'e archway of the Giant’s 
Tower into the great court-yard. The diverse archi- 
tecture of different ages sti ikes the eye ; and curious 
' sculptures. In niches in the wall of Saint IJdalrich’s 
chapel stand rows of knighft in armour, all broken and 
dismembered ; and on the front of Otho's Rittersaal, 
the heroes of Jewish history and classic fable. You 
enter the open and desolate chambers of the ruin, and 
on every side are medallions and family arms; the 
Globe of the Empire and the Golden Fleece, or the 
Eagle of the Caesars, resting on the escutcheons of 
Bavaria and the Palatinate. Over the windows and 
door-ways and chimney -pieces, are sculptures and 
mouldings of exquisite workmanship ; and the eye is 
bewildered by the profusion of caryatides, and ara- 
besques, and rosettes, and fan-like flu tings, and gar- 
lands of fruits, and flowers, and acorns, and bullocks' 
heads, with draperies of foliage, and muzzles of lions, 
holding rings in their teeth. The cunning hand of art 
was busy for six centuries, in raising and adorning 
these walls ; the mailed hands of time and war have 
defaced and overthrown them in less than two. Next 
to the Alhambra of Granada, the Castle of Heidelberg 
is the most magnificent ruin of the middle ages. 

In the valley below flows the rushing stream of 
the Neckar. Close from its margin, on the opposite 
side, rises me mountain of All iSaints, crowned with 
the ruins of a c<invent; and up the valley stretches 
the mountain-curtain of the Odcnwald. So close and 
many are the hills, which eastward shut the \ alley in, 
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th.it tlie rivor seems a lake. But westward it opens, 
upon tlic broad plain of die lUiine, like the mouth of 
a trumpet ; and ^ike the^^ast of a trumpet is at times 
the wintry wind throug^h this narrow mountain-pass.The 
blue A4satiHn hills rise beyond ; and, on a platform or 
strip of level land, between theNeckar and the moun- 
tains, right under the castH, stands the city of Heidel- 
berg ; as the old song says, ** a pleasant city, when it 
has done raining.** 

Soinethirig of this did Paul Flemming behold, when 
he rose the next morning and looked from his window. 
It was a warm, vapoury morning, and a struggle was 
going on between the mist and the rising sun. Ths 
sun had taken the hill-tops, but the mist still kept 
possession of the valley and the town. The steeple of 
the great church rose through a dense mass of snow- 
white clouds; and eastward, on the hills, the dim 
vapours ivcre rolling across the windows of the ruined 
castle, like the fierv smoke of a great conflagration. It 
seemed to him an image of the rising of the sun of 
truth on a benighted world ; its light streamed through 
tlie ruins of centuries ; and, down in the valley of 
time, the cross on the Christian church caught its rays, 
though the priests were singing in mist and darkness 
below. 

In the warm breakfast- parlour ho found the baron, 
waiting for him. He was lying upon a sofa, in morning 
gown and purple velvet slippers, both with flowers 
upon them. He had a guitar jn his hand, and a pipe 
in his mouth, at the same time smoking, playing, and 
humming his favourite song from Goethe, 
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“ The water nished, the water swelled. 

A fisher sat thereby." , 

Flemitiinpf could hardly retrain froni"Iaughinfif at the 
sight of his friend ; and told him it reminded him of a 
« street-musician he once saw in Aix-Ia-Chapell^, who 
was playing upon six inst^pnents at once ; having a 
helmet with bells on his head, a Pan’s reed in his cra- 
vat, a fiddle in his hand, a triangle on his knee, cymbals 
on his heels, and on his Imck a bass drum, which hr 
played with his elbows. To tell the truth, the ParoK 
of Hohcnfels was rather a miscellaneous youth, rather 
a universal genius, lie pursued all things with eager- 
ness, but for a short time only ; music, poetry, painting; 
pleasure, even the study of the Pandects, llis feelings 
were keenly alive to the enjoyment of life. His great 
defect was, that he was too much in love with human 
nature. But by the power of imagination, in him, the 
bearded goat was changed to a bright Capricornus 
no longer an animal on earth, but a constellation in 
heaven. An easy and indolent disposition made him 
gentle and child-like in his manners ; and, in short, 
the beauty of his character, like that of the precious 
opal, was owing to a defect in its organization, llis 
person was tall and slightly built; his hair light; and 
his eyes blue, and as beautiful as those of a girl. In 
the tones of his voice there was something indescri- 
bably gentle and winning ; and he spoke the German 
language, with the soft, musical accent of his native 
province of Curland. In his manners, if he had not 
* Antinoiis’ easy sway,* he had at least an easy sway of 
his own. * Such, in few words, was the bosom li'iend of 
Flemming. 
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** And what do you think of Heidelberg and the old 
castle up there ? ” said he, as they seated themselves 
at the brpakfast-*table. 

** Last night tlie town seemed very long to me,*' re- 
plied Fleiiiniing; ** and as to the castle, 1 have as yet 
had but a glimpse of it through the mist. They tell me * 
there is nothing finer in itTway, excepting the Alham- 
bra of Granada ; and no doubt I shall find it so, only I 
wish the stone were gray, and not red. But, red or 
grey, I foresee that 1 shall waste many a long hour in 
its desolate hulls. Pray, does any body live up there 
now-a-day's ? ’* 

“ Nobody,” answered the baron, " but the man who 
shows the Heidelberg Tun, and Monsieur Charles de 
Grainberg, a Frenchman, who has been there sketching 
ever since the year 1810. He has, moreover, written 
a super-magnificent description of the ruin, in which 
he says, that during the day only birds of prey disturb 
it wi'h their piercing cries, and at night screech-owls, 
and other fallow deer. These are hisown w'ords. You 
must buy his book and his sketches.” 

” Yes, the quotation and the tone of your voice will 
certainly persuade me so to do.” 

” Take his, or none, my friend, for you will find no 
others. And seriously. Ins sketches are very good. 
1'herc is one on the wall there, which is beautiful, save 
and except that straddle-bug figure among the bushes 
in the corner.” 

” But there is no ghost, no Jiaunted chamber in the 
old castle?” asked Flemming, after casting a hasty 
glance at the picture. 

“ Oh ; certainly,” replied the baron ; “ there are 
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kwo. There is the ghost «>f the Virgin Mary in 
Iluprecht’s tower, and the Devil i.^ tlie dungeon." 

“Ah! that is grand," eje-laiined Flemming, with 
evident delight. “ Tell me the whole story quickly. 
1 am as curious as a child." 

^ “ It is a tale of tlie times of Louis the Dehonnaire," 

said the baron, with a smile; “ a mouldy tradition of a 
credulous age. II is brother Frederick lived here in the 
castle with him, and had u flirtation with Leonore von 
Luzelstein, a lady of the court, whom he afterwards 
despised, and was consequently n)ost cordially hated 
by her. From political motives he was equally hateful 
to certain petty German tyrants, who, in order to effect 
his ruin, accused him of heresy, But his brother Louis 
would not deliver him up to their fury, and they resolved 
to effect by stratagem what they could not by intrigue. 
Accordingly, Leonore von Luzelstein, disguised as the 
Virgin Mary, and the father confessor of the Elector, 
in the costume of Satan, made their appearance in the 
Elector’s bedchamber at midnight, and frightened him 
so horribly, that he consented to deliver up his brother 
into the hands of the two black knights, who pretended 
to be ambassadors from Vehm Gcricht. They pro- 
ceeded together to Frederick’s chamber, where luckily 
old Gimmingen, a brave soldier, kept guard behind the 
arras. The monk went foremost in his Satanic garb; 
but no sooner had he set foot in the prince’s bed- 
cliamber than the brave Geinmingen drew his sword, 
and said qua'utly, ‘Die, wretch!’ — and so he died. 
The rest toDk to their heels, and we(c he.ird of no more. 
And now the souls of Leonore and the monk haunt the 
scene of their midnight crime. You will find the story 
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in Gr.'iinberg’s book, worked up with a kind of red 
morocco and burnt cork sublimity, and great melo- 
dramatic clanking of clivus, and booting of owls 
and otlicr fallow deer.** 

“ Aft^r breakfast,” s.iid Flemming, “ vve will go up 
to the castle. 1 must get acquainted with this mirror 
of owls, this modern Till Eulenspicgel. See what 
a glorious morning we have. It is truly a wondrous 
winter. What summer sunshine ! — what soft Venetian 
"ogs. How the wanton treacherous air coquets with 
the old greybeard trees. Such weather makes the grass 
and our beards grow apace. But we have an old say- 
ing in English, that winter never rots in the sky. So 
he will come down at last in his old-fashioned mealy 
coat. We shall have snow in spring, and the blossoms 
will be all snow-flakes; and afterwards a summer, 
which will be no summer, but, as Jean Paul says, only 
H winter painted green. Is it not so ? ” 

** Unless I am much deceived in the climate of 
Heidelberg,” replied the baron, ” we shall not have to 
wait long for snow. We have sudden changes here, 
and I should not marvel much if it snowed before 
iiiglit.” 

** 'Pile greater reason for making good use of the 
morning sunshine then. Let us hasten to the castle, 
after which my heart yearns.** 

CHAPTER VII. 

LIVES OF SClldLARS. 

The torcbodings of the baron proved true. In the 
afternoon the weather changed. The western wind 
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began to blow, and its brt,Mth drew a cloud veil over 
the face of heaven, ns a br<;ach docs over the human 
face in a mirror. Soon the #>)bw began to fall. Athwart 
the distant landscape it swept like a white mist. The 
storm-wind came from the Alsatian hills, and, struck 
the dense clouds aslan'- through the air, and ever faster 
fell the snow, a roaring rorrent from those mountainous 
clouds. The setting son glared wildly from the sum- 
mit of the hills, and sank like a burning ship at sea, 
wrecked in the tempest. Thus the evening set in, and 
winter stood at the gate wagging his while and shaggy 
beard, like an old harper, chanting an old rhyme — 
** How cold it is 1 how cold it is ! ” 

** 1 like such a storm as this," said Flemming, who 
Atood at the window, looking out into the tempest and 
the gathering darkness. ** The silent falling of 
snow is to me one of the most solemn things in nature. 
The fall of autumnal leaves does not so much affect 
me ; — but the driving storm is grand. It startles me — 
it awakens me. It is wild and woful, like my own 
soul. I cannot help thinking of the sea. How the 
waves run and toss their arms about, and the wind 
plays on those great harps made by the shrouds and 
masts of ships. Winter is here in earnest. A\'hewl 
how the old churl whistles and threshes the snow. 
Sleet and rain arc falling, too. Already the trees are 
beardeil with icicles, and the two broad branches of 
yonder pine look like the white moustache of sonic old 
German b.L.-on." 

" And tu-inorrow it will look more wintry still," said 
his friend. “ We shall wake up, and find that the 
frost-spirit has been at work all night building Gothic 
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^tliedrals on our windows, just as llie devil bu’Jt tha 
’'athcdral of Cologne. So draw the curtains, and come 
'it liere by tlte wahn fire.** * 

** And now," said Flemming, having done as his 
iVii'iid dfsired, " tell me something of Heidelberg and 
university. I suppose we shall lead about as 
solitary and studious a life here as we did of yore in 
little Gottingen, with nothing to amuse us save our own 
day-dreams.’* 

“ Pietty much so,” replied the baron ; “ which cannot 
fail to please you, since you are in pursuit of tranquil- 
lity. As to the university^ it is, as you know, one of the 
oldest in Germany. It was founded in the fourteenth 
century, by the Count Palatine Ruprecht, and had in 
the first year more than five hundred students, all 
busily committing to memory, after the old scholastic 
wise, the rules of grammar versified by Alexander de 
Villa Dei, and the extracts made by Peter the Spaniard 
loin Michel Psellus’s Synopsis of Aristotle’s Organon, 
and the Categories, with Porphory’s Commentaries. 
Truly, 1 do not much wonder that Eregina Scotus 
should have been put to death by his scholars with 
their penknives. They must have been pushed to the 
very verge of despair." 

” What a strange picture a university presents to the 
imagination. The lives of scholars in their cloistered 
stillness ; — literary men of retired habits, and professors 
who study sixteen hours a day, and never see the world 
but on a Sunday. Nature has, no doubt, for some wise 
purpose, placed in their hearts this love of literary 
labour and seclusion. Otherwise, who would feed the 
undying lamp of thought ? But for such men as tliese, 
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a blast of wind through the chinks and crannies of this 
old world, or the flappings ot a conqueror's banner, 
would blow it out for cve/t The light of the soul is 
easily extinguished. And whenever I reflect upon 
^ these things I become aware of the great importance, 
in a nation's history, of the individiiaj fame of scholars 
and literary men. I fear that it is far greater than the 
world is willing to acknowledge; or, perhaps I should 
say, than thf> world has thought of acknowledging. Illot 
out from England’s history the names of Chaucer, 
Shakspere, Spenser, and Milton only, and how muc h 
of her glory would you blot out with them! Take 
from Italy such names as Dante, Petrarch, Boccaccio, 
Michael Angelo, and Raphael, and how much would 
still be wanting to the completeness of her glory ! IIow 
would the history of Spain look if the leaves were torn 
out, on which care written the names of Cervantes, Lope 
de Vega, and Calderon ? What would be the fame of 
Portugal, without her Camocvis , of France without her 
Racine, and Rabelais, and Voitaire; or Germany, with- 
out her Martin Luther, her Goethe, and Schiller? 
Nay, .vhcTtwerc the nations of old, without their philo- 
sophers, poet.«:, .and historians? Tell me, do not these 
men, in call ages and in all places, emblcazon with bright 
colours the armorial bearings of theii country ? Yes, 
and far more than this; for in all ages and in all places 
they give humanity assurance of its grettness; and 
say — call not this time or people wholly Iv^rbarous, for 
thus much, even then and there, could, the human 
mind achieve ! But the boisterous world has hardly 
thought of acknowledging all this. Therein it has 
shown itself somewhat ungrateful. Else, whence the 
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I^pnt reproach, the general scorn, the loud derisiop 
with which, to take a fainjliar example, the monks of 
the middle ages are rcgard»*d ? That they slept their 
lives away is most untrue. For in an age when books 
were fcjv — so few, so precious, that they w’ere often 
chained to their oaken shelves with iron chains, like 
galley-slaves to their benches, these men, with their 
laborious hands, copied upon parchment all the lure 
and wisdom of the past, and transmitted it to us. Per* 
(laps it is too much to say, that, but for these monks, 
nut one of the classics would have reached our day. 
burcly, then, we can pardon something to those super* 
stitious ages, perhaps even the mysticism of the scho* 
lastic philosophy, since, after all, we can find no harm 
in it, only the mistaking of the possible for the real, 
and the high aspirings of the human mind after a long* 
sought and unknown somewhat. 1 think the name of 
Martin Luther, the monk of Witteinberg, alone sufii* 
cient to redeem all monkhood from the reproach of 
la/iiiess. If this will not, perhaps the vast folios of 
Thomas Aquinas will ; or the countless manuscripts, 
still treasured in old libraries, whose yellow and 
wrinkled pages remind one of the hands that wrote 
them, and tlie faces that once bent over them.” 

” An eloquent homily,” said the baron, laughing, 
a must toucliing appeal in behalf of suffering 
humanity ! For my part, I am no friend of tliis entire 
seclusion fom the world. It has a very injurious effect 
on the mind of a scholar. The Chinese proverb is 
true ; a single conversation across the table with a wise 
man, is better than ten years’ mere study of books. 1 
have known some of these literary men, who thus shut 
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themselves up from the world. Their minds nevei 
come in contact with those of their It How-men. They 
read little, they think mucli%* They swe mere dreamers. 
They know not what is new or what is old. They 
often strike upon trains of thought, which stand written 
in good authors some century or so back, and are even 
current in the mouths of men around them. But they 
know it not ; and imagine they are bringing forward 
something very original, when they publish their 
thoughts.** 

“It reminds me,** replied Flemming, “ of what 
Dr. Johnson said of Goldsmith, when he proposed 
to travel abroad in order to bring home improve- 
ments : — * He will bring home a wheelbarrow, and call 
that an improvement.’ It is unfortunately the ^ame 
with some of these scholars.** 

“ And the worst of it is,** said the baron, ** that in 
solitude some fixed idea will often take mot in the 
mind, and grow till it overshadows all one’s thoughts. 
To this must all opinions come ; no thought can enter 
there, which shall not be wedded to the fixed idea. 
Tlicre it remains and grows. It is like the watchman’s 
wife, in the tower of Waiblingcn, who grew to such a 
size, that she could not get down the narrow staircase ; 
and when her husband died, his successor was forced 
to marry the fat widow in the tower.** 

1 remen.ber an old English comedy,** said Flem- 
ming, laughing, “ in which a scholar is described as a 
ereature that ca.. stiikv fire in the morning at his tin- 
der-box, — put on a pair of lined slippers, — sit rumina- 
ting till dinner, and then go to his meat when the bell 
rings; — one that hath a peculiar gift in a cough, and a 
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ficcnse to spit ; — or, if you will have him defined by ne- 
gatives, he is one that canndt; make a good leg:— tme 
that cannot eat a mbss of br^th cleanly. What think 
you of that ? 

That ft is just as people are always represented in 
English comedy,” said the baron. “ The portrait is 
overcharged — caricatured.” 

” And yet,” continued Flemming, “ no longer ago 
than yesterday, in the preface of a work by Dr. Rosenk- 
ranz, Professor of Philosophy in the University of 
Halle, I read this passage.” 

” Here in Halle, where we have fto public gardensi 
and no Tivoli, no London Exchange, no Paris Chamber 
of Deputies, no Berlinnor Vienna Theatres, no Stress- 
burg Minster, nor Salzburg Alps ; no Grecian ruins 
nor fantastic Catholicism, in fine, nothing which, after 
one's daily task is finished, can divert and refresh him, 
without his knowing or caring how — 1 consider the 
sight of a proof-sheet quite as delightful as a walk in 
the Prater of Vienna. I fill iny pipe very quietly, 
take out my inkstand and pens, seat myself in the 
corner of my sofa, read, correct, and now for the first 
time really set al^out thinking what 1 have written. To 
see this origin of a book, this metamorphosis of manu- 
script into print, is a delight to which I give myself up 
entirely. Look you, this melancholy pleasure, which 
would have furnished the departed Voss with worthy 
matter for more than one hlesscMi Idyl — (the more so, 
as on such occasions 1 am generally arrayed in a inorn- 
ing gown, though I am sorry to say, not a calamanco 
one, with great flowers) — this melancholy pleasure has 
already grown here in Halle to a sweet, pedantic habit. 
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Since I began my hermit’s Jifchcrc, f have been print- 
ing : and so long as I tenuiin lu've, T shall keep on 
printing. In all jirobability, 1 shkil die with a proof 
sheet in my hand.” 

“This,” said Flemming, closing the book, “is no 
caricature by a writer of comedy, but a portrait by a 
man’s own hand. VVe can sec by it how easily, under 
certain circumstances, one may glide into habits of se- 
clusion, and in a kind of undress, slip-shop hardihood, 
with a pipe and a proof-sheet, defy the world. Into 
this stale scliolais have too often fallen; thus giving 
some ground fur the prevalent opinion, that scholar- 
ship and rusticity are inseparable. To me, I confess, 
it is painful to see the scholar and the world assume 
so often a hostile attitude, and set each other at dehance> 
Surely, it is a characteristic trait of a great and liberal 
mind, that it recognises humanity in all its forms and 
conditions. I urn a student ; and always, when I sit 
alone at night, 1 recognise the divinity of the student, 
as she reveals herself to me in the smoke of the mid- 
night lamp. l)ut because solitude and books arc not 
unpleasant to me, — nay, wished -fur, — sought after, — 
shall I say to niy brother. Thou fo^l ! Shall I take 
the world by the beard and say, Tliou art old, and mad ! 
Shall I look society in the face and say. Thou art 
hc.n'tless? — Heartless! Beware of that word ! Life, 
says very wisely the good Jean Paul, life in every 
sluipc should be precious to as, for the same reason 
that the Tui s carefully collect every scrap of paper 
that comes in their way, because the name of God may 
be written upon it. Nothing is more true than this, 
yet nothing more neglected.” 
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** If it be painful to see this misiinnerstandiiig be- 
tween scholars and the world,’* said the baron, I 
think it is still more painfulto see the private suffering's 
of authors by profession. How many have languished 
in poverty, how many died broken-hearted, how many 
gone mad with over-e9ccitement and disappointed 
hopes ? How instructive and painfully interesting aiv 
their lives! with so many weaknesses, — so much ti 
pardon, — so much to pity, — so much to admire ! I 
think he was not so far out of the way, who said, that, 
next to the Newgate Calendar, the Biography of 
Authors is the most sickening chapter in the history of 
man.” 

“It is indeed enough to make one’s heart ache!” in- 
terrupted Flemming. “ Only thing of Johnson and 
Savage, rambling about the streets of London at mid- 
night, without a place to sleep in ; Otway starved to 
death ; Cowley mad, and howling like a dog, through 
the aisles of Chichester Cathedral, at the sound of 
church music ; and Goldsmith, strutting up Fleet-street 
in his peach-blossom coat, to knock a bookseller over 
the pate with one of his own volumes; and then, in 
his poverty about to marry his landlady in Green 
Arbour-court.” 

” A life of sorrow and privation, a hard life, indeed, 
do these poor devil authors have of it,” replied the 
baron ; “ and then at last must get them to the work- 
house, or creep away into some hospital to die.” 

“After all,” said Flemming, i^ith a sigh, “poverty 
is not a vice.” 

“ But something worse,” interrupted the baron ; “ as 
Uufresny said, when he married his laundress, because 
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lie could not pay her bill. He was the author, as you 
know, of tlje opera of Lot ^ "at whose representation the 
g^reat pun was made — i say the great pun, as we say 
the great tun of Heidelberg. As one of the performers 
was singing the line * V amour a vaincu Loth, {vingt 
culottes,) a voice from the pit cried out, * Qu* il en dnnne 
une a V auteur /” 

Flemming laughed at the unseasonable jest ; and 
then, after a short pause, continued : 

“ And yet, if you look closely at the causes of these 
calamities of authors, you will find, that many of 
them spring from false and exaggerated ideas of 
poetry and the poetic character ; and from disdain of 
common sense, upon which all character worth having 
is founded. This comes from keeping aloof from the 
world, apart from our fellow men ; disdainful of society 
as frivolous. By too much sitting still the body be> 
comes unhealthy ; and soon the mind. . This is nature's 
law. She will never see her children WTonged. If the 
mind, which rules the body, ever forgets itself so far as 
to trample upon its slave, the slave is never generous 
enough to forgive the injury ; but will rise and smite 
its oppressor. Thus has many a monarch mind been 
dethroned.” 

** After all,” said the baron, ** we must pardon much 
to men of genius. A delicate organisation renders 
them keenly susceptible to pain and pleasure. And 
tlien they id«'ilise every thing; and, in the moonlight 
of fancy, even the delbrmity of vice seems beautiful.” 

** And this you think should be forgiven ?” 

” At all events it is forgiven. The world loves a 
spice of wickedness. Talk as you will about principlet 
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impulse is more attractive, ^evcn when it goes too far. 
The passions of yoyth, likc«|^hooded hawks, fly high, 
with musical bells upon their jesses ; and we forget the 
cruelty of the sport, in the dauntless bearing of the 
gallant bird.” 

” And thus doth the world and society corrupt the 
scholar !” exclaimed Flemming. 

Here the baron rang, and ordered a bottle of Prince 
Metternich. He then very slowly filled his pipe, and 
began to smoke. Flemming was lost in a day-dream. 


CHAPTER VIIL 

LITERARY FAME. 

Time has a Doomsday Book, upon whose page he 
is continually recording illustrious names. But. as 
often as a new name is written there, an old one d*s- 
appears. Only a few stand in illuminated characers, 
never to be efiaced. These are the high nobility of 
Natuie, — lords of the public domain of thought. Pos- 
terity shall never question their titles. But those, 
whose fame lives only in the indiscreet opinion of un* 
wise men, must soon be as well forgotten as if they had 
never been. To this great oblivion must most men 
come. It is better, therefore, that they should soon 
make up their minds to this ; well knowing, that, as 
their bodies must ere long be reshlvcd into dust again, 
and their graves tell no tales of them, so must their 
names likewise be utterly forgotten, and their most 
cherished thoughts, purposes, and opinions, have no 
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lonipferan individual bcin^amont^ but be resolved 
and incorporated into the?;ijnlverse fjf tbouf^bt. If, then, 
the imagrination can trace the noble dust of heroes, till 
we find it stopping a beer-barrel, and know that 

“ Imperial Cmsar, dead and turned to clay, 

May stop a hole to keep the wind away 

not less can it trace the noble thoughts of great men, 
till it finds thtm mouldered into the common dust of 
conversation, and used to stop men's mouths and patch 
up theories, to keep out the flaws of opinion. Such, 
for example, arc all popular adages and wise proverbs, 
which are now resolved into the common mass of 
thought,' their authors forgotten, and having no more 
an individual being among men. 

It is better, therefore, that men should soon make up 
their minds to be forgotten, and look about them, or 
within them, for some higher motive in what they do 
than the approbation of men, which is fame — namely, 
their duty : that they shoiald he constantly and quietly 
at work, each in his sphere, regardless of effects, and 
leaving their fame to take rare of itselt, Difficult must 
this indeed be, in our imperfection ; impossible perhaps 
to achieve it wholly. Yet the resolute, the indomitable 
will of man can achieve much, — at times even this 
victory over himself; being persuaded, that fame comes 
only when deserved, and then is as inevitable as des- 
tiny, for it IS ch’stiny. 

it has become a common saying, that men of genius 
are always in advance of titeir age, which is true. 
I'hrrc is something equally true, yet not so common ; 
namely, that of these men of genius, the best and 
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bravest are in advance, net only of their own age, but 
of every age. As the Gdiiman prose>poet says, every 
possible future is behind th.em. We cannot suppose 
that a period of time will ever come, when the world, 
or any considerable portion of it, shall have come up 
abreast with these great minds, so as fully to compre- 
hend them. 

And, oh ! how majestically they walk in history; 
some like the sun, with all his travelling glories round 
liini — others wrapped in ^loom, yet glorious as a night 
with stars. Through the else silent darkness of the 
past, the spirit hears their slow and solemn footsteps. 
Onward they pass, like those hoary ciders seen in the 
sublime vision of an earthly Paradise, attendant angels 
bearing golden lights before them, and, above and 
behind, the whole air painted with seven listed colours, 
as from the trail of pencils ! 

And yet, on earth, these men were not happy, — not 
all happy, in the outward circumstance of their lives. 
They were in want, and in pain, and familiar with 
prison-bars, and the damp, weeping walls of dungeons ! 
Oh, I have looked with wonder upon those, who, in 
sorrow and privation, and bodily discomfort, and sick- 
ness, which is the shadow of death, have v/orked- right 
on to the accomplishment of their great purposes ; toil- 
ing much, enduring much, fulfilling much ; — and then, 
with shattered nerves, and sinews all unstrung, have 
laid themselves dow'ii in the graye, and slept the sleep 
of death, — and the world talks of them while they 
sleep ! 

It would seem, indeed, as if all their sufferings had 
but sanctified them ! As if the death-angel, in passing, 
c 
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had touched them with thp hem of his garment, and 
made them holy ! As if tl^'hand of^ disease had been 
stretched out over tliem only to make the sipn of the 
cross upon their souls ! And as in the sun’s eclipse wc 
» can behold the great stars shining in the heavens, so 
in this life’s eclipse have these men beheld the lights 
of the great eternity, burning solemnly and for ever ! 

This was Flemming’s reverie. It was broken by the 
voice of the baron, suddenly exclaiming — 

“ An angel is flying over the house ! Here, in this 
goblet, fragrant as the honey of Hymettus, fragrant as 
the wild flowers in the Angel’s meadow, I drink to the 
divinity of thy dreams.” 

” This is all sunshine,” said Flemming as he drank 
Ihe wine of the prince, and the prince of wines. 15y 
the way, did you ever read that brilliant Italian dithy- 
rambic, Redi’s Bacchus in Tuscany ? an ode which seeins 
to have been poured out of the author’s soul, as from a 
j^olden pitcher : 

‘ Filled with the wine, 

Of the vine 
Benign, 

That flames so red in SanssTine.' 

He calls the Montepulciano the king of all wines.” 

“Prince IMellernich,” said the haron, “is greater 
than any king in Italy; and I wonder that this precious 
wine has never iiis])ircd a German poet to write a 
Bacchus on 'le Rhineji Many little songs we have on 
this theme, but none very extraordinary. The best are 
Max Schenkendorfs Song of the Rhine, and the 
Sung of Rhine wine, by Claudius, a poet who never 
drank Rhenish without sugar. We will drink for him 
■- blessing on the Rhine.’' 
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Anri t'lgain the crystal lips of the goblets kissed each 
other, with a musical plume, as of evening bells at 
v.nicige-time from the villages of the Rhine. “ Of a 
truth, I rLo not much wonder that the German poet, 
Selnilcr, loved to write by candle-light with a bottle of 
Rhine wine upon the table. Nor do I wonder at the 
worthy schoolmaster, Roger Aschain, when he says, in 
o/u? of his letters from Germany to Mr. John Raven, 
<»f John's College, ‘Tell Mr. Maden 1 will dritUc with 
him now a carouse of wine; and would to God he had 
a vessel of Rhenish wine ; and perchance, when I come 
to Cambridge, I will so provide here, that every year I 
will have a little piece of Rhenish wine/ Nor, in fine, 
do 1 wonder at the German emperor of whom he speaks 
in ..nother letter, to the same John Raven, and says, 

' /he emperor drank the best that 1 ever saw ; he had 
.^is head in the glass five times as long as any of us, 
.iiid never drank less than a good quart at once of 
Rhenish wine.’ These w'cre scholars and gentlemen.’* 
“ Rut to resume our old theme of scholars ^nd their 
whereabout," said the baron, with an unusual glow, 
caught no doubt from the golden sun' fline, imprisoned, 
like the student Aiiselmus, inthegl is-bottle; "where 
should the scholar live ? in solitud : or in society ? In 
the green stillness of ti c country, where he can hear 
the heart of nature beat, or in the dark, grey city, 
where he can hear and feel the throbbing heart of 
man ? 1 will make answer for Vim, and say, in the 

dark, grey city. Oh, they do greatly err who think 
'hat the stars are all the poetiy which cities have ; ;ind 
tliirefore tliat the poet’s only dwelling should be in 
s; Ivan solitudes, under the green roofs of trees. Beau- 
c2 
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tiful, no doubt are ail the fiprms of nature, Rrhen trans* 
figured by the miraculous'<|''>wcr of yoetry ; hamlets and 
harvest fields, and nut brown waters flowing ever 
under the forest, vast and shadowy, with all the sights 
and sounds of rural life. But after all, what are these 
but the decorations and painted scenery in the great 
theatre of human life ? What are they but the coarse 
materials of the poet’s song. Glorious indeed is the 
worldvof God around us, but more glorious the world 
of God within us. There lies the land of song ; there 
lies the poet's native land. The river of life that flows 
through streets tumultuous, bearing along so many 
gallant hearts, so many wrecks of humanity; — the 
many homes and households, each a little world in it- 
self, revolving round its fire-side, as a central sun ; all 
forms of human joy and suifering brought into that 
narrow compass ; and to be in this and be a part of 
this ; acting, thinking, rejoicing, sorrowing, with his 
fellow-men ; — such, such should be the poet’s life. If 
he would describe the world, he should live in the world. 
The mind of the scholar, also, if you would have it 
large and liberal, should come in contact with other 
minds. It is better that his armour should be some, 
what bruised even by rude encounters, than hang for 
ever rusting on the wall. Nor will his themes be few 
or trivial, because apparently shut in between the walls 
of houses, and having merely the decorations of street 
scenery. A ruined, character is as picturesque as a 
ruined castle. There are dark abysses and yawning 
gulfs in the human heart, which can be rendered pass- 
able only by bridging them over with iron .nerves and 
til ews, as Challey bridged the Savitie in Switzerland, 
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and Telford the sea between Anglesea and Rnp;1and 
with chain bridges. The'sJe are the great themes of 
human thought; not green grass, and flowers, and 
moonshine. Besides, the mere external forms of nature 
we m.ake our own, and carry with us into the city, by 
the power of memory.** 

“ 1 fear, however,’* interrupted Flemming, “ that in 
cities the soul of man grows proud. He needs at times 
to be sent forth, like the Assyrian monarch, into green 
fields, ‘a wondrous wretch and weedless,* to eat green 
herbs, and be weakened and chastised by the rain 
shower and winter’s bitter weather. Moreover, in 
cities there is danger of the soul’s becoming wed to 
pleasure, and forgetful of its high vocation. There 
have been souls dedicated to Heaven from childhood, 
and guarded by good angels as sweet seclusions for holy 
thoughts, and prayers, and afi good purposes; wherein 
pious wishes dwelt like nuns, and every image was a 
saint ; and yet in life’s vicissitudes, by the treachery of 
occasion, by the thronging passions of great cities, 
have become soiled and sinful. They resemble those 
convents on the river Rhine which have been changed 
to taverns; from whose chambers the pious. inmates 
have long departed, and in whose cloisters the foot- 
steps of travellers have eiTaced the images of buried 
saints, and whose walls are written over with ribaldry 
and the names of strangers, and re.sound no more with 
holy hymns, but with revelry and loud voices.*’ 

“ Both town and cour try have their dangers,” said 
the baron ; ” and therefore, wherever the scholar lives 
he must never forget his high vocation. Other artists 
gpve themselves up wholly to the study of their art. It 
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becomes with them ahnost religion. For the most part, 
and in their youth, at they dwell in the lands 

where the whole atmosphere of the soul is beauty ; 
laden with it as the air may be with v.ipour, till their 
very nature is saturated with the genius of their art. 
Such, for example, is the artist’s life in Italy.” 

“I agree with you,” exclaimed Flemming; “and 
such should be the poet’s every where ; for he has his 
Kotne, his Florence, his whole glowing Italy within 
the four walls of his library, lie has in his books the 
ruins of an antique w'orld, — and the glories of a modern 
one — his Apollo and Transfiguration. He must neither 
forget nor undervalue his vocation ; but thank God 
that he is a poet, and everywhere be true to himself, 
and to *tiic vision and the faculty divine* he feels within 
him.” 

“ But, at any rare, a city life is most eventful,” con- 
tinued the baron. “ The men who make, or take, the 
lives of poets and scholars, always complain that these 
lives are barren of incidents. Hardly a literary biogra- 
phy begins without some such apology, unwisely made. 
I confess, however, that it is not made without some 
show of trutli; if, by incidents, we mean only those 
startling events which suddenly turn aside the stream 
of time, and change the world’s history in an hour. 

There is certainly a uniformity, pleasing or unplcas- 
ing. in literary life, which for the most p.irt makes to- 
day seem twin-born w’kh yesterday. But if, by inci- 
dents, ^ou mean events in the history of the human 
mind, (and why not?) noiseless events, that do not scar 
the forehead of the world as battles do, yet change it 
not the less, then surely the lives of literary men are 



most evontful. The com|)laint and the apolo{^ are 
both foolish. 1 do notsee^diy a successful book is not 
as great an event as a successful campaign, only dit- 
fcieiit iji kind, and not easily compared." 

“ Indeed," interrupted Flemming, “ in no sense is 
the Cv^mplaint strictly true, though at times apparently 
so. Events enough there arc, were Jicy all set down. 
A life, that is worth writing at all, is worth writing 
minutely, llesides, all literary men have not lived in 
silence and solitude ; — not all in stillness, not all in 
shadow. For many have lived in troubled times, in 
the rude and adverse fortunes of the state and age, and 
could say with Wallenstein, — 

‘ Our life was but a battle and a march , 

And, like the wind's blast, never resting, homeless. 

We stormed aersss the war-couvulsed earth.' 

Of such examples history has recorded many; Dante, 
Cervantes, Byron, and others ; men of iron — men who 
have dared to breast the strong breath of public opinion, 
and, like spcctrc-ships, come sailing right against the 
wind. Others have been puffed out by the first adverse 
wind that blew; disgr.iccd and sorrowful, because they 
could not please others. I’ruly ‘ the tears live in an 
onion, that sliould water such a sorrow.’ Had they 
been men, tliey would have made these disappoint- 
ments their b(‘st friends, and learned from them the 
needful lesson of self-reliance." 

"To confess the truth," added the baron, " the lives 
of literary men, with their hopes and disappointments, 
and quarrels and calamities, present a niclancnoly 
picture of man’s strength and weakness. On that very 
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account the scholai cmu mnk^ them profitable for en- 
couragement, — consjolatioii/^j^aniiiig/’ 

“And attei all,” continued i'lemniing, “ perhaps the 
gi-catest lesson wliich tlie lives of literary men teacli us 
p is told in a single word — Wait! Kvery man must 
patiently bide his time, lie must wait. More parti- 
cularly in lands like niy native land, where the pulse 
of life beats with feverish and impatient throbs, is the 
lesson needful. Our national character wants the 
dignity of repose. We seem to live in the midst of a 
battle, — there is such a dim, — such a hurrying to and 
fro. In the streets of a crow'ded city it is difficult to 
walk slowly. You feel the rushing of the crowd, and 
rush with it onward. In the pi ess of our life it is diffi- 
cult to be calm. In this stress of wind and tide, all 
professions seem to drag their anchors, and are swept 
out into I he main. The voices of the present say — 
come! But the voices of the past say — wait! With 
calm and solemn footsteps the rising tide bears against 
the rushing ton cut up stream, and pushes back the 
hurrying waters. With no less calm and solemn foot- 
steps, nor less certainty, docs a great mind bear up 
against public opinion, and push back its hurrying 
stream. Theicfore should every man wait; — should 
hide his time. Mot in listless idleness, — not in useless 
pastime, — not in querulous dejection ; but in constant, 
steady, cheeiful endeavours, always willing and fulfil- 
ling, and accoin])lishing his task, that, when the occa- 
sion con s, he may be equal to the occasion. And if it 
never comes, what matters it to tlie world whether I or 
you, or another man, did such a deed, or wrote such a 
book, so be it the de^d and book were well done! It 
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is the part of an indiscreet and troublesome ambition, 
to care too muclf about fa«nc, — about wbat the world 
says of us. To be always looking into the faces of 
others .for approval; — to be always anxious for tbe 
effect of what wc do and say ; to be always sliouting to 
hear the echo of our own voices! If you look about 
you, you will see men, who are wearing life away in 
feverish anxiety of fame, and the last we shall ever 
hear of them will be the funeral bell, that tolls them to 
their early graves ! Unhappy men, and unsuccessful; 
because their purpose is, not to accomplish well their 
task, but to clutch the * trick and fantasy of fume and 
they go to their graves with purposes unaccomplished 
and wishes unfulfilled. Better for them, and for tlie 
irorld in their example, had they known how to wait I 
Believe me, the talent of success is nothing more than 
doing what you can do well; and doing well whatever 
you do, — without a tliought of fame. If it conic at all, 
it will come because it is deserved, not because it is 
;ought after. And, moreover, there will be no mis- 
givings, — no (lisappoiiunient, — no hasty, feverish, ex- 
hausting excitement." 


Thus eiideth the First Book of Hyperion. I make 
no record of the winter. Paul Fleiimiing buried him- 
self in books; in old, dusty books, lie studied dili- 
gently the ancient poetic lore of Germany, from 
Frankish Legend.s of Saint George, and Saxon llhynic- 
Chronicles, down through Nibeluiigen Lieds, and 
Heldenbuchs, and Songs of the Minnesingers, 
c3 
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Mastersingcrs, and Miips of Fools^ and Rcinecke 
Foxes, and Death -Dance*,* and Lamentations of 
Damned Souls, into the bright, sunny land of harvests, 
where, amid the golden grain and the blue corn 
flowers, walk the modern bard.s, and sing. 
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BOOK THE SECOND. 

“Something Ihe heart must have to cherish, 
Must love, and joy. and sorrow learn ; 
Something with passion clasp, or perish. 

And ill itself to ashes burn.'* 


CHAPTER I. 

SPRf^G. 

ft was a sweet carol which the Rhodian children 
sang of old, in Spring, bearing in their hands, from 
door to door, a swallow, as herald of the Bcason-~> 

** The Swallow is come ! 

The swallow is come! 

O fair are the seasons and light 
Are the days that she hiings, 

W ith her dusky tvings, 

And her bosom snowy white.” 

A pretty carol, too, is that which the Hungarian 
boys, on the island.^ of the Danube, sing to the re- 
turning stork in Spring — 

“Stork! stork! poor stork I 
Why is thy foot so bloody T 
A Turkish boy hath torn it; 
llurigarinn boy will lu-.il it. 

With hddle, life, and drum.” 

But what child has a heart to sing in this capricious 
clime of ours, where Spring comes sailing in from the 
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sea, with wet and heavy cloj^d-sails, and the misty 
pennon of the east wind nail^^ to the ii^ast ! Yet even 
here, and in the stormy month of March even, there 
are bright, warm mornings, when we open our windows 
*^to inhale the balmy air. The pigeons fly to and fro, 
and we hear the whirring sound of wings. Old flies 
crawl out of the cracks to sun themselves, and think 
it is summer. They die in their conceit ; and so do 
our hearts within us, when the cold sea-breath comes 
from the eastern sea ; and again. 

The driving hail 

Upon the window beats with icy flail.” 

The red-flowering maple is flrst in blossom, its beau- 
tiful purple flowers unfolding a fortnight before the 
leaves. The moose-wood follows, with rose-coloured 
buds and leaves ; and the dog-wood robed in the white 
of its own pure blossoms. Then comes the sudden rain 
storm ; and the birds fly to and fro and shriek. Where do 
they hide themselves in such storms ? at what flre-sidcs 
dry their feathery cloaks? At the fire-side of the 
great hospitable sun, to-morrow, not before ; — they 
must sit in wet garments until then. 

In all climates Spring is beautiful. In the south it 
is intoxicating, and sets a poet beside himself. The 
birds begin to sing ; — they utter a few rapturous notes, 
and then wait for an answer in the silent woods. Those 
green-coated musicians, the frogs, make a iioliday in the 
neighbouring marshes. They too, belong to the or- 
chestra of Nature, whose vast theatre is again opened, 
though the doors have been so long bolted with icicles, 
and the scenery hung with snow and frost, like cob- 
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webs. This is the prelude* which announces the rising 
of the broad greon curtaiiV Already the grass shouts 
forth. The waters leap with thrilling pulse through 
the veii^s of the earth, the sap through the veins of 
the plants and trees, and the blood through the veins 
of man. What a thrill of delight in spring-time 1 
What a joy in being and moving! JNXen are at work 
in gardens ; and in the air there is an odour of the 
fri'sh earth. The leaf-buds begin to swell and blush. 
The white blossoms of the cherry hang upon the boughs 
like snow-flakes: and ere long our next-door neigh- 
bours will be completely hidden from us by the dense 
green foliage. The May-flowers open their soft blue 
eyes. Children are let loose in the fields and gardens. 
They hold butter-cups under each others’ chins, to see 
if they love butter. And the little girls adorn them- 
selves with chains and curls of dandelions ; pull out the 
yellow leaves to see if the schoolboy loves them, and 
blow the down from the leafless stalk, to find out if 
their mothers want them at home. 

And at night so cloudless and so still ! Not a voice 
of living thing, — not a whisper of leaf or waving bough, 
— not a breath of wind, — not a sound upon the earth 
nor in the air! And over head bends the blue sky, 
dewy and soft, and radiant with innumerable stars, like 
the inverted bdl of some blue flower, sprinkled with 
golden dust, and breathing fragrance. Or if the heavens 
are overcast, it is no wild storm of wind and rain ; but 
clouds that meit and full in showers. One does not 
wish to sleep ; but lies awake to hear the pleasant sound 
of the dropping rain. 

It was thus the Spring began in Heidelberg. 
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CHAPW2R n. • 

A COLLOQUY. 

And what tliink you of Ticd|rc’s Urania/* said th® 
baron, sniiling-, as Paul Flemmings closed the book, 
and laid it upon the table. 

“ J think/’ said Flemininjr, “ that it is very much 
like Jean Paul’s grandfather, in the highest degree 
poor and pious.” 

“ Bravo !” exclaimed the baron. “ That is the best 
criticism I have heard upon the book. For my part, 
1 dislike the thing as much as Goethe did. It was 
once very popular, and lay about in every parlour 
and bedroom. This annoyed the old gentleman ex- 
ceedingly ; and 1 do not wonder at it. lie complains, 
that at one time nothing was sung or said but this 
Urania. He believed in immortality ; but wished to 
cherish his belief in quietnc.ss. He once told a friend 
of his, that he had, however, learned one thing from all 
this talk about Tiedge and his Urania ; which was, that, 
the saints, as’ well as the nobility, constitute an aristo- 
cracy. He said he found stupid women, who were 
proud because they believed in immortality with 
'J’iedgc, and had to submit himself to not a few myste- 
rious catechisings and tea-table lectures on this ])uiiit; 
and ^" at he cut them short by saying, that he had no 
objection whatever to enter into another state of ex- 
istence hereafter, but prayed only that he might be 
spared the honour of meeting any of those there, wlio 
had believed in it here ; for, if he did, the saints would 
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flock nround him on all sifles, exclaiming, Were we not 
in the right? Did we noljlell you so? Has it not all 
turned out just as we said? And, with such a con- 
ceited (latter in his ears, he thought that, before the 
end of six i^ontlis, he might die of ennui in heaven 
itself.’* 

“ How shocked the good old ladies must have been,* 
said Flemming. 

“ No doubt their nerves suffered a little, but the 
young ladies loved him all the better for being witty 
and wicked, and thought if they could only inarrv him, 
how they would reform him. 

“ Bcttinn llrentano for instance.*’ 

O, no ! That happened long afterwards. Goethe 
was then a silver-haired old man of sixty. She had 
never seen him, and knew him only by his writings ; 
a romantic girl of seventeen. * 

** And yet much in love with the sexagenarian. And 
surely a more wild, fantastic, and, excuse me, Germcan 
passion never sprang up in woman’s breast. She was 
a flower that worshipped the sun.” 

She afterwards married Achiin von Arnim, and is 
now a widow. And not the le.ast singular part of the 
affair is, that having grown older, and I hope colder, 
she should herself publish the letters which passed 
between her and Goethe.” 

” Particularly the letter in which she describes her 
first visit to Weimer, and her interview with the 
hitherto invisible divinity of her dreams. The old 
gentleman took her upon his knees, and she fell asleep 
with her head upon his slioulder. It reminds me of 
Titania and Nick Bottom, begging your pardon always^ 
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for comparinfv your A 11. j did -One to Nick Bottom. 
Oberon must have touched cner eyes ^ith the juice of 
Love-in-idleness. However, this book of Goethe’s 
Correspondence with a Child is a very sin^^ular and 
valuable revelation of the feelings which he excited in 
female hearts. You say she afterwards married Achim 
von A mini ?” 

“Yes; and he and her brother, Clemens Brentano, 
published that wondrous book the Boy’s Wonder- 
Horn.’’ 

“ The Boy’s Wonder-Horn !’* said Flemming, after 
a short pause, for the name seemed to have thrown 
him into a reverie. “ 1 know the book almost by heart. 
Of all your German books it is the one which produces 
upon my imagination the most wild and magic influ- 
ence. 1 have a passion for ballads !’’ 

“ And who has not ?*’ said the baron, with a smile. 
“They are the gipsy children of song, born under 
green hedgerows, in the leafy lanes and by-paths of 
literature — in the genial summer-time.” 

“Why do you say summer-time and not summer?” 
inquired Flemming. “The expression reminds me of 
your old Minnesingers — of Heinrich von Ofterdingen, 
and Walter von der Vogelweide, and Count Kraft von 
Toggenburg, and your owrn ancestor, I daresay, Burk- 
hart von Hohenfels. They were always singing of the 
gentle summer-time. They seem to have lived poetry, 
as wt" as sung it, like the birds who make tliieir mar- 
rias;« beds’ in the voluptuous trees.” 

“ Is that from Sliakspere ?” 

“ No ; from Lope de Vega.” 

“ You are deeply read in the lore of antiquity, and 
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the aubades and watch song« of the old Minnesingers. 
What do you thinbof the tfi^jbemaker poets that came 
after them, with their guilds and singing schools? It 
makes me laugh to think how the great German Heli- 
con, shrunk to a rivulet, goes bubbling and gurgling 
over the pebbly names of Zwinger, Wurgcndrussel, 
Buchenlin, Ilellfire, Old Stoll, Young Stoll, Strong 
Bopp, Dang Brotscheim, Batt Spiegel, Peter Pfort, 
and Martin Gumpel. And then the Corporation of 
the Twelve Wise Masters, with their stumpfereime 
and klingende-rcime, and their Hans Tindeisen's 
rosemary-weise ; and Joseph Schmierer’s flowery para- 
dise-weise, and Frauenlob's yellow-wcise, and blue- 
weise, and fiog-weise, and looking-glass-weise ! ” 

“ O, I entreat you,” exclaimed Flemming, laughing, 
^do not call those men poets! You transport me to 
quaint old Nuremberg, and T sec Hans Sachs making 
shoes, and Hans Folz shaving the burgomaster.” 

” By the way,” interrupted the baron, ‘‘did you ever 
read lloflinann’s beautiful story of Master Martin, the 
cooper of Nuremberg? I will read it to you this very 
night. It is the most delightful picture of that age 
which you can conceive. But, look ! the sun has al- 
ready set behind the Alsatian hills. Let us go up to 
the castle and look for the ghost in Prince Ruprecht's 
Tower. O, what a glorious sunset!” 

Flemming looked at the evening sky, and a shade ot 
sadness stole over his countenance. He told not to his 
friend the sorrow with which his heart was heavy, but 
kept it for himself alone. He knew that the time 
which comes to all men (the time to sufler and be 
silent) had come to him likewise; and lie spake no 
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word. O well has it hocn.said tliat there is no grief 
like the grief which docs ri'^t speak... 


CHAPTER III. 

OWL TOW'ERS. 

“There sits the old Frau ITimincIhahn perched up 
in her owd tower,” said the baron to Flemming, as 
they passed along the Hauplstras&e. “ Slie Icoks down 
through her round-eyed spectacles from her nest up 
there, and watches every one that goes by. 1 wonder 
what mischief she is hatching now ? Do you know she 
has nearly ruined your character in town ? She says 
you have a rakish look, because you caiTy a cane, and 
your hair curls. Your gloves also arc a shade too light 
for a strictly virtuous man.” 

“ It is very kind in her to take such good care of my 
character, particularly as 1 am a stranger in town. She 
is doubtless learned in the clothes philosophy.” 

“And ignorant of every thing else. She asked a 
friend of mine the other day whether Christ was a 
Catholic or a Protestant.” 

“That is really too ah.surd*” 

“Not too absurd to be true. And ignorant as she 
is, she contrives to do a good deal of mischief in the 
cour ? of the year. \Vhy, the ladies already call you 
\V ilhel m* M eistcr.” 

‘ They are ^at liberty to call me what they please. 
But you, who know me better, know that I am somO’ 
thing more than they would imply by the name.” 
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'* She says, moreover, tjiat tlic American ladies sit 
with their feet ou^ of the witidow, and have no pocket- 
handkerchieis." 

“ Excellent !” 

They 'crossed tlie market-place, and went up beneath 
the grand terrace into the court-yard of the castle. 

“ Let us go up and sit under the great linden-trees 
that grow on the summit of the Rent Tower,” said 
Flemming. “ From that point, as from a watch-tower, 
we can look down into the garden, and see the crowd 
below us.” 

**And amuse ourselves, as old Frau Himmelhaun 
docs, at her window in the Ilauptstrassc,” added the 
baron. 

The keeper’s daughter unlocked for them the door of 
iie tower, and, climbing the steep staircase, they 
seated themselves on a wooden bench under the linden 
trees. 

“ How beautifully these trees overgrow the old tower 1 
And see what a solid mass of masonry lies in the great 
fosse down there, toppled from its base by the cxjjIo* 
sion of a mine! It is like a rusty helmet cleft in 
twain, but still crested with towering plumes I” 

“ And what a motley crowd in the garden ! Fhilis- 
ters and Sons of the Muses! And there goes the 
venerable Thibaut, taking his evening stroll. Do 
you see him there, with his silver hair flowing over his 
shoulders, and thaf friendly face, which has fur so many 
years pored over the Pandects. I assure you he in- 
spires me with awe. And yet he is a merry old man 
and loves his joke, particularly at the expense ot 
Moses and other ancient lawgivers.” 
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Here their attention w?is inverted by a wild-looking 
person, who passed with lofyg strides, under the arch- 
way in the fosse, right beneath them, and disappeared 
among the Imshes. He was ill-dressed, — his hair 
flying in the wind, his movements hurried and hervons, 
and the expression of his broad countenance wild, 
strange and earnest. 

“ \\ ho can that be V* asked Flemming. “ He strides 
away indignantly, like one of Ossian's ghosts V* 

“ A great philosopher, whose name I have forgotten. 
Truly a strange owl !** 

“He locks like a lion with a hat on.** 

“ lie is a mystic, w'ho reads Schubert’s History of 
the Soul, and lives, fur the most part, in the clouds of 
the middle ages. To him the spirit- world is still open. 
Ife believes in the transmigration of souls; and I dtire 
say is now following the spirit of some departed friend, 
who has taken the form of yonder pigeon.** 

“ What a strange hallucination ! He lives, I suppose, 
in the land of cloud shadows. And, as St. Thomas 
Aquinas was said to he lifted up from the ground by 
the fervour of liis prayers, so, no doubt, is he by the 
fervour of his visions.** 

“ He certainly appears to neglect all sublunary things ; 
and, to judge from certain appearances, since you seem 
fond of holy similitudes, one w'ould say, that, like St. 
Serapion the Sindonite, he Inad but one shirt. Yet 
what ares he ? he lives in that pol*tic dream-land of 
his thoughts, and clothes his dream-children in 
poetry.’* 

“ He is a poet, then, as well as a philosopher?** 

“Yes; but a poet who never writes a line. There 
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h nothing in nature to which his imagination does not 
give a poetic hu«. But*Ae power to make others 
see these objects in the same poetic light is wanting. 
Still he js a man of fine power and feelings; for next 
to being a great poet, is the power of understanding 
one, — of finding one's-self in him, as we Germans 
say.** 

Three figures, dressed in black, now came from one 
of the green alleys, and stopped on the brink of a little 
fountain, that was playing among the gay flowers in 
the garden. The eldest of tlie three was a lady in that 
season of life when the early autumn gives to the 
summer leaves a warmer glow, yet fades them not. 
Though the mother of many children, she was still 
beautiful ; — resembling those trees which blossom in 
October, when the leaves are changing, and whose fruit 
and blossom are on the branch at once. At her side 
was a girl of some sixteen years, who seemed to lean 
upon her arm for support. Her figure was slight ; her 
countenance beautiful, though deadly white; and 
her meek eyes like the flower of the night-shade, pale 
and blue, but sending forth golden rays. They were 
attended by a tall youth of foreign aspect, who seemed 
a young Anti nous, with a moustache and a nose a la 
Kosciusko. In otlier respects a perfect hero of ro- 
mance. 

“ Unless mine eyes deceive me, ’*said the baron, 
** there is the Frau von llmen.au, with her pale dauglitcr 
Emma, and that eternal Polish count. He is always 
hovering about them, playing the unh.ippy exile, 
merely to excite that poor girl’s sympathies ; and as 
wretched as genius and wantonness can make him.’* 
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“ Why, he is already ijjjftrricd, you know/’ replied 
Flemming. “ And his vvitlt*is younff and beautiful.” 

** That docs not prevent him from being in love with 
some one else. Tliat question was decided in tbc courts 
of JiOve in the middle ages. Accordingly he has sent 
his fair wife to Warsaw. But how pule the poor child 
looks.” 

” She has just recovered from severe illness. In the 
winter, you know, it was thought she would not live 
from hour to hour.” 

“ And she has hardly recovered from that disease, 
before she seems threatened with a worse one ; namely, 
a hopeless passion. However, people do not die of 
love now-a-days.” 

“ Seldom, perhaps,” said Flemming, “ and yet it 
18 folly to pretend that one ever wholly recovers from a 
disappointed passion. Such wounds always leave a 
scar. There are faces 1 can never look upon without 
emotion. There are names 1 can never hear spoken 
without almost starting ! ” 

” But whom have we here ? ” 

“That is the French poet Quinct, with his sweet 
German wife; one of the most interesting women 
I ever knew. He is the author of a very wild mys- 
tery, or dramatic prose*pocm, in w'hich the Ocean, 
Moiit' Blanc, and the Cathedral of Strassburg have parts 
to play ; and the saints on tlie stained w'indows of the 
ininstc. speak, and the statues and dead kings enact 
the Dance of Death. It is entitled Aliasucrus, or the 
Wandering Jew.” 

“ Or, as the Danes would translate it, the Shoemaker 
of Jerusalem. That would be a still more fantastic 
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title for his fantastic book. •You know I am no great 
admirer of the modern Frertan school of writers. The 
tales of Paul de Kock, who is, I believe, the most 
popular o£ all, seem to me like obscene stories told at 
dinner-tables, after the ladies have retired. It has been 
well said of him, that he is not only popnlaire but po/ju~ 
lacier; and equally well said of George Sand and 
Victor Hugo, that their works stand like fortifications, 
well built and well supplied with warlike munitions ; 
but ineireclual against the grand army of God, which 
marches onward, as if nothing had happened. In sur- 
veying a national literature, tlie point you must start 
from is national character. That lets you into many a 
secret; as, for example, Paul dc Kock’s popularity. 
The most prominent trait in the French character is 

love of amusement, and excitement, and ” 

“ I should say, rather, the fear of ennui,” interrup- 
ted Flemming. ** One of their own writers has said, 
with a great deal of truth, that the gentry of France 
rush into Paris to esc.ipe from ennui, as, in the noble 
days of chivalry, the defenceless inhabitants of the 
champaign fled into the castles, at the approach of 
some plundeiing knight, or lawless baron; forsaking 
the inspired twilight of their native groves for the 
luxurious shades of the royal gardens. What do you 
think of that 

The baron rcjdicd with a smile — 

“ There is only one Paris ; and out of Paris there 
IS no salvation for decent people.” 

Thus, conversing of many things, sat the two friends 
under the linden- trees on the llent Tower, till gradu- 
ally the crowd disappeared from the garden, and the 
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objects around tbem grew indistinct in the fading twi- 
light Between them a^d *he amber-coloured western 
sky, the dense foliage of the trees looked Ijeavy and 
hard, as if cast in bronze : and alrezfdy the evening 
stars hung like silver lamps in the towerin^Joranches 
that Tree of Life, brought more than two centuries 
ago from its primeval Paradise in America, to beautify 
the gardens of the Palatinate. 

1 take a mournful pleasure in gazing at that tree,’* 
said Flemming, as they rose to depart, "it stands there 
so straight and tall, with iron bands around its noble 
trunk and limbs, in silent majesty, or whisperinj^ only 
in its native tongue, and freighting the homeward wind 
with sighs I It reminds me of some captive monarch 
of a savage tribe, brought over the vast ocean for a 
show, and chained in the public market-place of the 
city, disdainfully silent, or breathing only in melan- 
choly accents a prayer for his native forest, a longing 
to be free,” 

" Magnificent ! ” cried the baron. " I always ex- 
perience something of the same feclkig when I walk 
through a conservatory. The luxuriant plants of the 
tropics, — those illustrious exotics, with their gorgeous 
flamingo-coloured blossoms, and g^cat, flapping leaves, 
like elephant’s ears, — have a singular working upon 
my imagination : and remind me of a menagerie and 
wild beasts kept in cages. But your illustration is 
fine^ ; — indeed, a grand figure: Put it down for an 
epic poem.” 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A BEER SCANDAL. 

On tlicir way homeward, Flemmingf and the baron 
passed through a narrow lane, in which was a well- 
known Studentcn-Kneipe. At the door stood a young 
man, whom the baron at once recognised as his friend, 
Von Kleist. He was a scudcnt, and universally acknow- 
ledged, among his young acquaintance, as a “ devilish- 
handsome fellow ; notwithstanding a tremendous 
scar on his check, and a cream-coloured moustache, 
as soft as the silk of Indian corn. In short, he was a 
reno wrier and a duellist. 

** What are you doing here, Von Kleist ? ** 

** All, my dear baron ! is it you ? come in, come in. 
You shall see some sport. A fox commerce is on foot, 
and a regular beer scandal." 

" Shall we go in, Flemming ? " 

** Certainly. I should like to see how these things 
are managed in Heidelberg. You are a baron, and 
1 am a stranger. It is of no consequence what you 
and I do, as the king’s fool, Angcli, said to the poet 
llautru, urging him to put on his hat at the royal 
dinner table." 

William Lilly, the astrologer, says, in his Autobi- 
ography, that, when he was committed to the guard- 
room in Whitehall, he thought himself in hell; for 
“ some were sleeping, others swearing, others smoking 
tobacco, and in the chimney of the room there were 
two bushels of broken tobacco oipes, and almost half a 
p 
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load of ashes.” What he w<>ifld have thought if he had 
peeped into this Heidelberg Stiulenterf-Kneipe I know 
not. He certainly would not have thought himself in 
heaven, unless it were a Scandinavian heaven^ Tlie 
windows were open ; and yet so dense was the atmos- 
phere with the smoke of tobacco, and the fumes of beer, 
that the tallow candles, burnt but dimly. A crowd of 
students were sitting at three long tables, in the large 
hall; a mcdly of fellows, known at German univer- 
sities under the cant names of old ones, mossy-heads, 
princes of twilight, and pomatum stallions. The^^ 
were smoking, drinking, singing, scretiming, and dis- 
cussing the great laws of the broad-stone and the gutter. 
They had a great deal to say, likewise, about Besens, 
and Zobcls, and Poussades; and, if they had been 
charged for the noise they made, as travellers used to 
be in tile old Dutch taverns, they woulii have had a 
lonjrer bill to pay for that than for their beer. 

In a large arm chair, upon the middle of the table, 
sat one of those distinguished individuals, known among 
German students as a senior*, or leader of a Lands- 
mannschaft. He was booted and spurred, and wore a 
very small crimson cap, and a very tight blue jacket, 
and very long hair, and a very dirty shirt. He was 
president of the night, and as Flemming entered the 
hall with the b.'iron and his friend, striking upon the 
table with a mighty broadsword, he cried in a loud 
voice — 

” Silentium I ” 

At the same moment a door at the end of the hall 
was thrown open, and a procession of new comers, or 
Nasty Foxes, as they are called in the college dialect. 



IIYPEIIION. 


77 


entercil two by two, lookin^wild, and gieen, and fooliHlv* 
As they came forward, tltey were obliged to pass un- 
der a pair of naked swords, hold crosswise by two old 
ones, who, with pieces of burnt cork, made an enor- 
mous pair of moustaches on the smooth, rosy clieeks of 
each, as he passed beneath this arch of triumph. Wliile 
the procession was entering the hall, the president 
lifted up his voice again, and began to sing the well- 
known Fox song, in the chorus of which all present 
joined lustily . — 

What comes there from the hill f 

What comes there from the Ixill t 

What comes there from the leathery hillf 
11a! lla! 

Leathery hill ! 

What comes theie brom the liill? 

It is a Postilion ! 

It IS a Postilion! 

It is a leatliery Postilion! 
lla! Ha! 

Postilion I 

It is a Postilion! 

What biinjrs tne Postilion? 

What hunfjs the Postilion? 

What brings tlic leathery Postilion? 

Ha! Ha! 

Postilion! 

What brii:g> the Postilion ? 

He bringeth us a Fox! 

He hnngeili us a Fox! 

lie hringeth us a Ic ithory Fox ! 

Ila ! Ha ! 

Leathery Fox! 

Me hringeth u<i a Fox I 

n 2 
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Your Bervan?. Masl'ers mine! 

Your Bervant, Masters mmc! - 
Your servant, much-honour'd Masters min* 
Ha! Ha! 

Much-honour’d Masters mind 
Your servant, Masters mine I 

How does the Herr Papaf 
How docs the Herr Papa? 

How does the leathery Jlcrr Papa? 

Ha! Ila! 

Herr Papa ! 

How does the Herr Papa r 

He reads in Cicero 
He reads in Cicero! 

He reads in leathery Cicero t 
Ha! Ha! 

Cicero ! 

He reads in Cicero ! 

How does the Frau Mamaf 
How does the Frau Mamaf 
How does the leathery Frau Mama? 
lla ! ITa ! 

Frau Mama! 

Ilow does the Frau Mama 

She makes the Papa tea I 
She makes the Papa tea! 

She makes the Papa leatberv tea* 

Ha! Ha! 

Leathery tea! 

She makes tlic Papa tea ! 

How docs the Mamsell Soeur f 
flow does the Mamscl] Sneiir? 

How docs the leather" Mamsell Sosur 



HVrERION. 


79 


Ha! II/l; 

• Mamst'H Jicriir • 

/low does the MaiUbell S<x.‘ur T 

She knits the Papa stockings. 

She knits the 1'apn stockiiiKs. 

SLe knits the Pap.i leutheiv t>tocki:'.|;a, 
JIa, ila, 

Leathoiy stockings, 

She knits the Pupa stock mi's. 

How does the HorrllectorT 
How does the Hen Hector? 

Hi»w does the leathery Herr lleetor 
Ha, Ha. 

Herr Rector. 

How does the Herr Rector^ 

He calls the scholar, Roy; 

He calls the scholar, Roy; 

He calls the scholar, leathery Roy 
Ha. Ha. 

Leathery Roy. 

He calls the scholar, Roy. 

And smokes the Fox tonaLcof 
lid Ktiiokes the Fox tobacco 7 
And smokes the leathery Fox tol}ar2<3t 
Ha, Ha. 

Fox tobacco ; 

A nd smokes the Fox too«icco r 

A little. Masters mine ! 

A little, Masters mine! 

A little, much-hoiourd Masters mine.* 
11a! Hn! 

Much honour'd Masters n me 

A utne, Af 
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Then ici V.im fill a pipe! 

Tlien let him hP a pjpel 
Then let him i'lil a loHhery ))ii)ei 
llci! II a! 

Leather>' pipe ! 

Then let him fill a piiie! 

O Lord it makes me sick ! 

O Lord! it makes him sick 
O Lord ! it makes mo leathery sick 
Ha! Ha! 

Leatlioiy sick I 
O Lord ! it m.akos me sick ! 

Then let him tlirow it ofT! 

Then let him throw it oirf 
Then let him throw it leathery tffi 
ILi! 11a! 

Leathery ofT! 

Then let him throw it olT. 

Now I again am well 
Now he again is well ! 

Now 1 again am leathery well! 

11a! Ha! 

Leathery -well ! 

Now 1 again am well! 

So grows the Fox a Bursch ! 

So gro\\s the Fox a Bursch! 

Sc grows, the leathery Fox a Bursch! 

JIa! Ila! 

Fox a Burseli ! 

So grow's the Fox a Bursch! 

At Icnjrth tlif soriff A'as liiiisiicd. Meanwhile, larjye 
tufts and strip.s of paper liad been twisted into tlie hair 
of the branders, us those arc called wlio have be^r 
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already one semestre at |lic university, and then at a 
given signal \\c*'e set ot* lire, and the branders rode 
round the table on stictes, amid roars of laughter. 
\V!icn this ceremony was completed, the president rose 
from Ifis chair, and in a solemn voice pronounced a 
long discourse, in winch tdd college joUes were mingled 
witli iniich jiarenial advice to young men on entering 
life, and the wliole was profusely garnished with select 
passriges from the Old Testament. Then they all 
seated themselves at the table, and the heavy beer- 
drinUiug set in, as among the gods and heroes of the old 
northern mythology. 

“ Urander 1 brandcr ! screamed a youth, whose 
face was hot and Hushed with su])per and with beer — 
“ IJrandcr, I say ! Thou art a doctor 1 No — a pope ; 
— thou art a pope, by — ” 

1'hese woids were addressed to a pale, quiet-looking 
person, who sat opposite, and was busy in making a 
wretched sliaved poodle sit on his hind legs in a chair 
by his master’s side, and hold u short clay pipe in his 
mouth — a performance to which the poodle seemed 
nowise inclined. 

“ Thou art challenged,” replied the pale student, 
turning from his dog, who drojipcd the pipe from his 
mouth, and Ic.qicd under the table. 

Seconds were chosen on the »pot, and the arms or- 
dered, namely, six mighty goblets, or bassghiscr, filh d 
to the brim vvnli foaining hccr. Three were placed 
before each duellist. 

‘‘Take your weapons!” cried one of the seconds, 
iid each of the combatants seized a goblet in his hand, 

“ Strike ' ” 
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And the glasses rang, with a salutation like the 
crossing of swords. ' . i 

“ Set to ! ” 

Each set the goblet to his lips. 

** Out ! *’ 

And each poured the contents down his throat, as 
if he were pouring them through a funnel into a beer 
barrel. The other two glasses followed in quick suc- 
cession, hardly a long breath drawn between. The 
pale student was victorious — he was first to drain the 
third goblet. lie held it for a moment inverted, to let 
the last drops fall out, and then placing it quietly on 
the table, looked his antagonist in the face, and said— 
« Hit!” 

Then, with the greatest coolness, he looked under 
the table and wdiistled for his dog. His antagonist 
stopped midway in his third glass. Every vein in his 
forehead saemed bursting, his eyes were wild and 
bloodshot, his hand gradually loosened its hold upon 
the table, and he sank and rolled together like a sheet 
of lead. He was drunk. 

At this moment a majestic figure came stalking down 
the table, ghost-like, through the dim, smoky atmos- 
phere. His coat was off, his neck bare, his hair wild, 
his eyes wide open, and looking right before him, as if he 
saw some beckoning hand in the air that others could not 
see. His left hand was upon his hip, and in his right he 
held a drawn sword extended, and pointing downward. 
Regardle-'s of every one, erect, and with a martial stride, 
he marched directly along the centre of the table, 
crushing glasses and overthrowing bottles at every 
step. The students shrunk back at his approach : till 
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at length one, more driia^, or more courageous than 
the rest, dashed a glass full of beer into his face. A 
general tumult ensued, and the student with the sworn 
leaped fo the floor. It w'as Von Kleist. lie was 
nowning it. In the midst of the uproar could be dJt 
linguished the ollensive words — 

“ Arrogant ! absurd ! impertinent ! dummer junge ! • 
Von Kleist went home that night with no less tlia" 
six duels on his hands. He fought them all out ■ 
as many days, and came off with only a gash througa 
his upper lip, and another through his right eyei^. 
from a dexterous Suabian Schlaegcr. 

CHAPTER V. 

THE WHITE lady’s SLIPPER AND THE PASSION 
FLOWER. 

That night Emma of llmcnau went to her chamber 
with a heavy heart, and her dusky eyes were troubled 
with tears. She was one of those gentle beings who 
seem created only to love and to be loved. A shade of 
melancholy softened her character. She shunned the 
glare of daylight and of society, and wished to be alone. 
Like the evening primrose, her heart opened only after 
sunset; but bloomed through the dark night with 
sweet fragrance. Her mother, on the contrary, 
flaunted in the garish light of society. There was no 
sympathy between them. Their souls never approached, 
never understood each other, and words were often 
spoken which wounded deeply. And therefore Emma 
of Ilmenau went to her chamber that night with tears 
in her eyes. 


d3 
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She was followed by Kcf Frencli chamber-maid, 
Madeleine, a native of Strasbburg^, who had grown old 
in the family. In her youth she had been poor, — and 
virtuous, because she had never been temptcTd ; and, 
now that she had grown old, and seen no immediate 
reward for her virtue, as is usual with weak minds, she 
despaired of Providence, and regretted she had never 
been tempted. Whilst this unfortunate personage was 
lighting the wax tapers on the toilet, and drawing the 
bed-curtains, and tattling about the room, Emma threw 
herself into an arm-chair, and, crossing her hands U 
her lap, and letting her head fall upon her bosom, 
seemed lost in a dream. 

“ Why have these gentle feelings been given me 
said she in her heart. ** Why have I been born with 
all these warm affections, these ardent longings after 
what is good, if they lead only to sorrow and disap- 
pointment? 1 would love some one — love him once 
and for ever — devote myself to him alone — live for 
him — d>e for him — exist alone in him! But, alas! 
in all this wide world there is none to love me, as 1 
would be loved — none whom I may love, as 1 am ca- 
pable of loving. How empty, how desolate, seems the 
world about me ! Why has Heaven given me these 
affections, only to fall and fade ?” 

Alas ! poor child ! thou too must learn, like others, 
that the sublime mystery ot Providence goes on in 
silence and gives no explanation of itself — no answei 
to our impatient questionings ! 

** Bless me, child, what ails you ?” exclaimed Made- 
leine, perceiving that Emma paid no attention to hei 
idle gossip. “ When I wa» of your age — 
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** Do not talk*to me new, good Madeleine. Leave 
me, 1 wish to be alone T* 

“ Well, here is something,” continued the inaidf 
taking a billet from her bosom, ” which 1 hope will 
enliven you. When I was of your age — ’* 

” Hush ! hush !” said Kinnia, taking the billet from 
the hard hand of Madeleine. ” Once more 1 beg you, 
leave me ! I wish to be alone !’* 

Madeleine took the lamp and retired slowly, wish- 
ing her young mistress many good nights and rosy 
dreams. Kinina broke the seal of the note. As she 
read, her face became deadly pale, and then, as quick 
as thought, a crimson blush gleamed on her cheek, 
and her hands trembled. Tenderness, pity, love, 
olferided pride, the weakness and dignity of woman, 
were all mingled in her look, clianging and passing 
over her fine countenance like cloud-shadows. She 
sunk back in her chair, covering her face with her 
hands, as if she would hide it from herself and 
Heaven. 

“He loves me!” said she to herself; “loves me I 
and is married to another, whom he loves not ! and 
dares to tell me this! O, never, — never, — never! 
And yet he is so friendless and alone in this unsym- 
patliising world, — and an exile, and homeless! I can 
but jiity him — yet 1 hate him, and will see him no 
more !” 

This short reverie of love and hate was broken by 
the sound of a clear, mellow voice, which in the uni- 
versal stillness of the hour, seemed almost like the 
voice of a spirit. It was a voice, without tlie accom- 
paniment of any instrument, singing those sweet lines 
of Goetlie — 
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Under the tree-tops is liu.et now I 
In all the woodlands hcarest thou 
Not a sound ! 

The little birds are asleep in the trees, 

Wait I wait ! and soon like these, 
tSleupcst thou !” 

Emma knew the voice, and started. She rushed to 
the window to close it. It was a beautiful night, and 
the stars were shining^ peacefully over the mountain of 
All Saints. The sound of the Ncckar was soft and 
low, and nightingales were singing among the brown 
shadows of the woods. The large red moon shone, 
like a ruby, in the horizon’s ample ring, and golden 
threads of light seemed braided together with the 
rippling current of the river. Tall and spectral stood 
the white statues on the bridge. The outline of the 
hills, the castle, the arches of the bridge, and the 
spires and roofs of the town were as strongly marked 
as if cut out of p.istcboard. Amid this fairy scene, a 
little boat was floating silently down the stream. 
Emma closed the window hastily, and drew the curtains 
close. 

“ I hate him ; and yet I will pray for him,” said she, 
as she laid her weary head upon that pillow, from 
which, but a few months before, she thought she should 
never raise it again. ”0, that 1 had died then! 1 
dare not love him, but 1 will pray for him !” 

Sweet child ! If the face of the deceiver comes so 
often between thee and Heaven, T tremble for thy 
fate ! The plant that sprang from Helen’s tears des- 
troyed serpents ; would that from thine might spring 
up heari’s-ease ; — some plant, at least, to destroy the 
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serpents in thy bosom. Be^feve me, upon the margin 
of celestial streams alone those simples grow which 
cure the heart-ache ! 

And tTiis the silent stars beheld, looking down from 
Heaven, and told it not again. This, likewise, the 
Frau llirnmclhahn beheld, looking from her chamber- 
window, and was not so discreet as the silent stars. 


CHAPTER VII. 

GLIMPSES INTO CLOUD LAND. 

** There are many things which, having no corporeal 
evidence, can be perceived and comprehended only by 
the discursive energies of retison. Hence the ambigu- 
ous nature of matter can be comprehended only by 
adulterated opinion. Matter is the principle of all 
bodies, and is stamped with the impression of forms. 
Fire, air, and water derive their origin and principle 
from the scalene triangle. But the earth was created 
from right-angled triangles, of which two of the sides 
are equal. The sphere and the pyramid contain in 
themselves the figures of fire ; but the octaedron was 
destined to be the figure of ihr, and the icoscadron of 
water. The right-angled isosceles triangle produces 
from itself a square, and the square generates from it- 
self the cube, which is the figure peculiar to earth. 
But the figure of a beautiful and perfect sphere was 
imparted to the most beautiful and perfect world, that 
it might be indigent of nothing, but contain all things, 
embracing and comprehending them in itself, and thus 
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might be excellent and Jlijiirahle, .similar to and in 
concord with itself, ever moving musically and melo- 
diously. If I use a novel language, excuse me. As 
Apulcius says, pardon must be granted to ntovelty of 
words, when it serves to illusltute the obscurity of 
things.” 

These words came from the lips of the lion -like phi- 
losopher, who has been noticed before in these pages. 
II e was sitting with Flemming, smoking a long ))i]>e. 
As the haion said, he was indeed a strange owl ; for 
the owl IS a grave Imd — a monk, who chants midnight 
mass in the great temple ol nature — an .'inchoritc — a 
pillar saint — the very Simeon Slylitti** f his neigh- 
bourhood. Such, likewise, was the philosophical pro- 
fessor. Solitary, but with a mighty current, tiow^d the 
river of his life, like the Nile, without a tributary 
stream, and making frrtile only a single strip in the 
vast desert. 11 is temperament had been in youth a 
jo}'Ous one; and now, amid all his sorrows and priva- 
tions, for lie had many, he looked upon the world as a 
glad, blight, glorious world. On the many joys of life 
he gazed still with the eyes of childhood, from the far- 
gone past ii})w'ard, trusting, hoping — and upon its sor- 
rows with the eyes of age, from the distant futinc, 
downward, triumphant, not despairing, lie loved so- 
litude, and silence, and candle-light, and the deep 
midnight. ” For,” said he, ” if the morning hours are 
the vings of the day, I only fold them about me to 
sleep more sweetly ; knowing that, at its other ex- 
tremity, the day, like the fowls of the air, has an epi- 
curean morsel — a parson's nose ; and on this oily mid- 
I'.ight my spirit revels and is glad.” 
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Sucli was the i^rofessor^ Hrho had been talking in a 
half-intelligiblc strain fur fwo hours or more. The 
baron had fallen fast asleep in his chair; but Flemming 
sat listcfhing with excited imagination, and the pro< 
fessor continued in the following words, which, to the 
best of his listener’s nieinory, seemed gleaned here and 
there from Fichte’s Destiny of Man, and Shubert’s 
History of tlie Soul 

“ Life is one and universal; its forms many and in- 
dividual. Throughout this beautiful and wonderful 
creation there is a ncver-ee.ising motion, without rest 
by night or day, ever waving to and fro. Swifter than 
a weaver’s shuttle it flics from birth to death, and from 
death to birth ; from the beginning seeks the end, and 
finds it not, for the seeming end is only a dim be/rire’ 
ning of a new outgoing and endeavour alter the end 
As the ice upon the mountain, when the warm breath 
of the summer sun hn'Uthes upon it, melts, anti divides 
into drops, each of which reflects an image of the sun ; 
so life, in the smile of God’s love, divides itself into 
separate forms, each hearing in it and reflecting an 
image of God’s love. Of all these forms, the highest 
and most jierfect in its godliness, is the human soul. 
The vast cathedrid of n iture is full of holy scrijitures, 
and shapes of deej) mysterious meaning , but all is soli- 
tary and silent there; no bending knee, no uplifted 
eye, no lip adoring, praying. Into this vast cathedral 
comes the human soul seeking its Creator ; and the uni- 
versal silence is changed to sound, and the sound is 
harmonious, and lias a meaning, and is coinprelicnded 
and felt. It was an ancient saying of the Persians, 
that the waters rush from the mountains and hurry 
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forth into all the lands to ^tt,d the I^rd of the Earth ; 
and the flame of the lire,* A^hen it awakes, gazes no 
more upon tlie ground, but mounts heavenward to 
seek the Lord of Heaven ; and here and there the 
earth has built the great ivatch-towers of the moun- 
tains, and they lift their heads far up into the sky, and 
gaze ever upward and around, to see if the Judge of 
the world comes not 1 Thus in nature herself, without 
man, there lies a waiting and hoping, a looking and 
yearning after an unknown somewhat. Yes; when, 
above there, where the mountain lifts its head over all 
others, that it may be alone with the clouds and storms 
of Heaven : the lonely eagle looks forth into the grey 
dawn, to see if the day conies not 1 when by the moun* 
tain torrent the brooding raven listens to heai if the 
chamois is returning from his nightly pasture in the 
valley ; and when the soon ujirising sun calls out the 
spicy odours of the thousand flowers, the Alpine flow- 
ers, with heaven's deep blue, and tlie blush of sunset 
on their leaves ; — then there awakes in nature, and the 
soul of man can sec and comprehend it, an expectation 
and a longing for a future revelation of God’s majesty. 
It awakens, also, when in the fulness of life, flcld and 
forest rest at noon, and through the stillness is heard 
only the song of the grasshopper and the hum of the 
bee ; and when at evening, the singing lark, up from 
the sweet-smelling vineyards rises, or in the later hours 
of n' ht, Orion puts on his shining armour, to walk 
forth in the Helds of heaven. But in the soul of man 
alone is this longing changed to certainty, and fulHlied. 
For lo ! the light of the sun and the stars shines 
tlirough the air, and is nowhere visible and seen ; the 
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planets hasten with more titan the speed of the storm 
through infinite space, and/ their footsteps are not 
heard ; but where the sunlight strikes the firm surface 
of the planets,' where the stormwind smites the wall of 
the mountain cliff, there is the one seen and the other 
heard. Thus is the glory of God made visible, and 
may be seen, where in the soul of man it meets its like- 
ness changeless and firm- standing. Thus, then, stands 
man : — a mountain on the boundary between two 
worlds : its foot in one, its summit far-rising into the 
other. From this summit the manifold landscape of life is 
visible, the way of the past and perishable, which we 
have left behind us ; and, as we evermore ascend, bright 
glimpses of the day break of eternity beyond us ! 

Flemming would fain have interrupted this discourse 
at times, to answer and enquire, but the professor 
went on, warming and glowing more and more. At 
length there was a short pause, and Flemming said — 

“All these indefinite longings, — these yearnings 
after an unknown somewhat, I have felt and still feel 
within me ; but not yet their fulfilment.” 

“That is because you have not faith,” answered 
the professor. “ The present is an age of doubt, and 
disbelief, and darkness, out of which shall arise a clear 
and bright hareafter. In the second part of Goethe’s 
Faust, there is a grand and striking scene, where, in 
the classical Walpurgis Night, on the Pharsalian 
Plains, the mocking Mephistopheles sits down between 
the solemn antique Sphinxes, and boldly questions 
them, and reads their riddles. The red light of in- 
numerable watch-fires glares all round about, and 
shines upon the terrible face of the arch-scofier ; while 
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on either side, sevt-ro., nv)jc‘s(ic, solemnly serene, we 
behold the frigantic forni^ pf the cUildien of Chima>ra, 
half buried in the earth, thei” mild eyes gazing fix- 
edly, as it they heard through the midnight, the swift- 
rushing wings of the Stymphalidcs, striving lo outstrip 
the speed of Alci.les’ arrows! Angry griffins arc near 
them ; and not far arc Sirens, singing their wondrous 
songs from the rocking branches of the willow trees ! 
Even thus does a scoffing and unbelieving present sit 
down between an unknown future and a loo-believing 
past, and question and challenge the gigantic forms of 
faith, half buried in the sands of time, and gazing 
forward steadfastly into the night, while sounds of anger 
and voices of delight alternate vex and soothe the ear 
of man ! Eut the time will come, when the soul of 
man shall return again childlike and trustful to its faith 
in God, and look God in the face and die; for it is an 
old saying, full of deep, mysterious meaning, that he 
must die who hath looked upon a God. And this is 
the fate of the soul, that it should die continually. No 
sooner here on earth docs it awake to its peculiar be- 
ing, than it struggles to behold and comprehend the 
spirit of life. In the first dim twilight of its existence 
it beholds this spirit, is pervaded by its energies, — is 
quick and creative like the spirit itself, ^d yet slum- 
bers away into death after having seen it. 13ut the 
image it has seen remains, in the etern.'il procreation, 
as a homogcnc-al existence, is again renewed, and the 
seemi g death, from moment to moment, becomes the 
source of kind after kind of existences in ever-ascend- 
ing scries. The soul aspires ever onward to love and 
to behold. It sees the image more perfect in the 
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brightening^ twilight of the damn, in the ever higher- 
rising sun. It slecpsiagain, di)/ng in the clearer vision ; 
but the image seen remains as a permanent kind, and 
the slumberer awakes anew and ever higher after its 
own image* till at length, in the full blaze of noon-day, 
a being comes forth, which, like the eagle, can behold 
the sun and die not. Then both live on, even when 
this bodily element, the mist and vapour through 
which the young eagle gazed, dissolves and falls 
to earth.** 

“ I am not sure that I understand you,’* said Flem- 
ming, ** but if I do, you mean to say, that as the body 
continually changes and takes unto itself new proper- 
ties, and is not the same to-day as yesterday, so like- 
wise the soul lays aside its idiosyncrasies, and is 
changed by acquiring new powers, and thus may he 
said to die. And hence, properly speaking, the soul 
lives always in the present, and has, and can have, no 
future ; for the future becomes the present, and the 
soul that then lives in me is a higher and more per- 
fect soul ; and so onward for evermore.** 

“ I mean what I say,** continued the professor; “and 
can Hnd no more appropriate language to express my 
meaning than that which 1 have used. But as I said 
before, pardon must be granted to the novelty of words 
when it serves to illustrate the obscurity of things. 
And I think you will see clearly from what I have said, 
that this earthly life, wlien seen hereafter from heaven, 
will seet .ike nn hour passed long ago, and dimly re- 
membered ; — that long, laborious, full of joys and sor- 
rows as it is, it will then have dwindled down to a mere 
point, hatdiy vL'ible to the far-reaching ken of the dis- 



HYPERION. 


9i 

embodied spirit. the spirit itself soars onward. 

And thus death is ncith^*an end nor a beginning. It 
is a transition not from one existence to another, but 
from one state of existence to another. No link is bro- 
ken in the chain of being.; any more than passing from 
infancy to manhood, from manhood to old ago. There 
are seasons of reverie and deep abstraction, which 
seem to me analogous to death. The soul gradually 
loses its consciousness of what ia passing around it, 
and takes no longer cognizance of objects which are 
near. It seems for the moment to have dissolved its 
connection with the body*. It has passed as it were 
into another state of being. It lives in another world. 
It has flown over lands and seas : and holds commu- 
nion with those it loves, in distant regions of the earth, 
and the more distant heaven. It sees' familiar faces, 
and hears beloved voices, which to the bodily senses 
are no longer visible and audible. And this likewise 
in death ; save that when we die, the soul returns no 
more to the dwelling it has left.” 

“You seem to take it for granted,” interrupted 
Flemming, “ that in our reveries, the soul really goes 
out of the body into distant places, instead of sum- 
ming up their semblance within itself by the power of 
memory and imagination!” 

“Something I must take for granted,” replied the 
professor. “We will' not discuss that point now. I 
speak not without forethought. Just observe what a 
glorious thing human life is, when seen in this light ; 
and how glorious man’s destiny. I am ; thou art ; he 
is, seems but a schoolboys’s conjugation ; but therein 
lies a great mystery. These words are significant d 
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much. We behold all rounif aabout us one vast union, 
in which no man can labour ti9r himself without labour- 
ing at the same time for all others ; a glimpse of truth 
which by the universal harmony of things becomes an 
inward benediction, and lifts the soul mightily upward. 
Still more so, when a man regards himself as a neces- 
sary member of this union. The feeling of our dignity 
and our power grows strong, when we say to ourselves, 
My being is not objectless and in vain ; 1 am a neces- 
sary link in the great chain, which, from the full de- 
velopment of consciousness in the first man, reaches 
forward into eternity. All the great, and wise, and 
good among mankind, all the benefactors of the human 
race, whose names 1 read in the world’s history, and 
the still greater number of those whose good deeds 
have outlived their names, — all those have laboured for 
me. I have entered into their harvest. I walk the 
green earth, which they inhabited. 1 tread in their 
footsteps, from which blessings grow. I can under- 
take the sublime task which they once undertook, the 
task of making our common brother-hood wiser and 
happier. I can build forward, where they were forced 
to leave off; and bring nearer to perfection the greA 
edifice which they left uncompleted. And at length I, 
too, must leave it, and go hence. O, this is the sublimcst 
thought of all ! I can never finish the noble task ; there- 
fore, so sure as this task is my destiny, 1 can never 
cease to work,, and consequently never cease to be. 
What men call death cannot break off this task, 
which is never-ending ; consequently no period is 
set to my being, and I am eternal. I lift my 
head boldly to the threatening mountain peaks, 
ai.d the roaring cataract, and to storm-clouds 
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swimminir in the Hre - so? overhead, and say — I nm eter- 
nal, and defy your pow« : break, lireak over me ! and 
thou earth, and thou heaven, mingle in the wild tumult, 
and ye elements foam and rage, and destroy this atom 
of dust, — this body, which I call mine I My will alone 
with its fixed purpose, shall hover brave and triumph- 
ant over the ruins of the universe ; for I have compre- 
hended my destiny, and it is more durable than ye ! 
It is eternal ; and I, who recognise it, I likewise am 
eternal ! Tell me, my friend, have you no faith in 
this ?” 

** I have,” answered Flemming, and there was an- 
other pause. He then said — 

” I have listened to you patiently and without inter- 
ruption. Now listen to me. You complain of thff 
scepticism of the age. This is one form in which the 
philosophic spirit of the age presents itself. Let me 
tell you, that another form which it assumes is that of 
poetic reverie. Plato of old had dreams like these, and 
the mystics of the middle ages; and still their disciples 
walk in the cloud-land and dream-land of the poetic 
philosoj)hy. Pleasant and cool upon their souls lie the 
shadows of the trees under which Plato taught. From 
their whispering leaves comes wafted across the noise 
of populous centuries a solemn and mysterious sound, 
which to them is the voice of the soul of the world. 
All nature has become spiritualised and transfigured; 
and, wrapt in beiiutiful, vague drean)^ of the real and 
the i..eal, they live in this green world, like the little 
child in the German tale, who sits by the margin of a 
woodland lake, and hears the blue heaven and the 
branches overhead dispute with their reflection in the 
water, which is* the reality and which the image. 1 
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willinffly confess that such daV^li'^^nis as these appeal 
strongly to my imagination. * Visitants and attendants 
are they of those lofty souls, which, soaring ever higher 
and highcr^huild tiicmselves nests under the very eaves 
of the stars, forgetful that they cannot live on air, but 
must descend to earth for food. Yet I recognise them 
as duy-drcains anly ; as shadows, not substantial things. 
What I mainly dislike in the new philosophy, is the 
cool impertinence with which an old idea, folded in a 
new garment, looks you in the face and pretends not to 
know you, though you have been familiar friends from 
childhood. I remember an English author who, in 
speaking of your German philosophies, says very 
wisely — “ Often a proposition of inscrutable and dread 
aspect, when resolutely grappled with, and torn from 
its shady den, and its bristling entrenchments of un- 
couth terminology, — and dragged forth into the open 
light of day, to be seen by the natural eye and tried by 
merely human understanding, proves to be a very 
harmless truth, familiar to us from old, sometimes so 
familiar as to be a truism. Too frequently the anxious 
novice is reminded of Dryden in the Battle of the 
Books; there is a helmet of rusty iron, dark, grim, 
gigantic, and within it, at the farthe'jt corner, is a head 
no bigger than a walnut" Can you believe, that these 
words ever came from the lips of Carlyle ? He htis 
himself taken the uncouth terminology of late, and 
many pure, simple minds are much oflended at it. 
They seem to take it as a personal insult They are 
angry, and deny the just meed of praise. It is, how- 
ever, hardly worth while lo lose our presence of mind. 
Let us rather profit as we may, even from this spec- 
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tacle» and recognise thp monarch in his masquerade; 
For, hooded and wrapped .ibout with tliat strange and 
antique garb, there walks a kingly, a most royal soul, 
even as the Emperor Charles walked amM solemn 
cloisters under a monk’s cowl ; — a monarch still in soul. 
Such things are not new in the history of the world. 
Ever and anon they sweep over thfe earth, and blow 
themselves out soon, and then there is quiet for a sea- 
son, and the atmosphere of truth seems more serene. 
Why would you preach to the wind ? Why reason with 
thunder-showers ? Better sit quiet and see them pass 
over like a pageant, cloudy, superb, and vast.” 

The professor smiled self-complacently, but said not 
a word. Flemming continued : 

” I will add no more than this ; — there are many 
speculations in literature, philosophy, and religion, 
which, though pleasant to walk in, and lying under the 
shadow of great names, yet lead to no important result. 
They resemble rather those roads in the western forests 
of my native land, which, though broad and pleasant 
at first, and lying beneath the shadow of great branches, 
finally dwindle to a squirrel track, and run up a tree !’* 

The professor hardly knew whether he should laugh 
or be olfended at this sally ; and, laying his hand upon 
Flemming’s arm, he said seriously. 

Believe me, my young friend, the time will come 
^when you will think more wisely on these things. Aim 
with you, 1 trust, that lime will soon come ; since it 
mot .s more speedily with some than vTth others. For 
what is time 7 The shadow on the dial, — the striking 
of the clock, — the running of the sand, — day and night, 
•—summer and winter. — months, years, centuries. 
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These are but arbitrary and outward signs, — the 
measure of time, not time kself. Time is the life of 
the soul. If not this, then tell me what it is ?*' 

The t&g\i and animated tone of voice In which the 
professor uttered these words aroused the baron from 
his sleep ; and,^ot distinctly comprehending what was 
said, but thinlang the professor asked what time it 
was, he innocently exclaimed: 

** I should think it must be near midnight.** 

This somewhat disconcerted the professor, who took 
his leave soon afterward. When he was gone, the 
baron said : 

** Excuse me for treating your guest so cavalierly. 
His transcendentalism annoyed me not a little, and I 
took refuge in sleep. One would think, to judge by the 
language of this sect, that they alone saw any beauty 
in nature ; and, when I hear one of them discourse, I 
am instantly reminded of Goethe’s Baccalaureus, when 
he exclaims : * The world was not before I created it; 

1 brought the sun up out of the sea ; with me began 
the changeful course of the moon ; the day decked it- 
selfon my account ; the earth grew green and blossomed 
to meet me ; at my nod, in that first night, the pomp 
of all the stars developed itself ; who but I set you free 
from all the bonds of Philister-like, contracting 
thoughts? 1, however, emancipated as my mind 
sures me I am, gladly pursue my inward light, advance 
boldly in a transport peculiarly my own, the bright 
before me, and the dark behind !” — Do you not see a 
resemblance? O, they might be modest enough to 
confess, that one straggling ray of light may, by soma 
accident, reach the blind eyes of even us poor, ba» 
■lighted heathens 
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Alas! how little veneration wo have,** said Flem- 
ming. ** 1 could not help closing the discussion with a 
jest. An ill-timed levity often takes me by surprise. 
On all such occasions I think of a scene at the uni- 
versity, where, in the midst of a grave discussion on 
the possibility \ absolute motion, a ^holar said he 
had seen a rock split open, from which sprang a toad, 
who could not be supposed to have any knowledge of 
the external world, and consequently his motion must 
have been aboolut^. The learned professor, who pre- 
sided on that occasion, was hardly more startled and 
astonished than was our learned professor, five minutes 
ago. But come ; wind up your watch, and let us go to 
bed.’* 

“ By the way,” said the baron, ” did you mind what 
a curious head he has ? There are two crowns upon it.” 

” That is a sign,” replied Flemming, ” that he will 
eat his bread in two kingdoms.” 

” I think the poor man would be very thankful,’* 
said the baron, with a smile, ”if he were always sure 
of eating it in one. He is what the transcendental ists 
call a good- intoxicated man; and I advise him, as 
Sauteul advised Bossuet, to go to Patmos, and write a 
new Apocalypse.’* 


CHAPTER VII. 

MILL-WHEELS AND OTHER WHEELS. 

A few days after this the baron received letters from 
nis sister, telling him that her physicians had prescribed 
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a few weeks at the J)aths of and urj^iiig him to 

meet her there before the fashtonable season. 

*'Come/’ said he to Flemming; “ make this short 
journey willi me. We will pass a few pleasant days at 
Ems, and visit the other watering-places of Nassau. 
It will drive away the melancholy day-dreams that 
haunt you. Perhaps some future bride is even now 
waiting for you, with dim presentiments and undefined 
longings, at the Serpent's Rath." 

" Or some widow of Ems, with a cork leg !' said 
Flemming, smiling ; and then added, in a tone of voice 
half jest, half earnest, ** Certainly ; let us go in pur- 
suit of her : — 

* Whoe’er she be, 

That not impossible she, 

That shall command my heart and me. 

Where’er she lie. 

Hidden from mortal eye, 

In shady leaves of destiny.’ ” 

They started in the afternoon for Frankfort, pursuing 
their way slowly along the lovely Bergstrasse, famed 
throughout Germany for its beauty. They passed the 
ruined house where Martin Luther lay concealed after 
the Diet of Worms, and through the village of Hands- 
chuhsheimer, as old as the days of King Pepin the 
Short, — a hamlet, lying under the hills, half buried ii^ 
blossoms and green leaves. Close on the right rose 
the mountains of the mysterious Odenwald ; and on 
the left lay the Mackar, like a steel bow in the meadow. 
Farther westward, a thin, smoky vapour betrayed the 
course of the Rhine ; beyond which, like a troubled 
sea, run die blue, billowy ^ Isatian hills Song of birds. 
k2 
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and sound of evening bells, and fragrance of sweet 
blossoms filled the air ; add bilent'and slow sank the 
broad red sun, half-hidden amid folding clouds. 

“ We shall not pass the night at Weiiih,pim,” said 
the baron to the postilion, who had dismounted to walk 
up the hill leading to the town. ** You may drive to 
the mill in the Valley of Birkenau.” 

The postilion seized one of his fat horses by the 
tail, and swung himself up to his scat again. They 
rattled through the streets of Weinheim, and took no 
heed of the host of the Golden Eagle, who stood so 
invitingly at the door of his own inn ; and the ruins of 
Burg Windeck, above there, on its mountain throne, 
frowned at tliciii for hurrying by, without staying to do 
him homage. 

“ The old ruin look's well froir the valley,” said the 
baron ; ” but let us beware of that stc-ep hill. Most 
travellers are like children; they must needs touch 
whatever they behold. They climb up to every old 
broken tooth of a castle which they Bud on their way; 
—get a toilsome ascent and hot sunshine for their 
pains, and come down wearied and disappointed. 1 
trust we are wiser.” 

They crossed the bridge, and turned up the stream, 
passing under an arch of stone, which serves as a gate- 
way to this enchanted valley of Birkennu. A cool and 
lovely valley, shut in by high hills ; shaded by alder- 
trees and tall poplars, under which rushes the Weehs- 
nitz, a noisy mountain brook, that ever and anon puts 
its broad shoulder to the wheel of a mill, and shows 
that it can labour as well as laugh. At one of these 
tnills they stopped for the night. 
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A mill forms as cjiaracteristic a feature *n the roman- 
tic German landscape, as in the romant'.c German tale. 
It is not only a mill, but likewise an alehouse and rural 
inn; so that the associations it suggests are not of 
labour only, but also of p^asure. It stands in the 
narrow defile, with its picturesque thatched roof; 
thither throng the peasants of a holiday, and there are 
rustic dances under the trees. 

In the twilight of the fast-approaching summer 
night, the baron and Flemming walked forth along the 
borders of the stream. As they heard it, rushing and 
gushing among the atones and tangled roots, and the 
great wheel turning in the current, with its never 
ceasing plash! plash! it brought to their minds that 
exquisite, simple song of Goethe, the Youth and the 
Mill-brook. It was for the moment a nymph, which 
sang to them in the voice of the waters. 

“ I am persuaded,” said Flemming, ” that in order 
fully to understand and feel the popular poetry of 
Germany, one must be familiar with the German land- 
Icape. Many sweet little poems arc the outbreaks of 
liomentary feelings; — woitis, to which the song of 
birds, the rustling of leaves, and the gurgling of cool 
waters form the appropriate music. Or perhaps I 
should say they arc words, which man has composed to 
the music of nature. Can you not, even now, hear this 
brooklet telling you how it is on its way to the mill, 
where at daybreak the miller's daughter opens her 
window, and comes down to bathe her face in its stream, 
and her bosom is so full and white, that it kindles the 
glow of love in the cool waters!” 

”A most delightful ballad, truly,” said the baron. 
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** But like many others*of our little songs, it requires 
a poet to feci and uncferstand it. Sing them in the 
valley and woodland shadows, and under the leafy 
roofs of garden walks, and at night, and alone, as they 
were written. Sing thet« not in the loud world, — for 
the loud world laughs such things to scorn. It is 
Mueller who says, in that little song, where the maiden 
bids the moon good evening — 

'This song A^as made to be sung at night, 

And he wiio reads it in t-hc broad daylight, 

Will never read the mystery right; 

And yet It is chddhke easy !* 

He has written a great many pretty songs, in which 
the momentary, indefinite longings and impulses of the 
soul of man find an expression. He calls them the 
songs of a Wandering Horn Player. There is one 
among them much to our present purpose. He ex- 
presses in it the feeling of unrest and desire of motion, 
which the sight and sound of running waters often 
produce in us. It is entitled * Whither V and is worth 
repeating to you. 

" I heard a brooklet gushing 

From its rocky fountain near, 

DoAvn into the valley rushing, 

So fresh and wondrous clear 

I know not what came o'er me. 

Nor who the counsel gave. 

But I must hasten downward. 

All with my pilgrim-stave. 

Downward, and ever farther, 

And ever the brook beside; 

And ever fresher murmured, 

And ever clearer the tide. 
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Is this the way I wa/ groing ? 

Whith»r. O. brooic^ct. say ! 

Thou hast with thy soft n)urm':r, 

Murmured my senses away. 

* Wliat do 1 say of a murmur f 
That can no murmur be ; 

Tis the water-nymphs that are singing 
Their roundelays under me. 

Let them sing, my fHcnd, let them murmur 
And wander merrily near ; 

The wheels of a mill are going 
In every brooklet clear.” 

“There you have the poetic reverie,*’ said F lem- 
mings, “ and tlie dull prose commentary and explana- 
tion in matter of fact. The song is pretty, and was 
probably suggested by some such scenes as this which 
we arc now beholding. Doubtless all your old national 
traditions sprang up in the popular mind as this song 
in the poet’s.” 

“ Your opinion is certainly correct,” answerad the 
baron ; “ and yet all this play of poetic fancy docs not 
prevent me from feeling the chill night air, and the 
pangs of hunger. Let us go back to the mill, and see 
what our landlady has for supper. Did you observe 
what a loud, sharp voice she has ? ” 

“ People always have who live in mills, and near 
waterfalls.” 

On the following morning they emerged unwillingly 
from the green, dark valley, and journeyed along the 
level highway to Frankfort, where in the evening they 
heard the glorious Don Giovanni of Mozart Of all 
operas this was Flemming’s iavourite. What rapturous 
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flights of sound ! what thrilling^, pathetic chimes ! what 
wild, joyous revelry of passion ! what a delirium of 
sense I — what an expression of agony and woe ! all 
the feelings of suffering and rejoicing humanity sympa- 
thised with and finding a v<ycc in those tones. Flem- 
ming and the baron listened with ever increasing delight. 

“How wonderful this is!** exclaimed Flemming, 
transported by his feelings. “ How the chorus swells 
and dies, like the wind of summer ! How those pas- 
sages of mysterious import seem to wave to and fro, 
like the swaying branches of trees ; from which anon 
some solitary sweet voice darts ofl* like a bird, and floats 
away and revels in the bright, warm sunshine ! And 
then, mark ! how, amid the chorus of a hundred voices 
and a hundred instruments, — of flutes, and drums, and 
trumpets, — this universal shout and whirlwind of the 
vexed air, you can so clearly distinguish the melan- 
choly vibration of a single string, touched by the 
Anger, — a mournful, sobbing sound ! Ah, this is in- 
deed human life ! where, in the rushing, noisy crowd, 
and amid sounds of gladness, and a thousand mingling 
emotions, distinctly audible to the ear of thought, are 
the pulsations of some melancholy string of the heart, 
touched by an invisible hand.*' 

Then came in the midst of these excited feelings, 
the ballet, drawing its magic net about the soul. And 
soon, from idie tangled yet harmonious mazes of the 
dance, came forth a sylph-like form, her scarf floating 
behind tier, as if she were fanning the air with gauze- 
like wings. Noiseless as a featlier or a snow-fluke 
falls, did her feet touch the earth. She seemed to 
float in the air, and the floor to bend and wave undoar 
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her, as a branch when a bir jaaliglits upon it, and takes 
wing again. Loud and rkptiirous applause followed 
each wonderful step, each voluptuous movement ; and 
with Unified cheek and burning eye, and bosom pant 
ing to be free, stood the gracefully majestic Ogure for 
a moment still, and then the winged feet of the swift 
dancing girls glanced round her, and she was lost again 
ill the throng. 

** How truly exquisite this is ! ** exclaimed the baron, 
after joining loudly in the applause. What a noble 
figure! What grace 1 What att.tudes ! How much 
soul in every motion ! How much expression in every 
gesture 1 1 assure you, it produces upon me the same 

effect as a beautiful poem. It is a poem. Every step 
is a word ; and the whole together a poem ! ” 

The baron and Flemming were delighted with the 
scene, and at the same time exceedingly amused with 
the countenance of an old prude in the next box, who 
seemed to look upon the whole magic show with such 
feelings as Michal, Saul’s daughter, experienced, when 
she looked from her window and saw King David 
dancing and leaping with his scanty garments. 

“ After all,” said Flemming, ** the old French priest 
was not so far out of the way, when he said, in his 
coarse dialect, that the dance is the devil’s procession ; 
and paint and ornaments, the whetting of the devil’s 
sword ; and the ring that is made in dancing, tlie 
devil's grindstone, whereon he sharpens his sword ; and 
finally, that a ballet is the pomp and mass of the devil, 
and whosoever entereth therein, cntcrcth into his pomp 
end mass ; for the woman who singeth is the prioress 
sf the devil, and they that answer are clerks, and they 
s3 
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that look on are the paris'nioners, and the cymbals and 
flutes are the bells, and the inusicidna that play are the 
ministers of the devil.’* 

“ No doubt this good lady near us thinks so likewise,” 
answered the baron, laughing, ” but she like's it,^r all 
that.” 

When the play was over, the baron begged Flem- 
ming to sit still, till the crowd had gone. 

** I have a strange fancy,” said he, “ whenever I 
come to the theatre, to sec the end of all things. When 
the crowd is gone, and the curtain raised again to air 
the house, and the lamps arc all out, save here and 
there one behind the scenes, the contrast with what 
has gone before is most impressive. Every thing 
wears a dream-like aspect. The empty boxes and 
■tails, — the silence, — the smoky twilight, and the magic 
■cene dismantled, produce in me a strange mysterious 
feeling. It is like a dim reflection of a theatre in 
water, or in a dusty mirror ; and reminds me of some of 
Hoffmann’s wild talcs. It is a practical moral lesson, 
— a commentary on the play, and make the show 
complete.” 

It was truly as he said : only tenfold more desolate, 
solemn, and impressive ; and produced upon the mind 
the effect we experience when slumber is suddenly 
broken, and dreams and realities mingle, and we know 
not yet whether we sleep or wake. As they at length 
passed out through the dimly* lighted passage, theyheard 
a vulgar-vlooking fellow, with a sensual face and shaggy 
whiskers, say to some persons who were standing near 
him, and seemed to be hangers-on of the playhouse — 

I shall run her siy nights at Munich, and then taka 
her on to Vienna.’* 
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Flemming thought he wis speaking of some favourite 
horse. He was Ipeaking-qf his beautiful wife, the bal- 
let-dancer. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

OLD HUMBUa. 

Whfit most interested our travellers in the ancient 
city of Frankfort, was neither the opera nor the Ariadne 
of Danneckcr, but the house in which Goethe was born, 
and tlie scenes he frequented in his childhood, and re- 
membered in his old age. Such fur example are the 
walks around the city, outeide the moat; the bridge 
over the Maine, with the golden cock on the cross, 
which the poet beheld and marvelled at when a boy; 
the cloister of the Barefooted Friars, through which he 
stole with mysterious awe to sit by the oilcloth-covered 
table of old Rector Albrecht ; and the garden in which 
his grandfather walked up and down among fruit-trees 
and rose-bushes, in long morniag gown, black velvet 
cap, and the antique leather gloves, whjch he annually 
received as mayor on Pipers- Doomsday, representing 
a kind of middle personage between Alcinous and 
Laertes. Thus, O Genius! are iliy foot-prints hal- 
lowed ; and the star shines for ever over the place of 
thy nativity. 

** Vour English critics may rail as they list,*’ said 
the baron, while he and Flemming were returning fn>m 
a stroll in the leafy gardens, outside the moat; *'but 
after all, Goethe was a magnificent old fellow. Only 
think of his life : his youth of passion, alternately as- 
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piring and desponding, siuVmy, impetuous, headiongi 
his romantic manhood, in^whuh pifssion assumes the 
form of strength; assiduous, careful, toiling without 
haste, without rest ; and his sublime old age, — the ag-e 
of serene and classic repose, where he stands^^ke 
Atlas, as Claudian has painted him in the Battle m the 
Giants, holding the world aloft upon his head, the 
ocean-streams hard frozen in his hoary locks.*’ 

** A good illustration of what the world calls his indit- 
ferentisin.*’ 

** And do you know I rather like this indifferentism ? 
Did you never have the misfortune to live in a com- 
munity, where a difficulty in the parish seemed to an- 
nounce the end of the world ? or to know one of the 
benefactors of the human race, in the very * storm and 
pressure period ’ of his indiscreet enthusiasm ? If you 
have, I think you will see something beautiful .in the 
calm and dignified attitude which the old philosopher 
assumes.” 

** It is a pity that his admirers had not a little of 
this philosophic coolness. It amuses me to read the 
various epithets which they apply to him : The dear, 
dear Man ! The Life-enjoying Man I The All sided 
One! The Bepresentative of Poetry upon earth ! The 
Many-sided Master-mind of Germany I His enemies 
rush into the other extreme, and hurl at him the fierce 
names of Old Humbug! and Old Heathen ! which hit 
like pistol-d)ullcts.’* 

** I confess he was no saint.** 

** No.; his philosophy is the old ethnic philosophy. 
You will find it all in a convenient and concentrated, 
portable form in Horace’s beautiful Ode to Thaliarcus. 
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What I most object to in tlii^ old gentleman is his sen- 
suality.” * • 

** O nonsense. Nothing can be purer than the Iphi- 
genia; jt is as cold and passionless as a marble 
statpe.” 

“ Very true ; but you cannot Ay the same of some 
of the Roman Elegies, and of that inonstFous book the 
Elective Affinities.** 

** Ah, my friend, Goethe is an artist, and looks upon 
all things as objects of art merely. Why should he not 
be allowed to copy in words what painters and sculptors 
copy in colour:j and in marble '(*' 

** The artist shows his character in the choice of his 
subject. Goethe never sculptured an Apollo, nor 
painted a Madonna. He gives us only sinful Magda- 
lens and rampant Fauns. He does not so much idealise 
as realise.’* 

“ He only copies nature.’ 

*' So did the artists who made the bronze lamps of 
Pompeii. Would you hang one of those in your hall ? 
To say that a man is an artist and copies nature is not 
enough. There are two great schools of art ; the imita- 
tive and the imaginative. The latter is the most noble, 
and most enduring ; and Goethe belonged rather to the 
former. Have you read Menzel’s attack upon him 7” 

** It is truly ferocious. The Suabian hews into him 
lustily. 1 hope you do not side with him.” 

** By no means. He goes too far. He blames the 
poet for not being a politician. He might as well 
blame him for not being a missionary to the Sandwich 
udands.** 

^ iad what do you think of Eckermann 7” 
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** I think he is a toady.; a kind of German Boswell. 
Goethe knew he was dnrv^ing his portrait, and atti' 
tudinised accordingly. He works very hard to make 
a Saint Peter out of an old Jupiter, as the. Catholics 
did at Rome.” 

“Well, call him Old Humbug, or Old Heathen, or 
what you pibase; I maintain, that, with all his errors 
and short comings, he was a glorious specimen of a 
man.” 

“ lie certainly was. Did it ever occur to you that 
he was in some points like Ben Franklin ? a kind of 
rhymed Ben Franklin ? The practical tendency of his 
mind was the same ; his love of science was the same ; 
his benignant, philosophic spirit was the same; and a 
vast number of his little poetic maxims and soothsay- 
ings seem nothing more than the worldly wisdom of 
poor Richard, versified.” 

” What most ofliends me is, that now every German 
jackass must have a kick at the dead lion.” 

“And every one who passes through Weimar must 
throw a book upon his grave, as travellers did of old a 
stone upon the grave of Manfredi, at Benevento. But 
of all that has been said or sung, what most pleases me 
is Heine's Apologetic, if I may so call it ; in which he 
says, that the minor poets, who flourished under the im- 
perial reign of Goethe, 'resemble a young forest, where 
the trees first show their owm magnitude after the oak 
of a h’ ndred years, whose branches had towered above 
and overshadowed them, has fallen. There was not 
wanting an opposition, that strove against Goethe, this 
majestic tree. Men of the most warring opinions 
united themselves for the contest. The adherents of 
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the old faith, orthodox, were vexed, that, in the 
trunk of the vast tree, no'itiche with its holy image was 
to be found ; nay, that even the naked Dryads of pa*, 
ganisnuwere permitted to play their witchery there; 
and gladly, with consecrated axe, would they have « 
imitated the holy Boniface, and levelled the enchanted 
oak to the ground. The followers of the new faith, 
the apostles of liberalism, were vexed on the other hand, 
that the tree could not serve as the tree of liberty, or, 
at any rate, as a barricade. In fact, the tree was too 
high ; no one could plant the red cap upon its summit, 
or dance the Carmagnole beneath its branches. The 
multitude, however, venerated this tree for the very 
reason, that it reared itself with such independent 
grandeur, and so graciously filled the world with its 
odour, while its branches, streaming magnificently 
toward heaven, made it appear as if tlve stars were only 
the golden fruit of its wondrous limbs.’ Don’t you 
think that beautiful ?” 

"Yes, very beautiful. And I am glad to see that 
you find something to admire in my favourite author, 
notwithstanding his frailties ; or, to use an old German 
saying, that you can drive the hens out of the garden 
without tr.impling down the beds.” 

" Here is the old gentleman himself!” exclaimed 
Flemming. 

" Where ?” cried the baron, as if for the moment 
he expected to see the living figure of the poet walking 
befoie them. 

“Here at the window, — the full-length cast. Ex- 
cellent, is it not. He is dressed as usual, in his long 
yellow nankeen surtout, with a white cravat crossed in 
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front. What a magnifiGPivt head I and what a posture ! 
He stands like a tower of sifengrth. And, by heavens 1 
he was nearly eighty years old when that was made." 

" How do you know ?" 

"You can see by the date on the pedestal." 

" You are right. And yet ho'v erect he stands, with 
his square shoulders braced bac*, and his hands behind 
him. He looks as if ne were standing before the fire. 
I feel tempted to put a live coal into his hand, it lies 
so invitingly half-open. Glcim’s description of hinSf 
soon after he went to Weimar, is very different from 
this. Do you recollect it ?" 

" No, I do not.” 

*' It is a story, which good old father Gleim used to 
tell with great delight He was one evening reading 
the Gottingen Musen Almanach in a select society at 
Weimar, when a young man came in, dressed in a 
short, green shooting-jacket, booted and spurred, and 
Slaving a pair of brilliant black Italian eyes. He in 
turn offored to read ; but finding probably the poetry 
of the Musen Almanach of that year rather too in- 
spired for him, he soon began to improvise the wildest 
and most fantastic poems imaginable, and in all possi- 
ble forms and measures, all the while pretending to 
read from the book. ‘That is either Goethe or the 
Devil,’ said good old father Gleim to Wieland, who sat 
near him. To which the * Great I of Osmannstadt’ re- 
plied : * It is both, for he has the Devil in him to-night ; 
and at such times he is like a wanton colt, that flings 
out before a.id behind, and you will do well not to ga 
near him !’ ’* 

" Very good I" 
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** And now tha| noble dgpnre is but mould. Only 
a few months ago those mdji^stic eyes looked for the 
last time on the light of a pleasjtnt spring morning 
Calm, lil^e a god,- the old man sat, and with a smile 
seemed to bid farewell to the light of day, on which he 
had gazed for more than eighty years. Books were 
near him, and the pen which had just dropped, as it 
were from his dying fingers. ‘ Open the shutters, and 
Jet in more light T were the last words that came from 
those lips. Slowly stretching forth his hand, he seemed 
to write in the air ; and as it sank down again and was 
motionless, the spirit of the old man departed.” 

” And yet the world goes on. It is strange how soon, 
when a great man dies, his place is filled ,* and so com- 
pletely, that he seems no longer wanted. But let us 
step in here. I wish to buy that cast, and send it home 
to a friend.” 


CHAPTER IX. 

THE DAYLIGHT OF THE DWARFS, AMD THE PALLINC 
STAR. 

After lingering a day or two in Frankfort, the two 
friends struck across through Ilochhcim to the Rhine, 
and then up among the hills of the Rheingau to 
Schlangenbad, where they tarried only to bathe and 
dine, and then pursued their way to Langenschwal- 
bach. The towa lies in a valley, with gentle-sloping 
hills around it, and long avenues of poplars leadiii^^ 
forth into the fields. One interminable street cuts the 
town in twain, and there are old houses with curious 
faces carved upon their fronts, and dates of the olden 
time. 
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Our travellers soon .^allied forth from their hotel, 
impatient to drink the strength -givings waters of the 
fountains. They continued their w^lk far up the valley 
under the poplars.* The new grain was waving in the 
fields ; the birds singing in the trees and in the air ; 
and every thing seemed glad, save a poor old man, who 
came tottering out of the woods with a heavy bundle of 
sticks on his shoulders. 

lieturning upon their steps, they passed down the val- 
ley and through the long street to the tumble-down old 
ljUtheran church. A flight of stone steps leads from 
the street to the green terrace or platform on which the 
church stands, and which, in ancient times, was the 
churchyard, or as the (Ilerinans more devoutly say, 
God’s-acre; where generations are scattered like seeds, 
and that which is sown in corruption shall be raised 
hereafter in incorruption. On the steps stood an old man, 
— a very old man, — holding a little girl by the hand, 
lie took off his greasy caji as they passed, and wished 
them good day. Ills teeth were gone ; he could hardly 
articulate a syllable. The baron asked him how old 
the church was. He gave no answer, but when the 
question was repeated, came close up to them, and 
taking off his cap again, turned his ear attentively, and 
said-*- 

“ 1 am hard of hearing.” 

” Poor old man,” said Flemming ; he is as much 
a ruin as the church we are entering. It will not be 
long befov'* he, too, shall be sown as the seed in this 
God’s-acre !” 

The little girl ran into a house close at hand, anA 
brought out the great key. The church door swung open. 



IlYFERIOi.^. 


117 


• 

and descending |i few step^ they passed through a low- 
roofed passage into the church. All was in ruin. The 
gravestones in the pavement were started from their 
place ;• the vaults beneath yawned ; the roof above was 
falling piecemeal ; there were rents in the old tower ; , 
and mysterious passages, and side doors with crazy 
flights of wooden steps, leading down into the church- 
yard. Amid all this ruin, one thing only stood erect 
it was a statue of a knight in armour, standing in a 
niche under the pulpit. 

** Who is this ?** said Flemming to the old sexton ; 

** who is this, that stands here so solemnly in marble, 
and seems to be keeping guard over the dead men 
below V* 

“ 1 do not know,’* replied the old man ; but I have 
heard my grandfather say it was the statue of a great 
warrior.” 

“ There is history for you !” exclaimed the baron. 

** There is fame ! To have a statue of marble, and yet 
have your name forgotten by the sexton of your parish, 
who can remember only, that he once heard his grand- 
father say, that you were a great warrior!’* 

Flemming made no reply, for he was thinking of the 
days when from that old pulpit, some bold reformer 
thundered down the first tidings of a new' doiniiHne, and 
the roof ephoed with the grand old hymns of Martin 
Luther. 

When he communicated his thoughts to the baron, 
the only answer he received was — 

“ After all, what is the use of so much preaching? 
Do you think the fishes, that heard the sermon of St. 
Anthony, were any better than those who did not? I 
commend to your fiivourable notice the fish-sermon oi 
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this saint, ad recorded 1>}r Abrahaip a Santa Clara- 
You will find it in your fawRiiite Wonder Horn." 

Thus passed the day at Langenschwtilbach ; and the 
evening at Allee-Saal was quite solitary, for as yet no 
company had arrived to fill its chambers, or sit under 
the trees before the door. The next morning even 
Flemming and the baron were gone ; for the German's 
heart was beating with strong desire to embrace his 
sister, and the heart of his friend cared little whither 
he went, so be it he were not too much alone. 

After a few hours’ drive, they were looking down 
from the summit of a hill right upon the bouse tops Oi 
Ems. There it lay, deep sunk in the hollow beneath 
them, as if some inhabitant of Sirius, like him spoken 
of in Voltaire’s talc of Micromegas, held it in the hollow 
of his hand. High and peaked rise the hills, that 
throw their shadows into this romantic valley, and at 
their base winds the River Lahn. Our travellers drove 
through the one long street, composed entirely of hotels 
and lodging houses. Sick people looked out of the 
windows as they passed. Others were walking leisurely 
up and down, beneath the few decapitated trees, which 
represent a public promenade ; and a boy, with a blue 
frock and crimson cap, was driving three donkeys down 
the street. In short they were in a fashionable water- 
ing-place, as yet sprinkled only by a fet^ pattering 
drops of the summer rain of strangers, which generally 
follows the first hot days. 

On alig- ting at the London Hotel, the baron found 
—not his sister, but only a letter from her, saying she 
had changed her mind and gone to the baths of Fran- 
conia. This was a disappointment, which the baron 
pocketed with the letter, and said not a word more 
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about either. I^was his vfay — his life-philosophy in 
small things and great, fit the evening they went to 
an aesthetic tea^ at the house of the Frau Kranich, the 
wife of » rich banker of Frankfort. 

** I must tell you about this Frau Kranich/’ said the 
baron to Flemming, on the way. She is a woman of 
talent and beauty, and just in the prime of life. But, 
unfortunately, very ambitious. Her mania is, to make 
a figure in the fashionable world ; and to this end she 
married a rich banker of Frankfort, old enongh to be 
her father, not to say her grandfather, hoping, doubt- 
less, that he would soon die ; for, if ever a woman 
wished to be a widow, she is that woman. But the old 
fellow is tough and won’t die. Moreover he is deaf, 
snd crabbed, and penurious, and halt the time bed- 
ridden. The wife is a model of virtue, notwithstand- 
ing her weakness. She nurses the old gentleman as if 
he were a child. And, to crown all, he hates society, 
and will not hear of his wife receiving or going into 
company.” 

How, thrn, can she give soirees ?” asked Flem- 
ming. 

” 1 was just going to tell you,” continued the baron. 
“The gay lady has no taste for long evenings with the 
old gentleman in the back chamber; for being thus 
chained like a criminal under Mezentius, face to face 
with a dead body. So she put him to bed first and — ** 

“ Gives him opium.” 

“Yes, I dare say: and then gives herself a soiree, 
without his knowing any thing about it This course of 
deception is truly hateful in itself, and must be particu- 
larly so to her, for she is not a low or an immoral woman | 
but one of those who not having strength enough to 
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complete the sacrifice they hi've had strength en'.>ugh 
to commence, are betrayed ktto a life of duplicity and 
Falsehood.” 

They had now reached the house, and were yshered 
'*■1010 a room gaily lighted and filled with guests. The 
hostess came forward to receive them, dressed in white, 
and sailing down the room like a swan. When the 
customary salutations had passed, and Flemming had 
i een duly presented, the baron said, not without a cer- 
tain degree of malice, — 

**And, my dear Frau Kranich, how is your good 
husband to-night?” 

This question was about as discreet as a cannon-balh 
But the lady replied in the simplicity of her heart, and 
not in the least disconcerted, — 

The same as ever tny dear baron. It is astonish- 
ist how be holds out. But let us not talk of these 
tilings now. 1 must introduce your friend to his coun> 
t.yman, the Grand Duke of Mississippi ; alike remark- 
able for his wealth, his modesty, and the extreme sim- 
plicity of his manners. He drives only six horses. 
Besides, he is known as a man of learning and piety : 
—has his private chapel, and private clergyman, who 
always preaches against the vanity of worldly riches. He 
has also a private secretary, whose sole duty it is to 
■moke to him, that he may enjoy the aroma of Spanish 
cigars, without the trouble of smoking.” 

** Decidedly a man of genius !” 

Here Flemming was introduced to his illustrious 
countryman ; a person who seemed to consist chiefly 
of linen, such a display .did he make of collar, bosom, 
and wristbands. 
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“Pray Mr. Flem^ning wliat do you think of that 
Rembrandt ?’* said he, poiri^^ng to a picture on the 
wall. “ Exquisite picture ! The grandeur of senti- 
ment and splendour of chiaroscuro arc of the first order. 
Just observe the liquidity of the water, and the silvery- 
ness ot the clouds. Great power ! There is a bravura 
of handling in that picture, sir, which requires the eye 
of the connoisseur to appreciate.” 

“ Yes, a most undoubted — copy !” 

And here their conversation ended ; for at that 
moment the little Moldavian Prince Jerkin made his 
way through the crowd, with his snufT'box in his hand, 
and hurried up to Flemming, whom he had known in 
Heidelberg. He was eager to let every one know that 
he spoke English, and in his haste began by making 
a mistake. 

“Good bye! Good bye! Mr. Flemming!” said he, 
instead of good evening. “ 1 am ravished to sec you 
in Ems. Nice place ; — all that there is of most nice. 
T drink my water and am good 1 Do you not think 
NIC Frau Kranich has a very beautiful leather?” 

'He meant skin. Flemming laughed outright ; but it 
was not perceived by the prince, because at that 
moment he was pushed aside, in the rush of a gallop- 
ade, and Flemming beheld his face no more. At the 
same moment the baron introduced a friend of his, who 
also spoke English, and said — 

You will sup with me to-night. I have some Rhine 
wine, which will be a seduction to you.” 

Soon after the baron stood with an impassioned 
romantic lady leaning on his irm,. examining a copy of 
Raphael’s Fornarina. 
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*' Ah t 1 wish I had bQRn the Fornarina," sighed the 
impassioned, romantic Iad>. 

“ Then, my dear madam," replied the baron, ** I wish 
I had been Raphael." 

And so likewise said to himself a very tall* man with 
fiery red hair, and fancy whiskers, who was waltzing 
round and round in one spot, and in a most extraordi- 
nary waistcoat ; thus representing a fiery, floating light, 
to warn men of the hidden rocks, on which the breath 
of vanity drives them shipwreck. At length his part«» 
■^ner, tired of spinning, sank upon a sofa, like a child's 
top, when it reels and falls. 

" You do not like the waltz 7" said an elderly French 
gentleman, remarking the expression of Flemming's 
countenance. 

" O yes: among the figurantes of the Opera. But 1 
onfess, it sometimes makes me shudder to see a young 
rake clasp his arms round the waist of a pure and inn 
nocent girl. What would you say, were you to see him 
sitting on a sofa with his arms round your wife?" 

** Mere prejudice of education," replied the French 
gentleman. " 1 know that situation. 1 have read all 
about it in the Bibliotheque de Romans Choisis!" 

And mehily went the dance ; and bright eyes and 
flushed cheeks were not wanting among the dancers : 

** And they waxed red, and waxed warm. 

And rested, panting, arm in arm,” 

and the l^^raiiss-waltzes sounded pleasantly in the ears 
of Flemmingi who, though he never danced, yet, like 
Henry of Ofterdingen, in the Romance of Novalis, 
thought to music. The wheeling waltz set the wheels 
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of his fancy going. • And tlips*the moments glided on, 
and the footsteps of Time were not heard amid tlie 
sound of music and voices. 

But suddenly this scene of gaiety was interrupted. 
I'lie door opened wide, and the short figure of a grey- 
haired old man presented itself, with a flushed coun- 
tenance and wild eyes, lie was but half dressed, and 
in his hand held a silver candlestick without a light. A 
sheet was wound round his head, like a turban ; and he 
tottered forward with a vacant, bewildered look, ex- 
claiming, — 

“ 1 am Mahomet, the King of the Jewsl*' 

At the same moment he tell in a swoon, and was borne 
out of the room by the servants. Flemming looked at 
the lady of the festival, and she was deadly pale. Fora 
moment all was confusion ; and the dance and the music 
stopped. The impression produced on the company 
was at once ludicrous and awful. They tried in vain 
to rally. The whole society was like a dead body, from 
which the spirit has departed. Ere long the guests 
had all dispersed, and left the lady of the mansion to 
her mournful, expiring lamps, and still more mournful 
reflections. 

** Truly,” said Flemming to the barony as they wen- 
ded their way homeward, ** this seems not like reality ; 
but like one of the sharp contrasts we find in novels. 
Who shall say, after this, that there is not more 
romance in real life than we find written in books!” 

” Not more romance,” said the baron, “but a dif- 
ferent romance.” 

A still more tragic scene had been that evening jen- 
acted in Heidelberg. Just as the sunset, two female 

F 
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figures walked along the 'romantic jnroodland pathway 
leading to the Angel’s Meadow, a little green opening 
«n the brow of one of the high hills, which see them- 
selves' in the Neckar, and hear the solemp bells of 
Kloster Neuburg. The evening shadows were falling 
broad and long ; and the cuckoo began to sing. 

** Cuckoo ! Cuckoo !" said the elde&t of the two 
figures repeating an old German popular rhyme— 

'Cuckoo! Cuckoo t 
Tell me true, 

Tell me fair and fine. 

How long must I unmarried pine!”* 

It was the voice of an evil spirit, that spoke in the 
person of Madeleine; and the pale and shi inking 
figure, that walked by her side, and listened to those 
words, was Emma of Ilmenau. A young man joined 
them, where the path turns into the thick woodlands ; 
and they disappeared among the shadowy branches. It 
was the Polish count. 

The forget-me nots looked up to heaven with their 
meek blue eyes, from their home in the Angel's 
Meadow. Calmly stood the mountain of All Saints, 
in its majestic, holy stillness ; — the river flowed so far 
below, that the murmur of its waters was not heard ; 
there was not a sigh of the evening wind among the 
leaves,— not a sound upon the earth nor in the air ;— 
and ye^^^ai night there fall a star from heaven 1 



•CHAPTER X. 

. THE PAETINQ. 

It was now that season of the year which an old 
English writer calls the amiable month of June, and at 
that hour of the day when, face to face, the rising 
moon beholds the setting sun. As yet the stars were 
few in heaven ; but, after the heat of the day, the cool- 
ness and the twilight descended like a benediction upon 
the earth, by all those gentle sounds attended which 
are the meek companions of the night 

Flemming and the baron had passed the afternoon at 
the castle. They had rambled once more together, and 
for the last time, over the magnificent ruin. On the 
morrow they were to part, perhaps for ever. The baron 
was going to Berlin to join his sister ; and Flemming, 
driven forward by the restless spirit within him, longed 
once more for a change of scene, and was going to the 
Tyrol and Switzerland. Alas! he never said to the 
passing hour, *Stay, for thou art fair!’ but reached 
forward into the dark future, with unsatisfied longings 
and aimless desires, that were never still. 

As the day was closing, they sat down on the terrace 
of Elizabeth’s garden. The sun had set beyond the 
blue Alsatian hills ; and on the valley of the Rhine fed 
the purple mist, like the mantle of the departing pro- 
phet from his fiery chariot. Over the castle walls, and 
the trees of the garden, rose the large moon, and be- 
tween the contending daylight and moonlight there 
were as yet no shadows. But at length the shadows 
came — ^transparent find faint outlines, that deepened 
F 2 
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into form. In the valley ^clow only the river gleamed 
like steel, and here and there the lamps were lighted in 
the town. Solemnly stood the leafy linden trees in the 
garden near them, their trunks in darkness and their 
summits bronzed with moonlight; and in his* niche in 
the great round tower, overhung with ivy, like a ma- 
jestic phantom, stood the grey statue of Louis, with his 
venerable beard, and shirt of mail, and flowing mantle ; 
and the mild, majestic countenance looked forth into 
the silent night as the countenance of a seer, who reads 
the stars. At intervals the wind of the summer night 
passed through the ruined castle and the trees, and 
they sent forth a sound as if nature were sighing in her 
dreams ; and for a moment overheard the broad leaves 
gently clashed together, like brazen cymbals, with a 
tinkling sound, and then all was still, save the sweet, 
passionate song of nightingales, that no where upon 
earth sing more sweetly than in the gardens of Heidel- 
berg Castle. 

The hour, the scene, and die near approaching sepa- 
ration of the two young friends, had filled their hearts 
with a pleasant, though at the same time not painless 
excitement. They had been conversing about the 
magnificent old ruin, and the ages in which It had been 
built, and the vicissitudes of time and war, that had 
battered down its walls, and left it “ tenantless, save to 
the crannying wind.’’ 

** How sorrowful and sublime is the face of that 
statue yonder,” said Flemming. ‘*Jt reminds me of 
the old uanish hero Beowulf; for careful, sorrowing, 
he seeih in his son's bower the wine-hall deserted, the 
resort of the wind, noiseless. The knight sleepeth; 
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the warrior lietli in darknes»: there is no noise of the 
harp, no joy in the dwellifil|[8, as there was before.** 

“ Even as you say,” replied the baron ; ” but it often 
astonishi^s me, that, coming from that fresh, green 
world of yours beyond the sea, you should feel so much < 
interest in these old things; nay, at times, seem so to 
have drunk in their spirit, as really to live in the times 
of old. For my part, 1 do not see what charm there 
is in the pale and wrinkled countenance of the past so 
to entice the soul of a young man. It seems to me like 
falling in love with one’s grandmother. Give me the 
present ; — warm, glowing, palpitating with life. She 
is my mistress ; and the future stands waiting like my 
wife that is to be, for whom, to tell the truth, 1 care 
very little just now. Indeed, my friend, 1 wish you 
would take more heed of this philosophy of mine, and 
not waste the golden hours of youth in vain regrets for 
the past, and indefinite, dim longings for the future. 
Youth comes but once in a Jifetime.’* 

“Therefore,” said Flemming, “ let us so enjoy it as 
to be still young when we are old. For my part, 1 grow 
happier as I grow older. When I compare my sensa- 
tions and enjoyments now with what they were ten 
years ago, the comparison is vastly in favour of the 
present. Much of the fever and frctfulness of life is 
over. The world and 1 look each other more calmly in 
the face. My mind is more self-possessed. It has 
done me good to be somewhat parched by the heat, and 
drenched by the rain of life.** 

“ Now you speak like an old philosopher,** answered 
the baron, laughing. “ But you deceive yourself. I 
never knew a more restless, feverish spirit than youri. 
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Do not think you have gained the mastery yet. You 
are onlf riding at anchor h6re in an eddy of the stream ; 
you will soon be swept away again in the mighty cur- 
rent and whirl of accident. Do not trust ^his Mionient- 
ary calm. 1 know you better than you know yourself. 
There is something Faust-like in you ; you would fain 
grasp the highest and the deepest, and * reel from desire 
to enjoyment, and in enjoyment languish for desire.* 
'When a momentary change of feeling comes over you, 
you think the change permanent, and thus live in con- 
stant self-deception." 

** 1 confess," said Flemming, ** there may be some 
truth in what you say. There arc times when my soul 
is restless, and a voice sounds within me like the trump 
of an archangel, and thoughts that were buiied long 
ago come out of their graves. At such times my 
favourite occupations and pursuits no longer charm me. 
The quiet face of nature seems to mock me.*' 

“ There certainly are seasons," replied the baron, 
** when nature seems not to sympathise with her be- 
loved children. She sits there so eternally calm and 
self-possessed, so very motherly and serene, and cares 
BO little whether the heart of her child breaks or not, 
that at times I almost lose my patience. About that, 
too, she cares so little, that out of sheer obstinacy, I 
become good humoured again, and then she smiles.** 

“I think we must confess, however,” continued Flem- 
ming, "that all this springs from our own imperfection, 
not from hers, How beautiful is this green world which 
we inhabit. See, yonder, how the moonlight mingles 
with the mist. Wiiat a glorious night is this ! Truly 
every man has a Paradise around him until he sins. 
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Rnd the angel of an accusing conscience drives him 
from his Eden, ^iid evea^lien there are holy hours, 
when this angel sleeps, and man comes back, and with 
the innocent eyes of a child, looks into his lost para- 
dise again — into the broad gates and rural solitudes of 
nature. 1 feel this often. We have much to enjoy in 
the quiet and retirement of our own thoughts. Boister- 
ous mirth and loud laughter are not my mood : 1 love 
that tranquility of soul in which we feel the blessing of 
existence, and which in itseKis a prayer and a thanks- 
giving. I find, however, that, as 1 grow older, 1 love 
the country less, and the city more.'* 

“ Yes,” interrupted the baron ; “ and presently you 
will love the city less, and the country more. Say at 
once, that you have an undefined longing for both, and 
prefer town or country, according to the mood you are 
in. I think a man must be of a very quiet and happy 
nature who can long endure the country ; and moreover, 
very well contented with his own insignificant person, 
very self-complacent, to be continually occupied with 
himself and his own thoughts. To say the least, a 
city life makes one more tolerant and liberal in his 
judgment of others. One is not eternally wrapped up 
in self-contemplation ; which, after all, is only a more 
holy kind of vanity.** 

In conversation like this the hours passed away, til 
at length, from the Giant’s tower, the castle clock struck 
twelve, with a sound that seemed to come from the 
middle ages. Like watchmen from their belfries the 
city clocks answered it, one by one. Then distant and 
muffled sounds were heard. Inarticulate words seemed 
t> blot the foggy air, as if written on wet paper. 
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These were the hells of Hamlschuhseimer, and of other 
villa^res on the broad of tlie Il'hine, and among 
the hills of the Odcnwald — mysterious sounds, that 
seemed not of this world. 

Beneath them, in the shadow of the hills' lay the 
Yiillcy, like a fathomless, black gulf ; and above were 
the cloistered stars, that, nun-like, walk the holy aisles 
of heaven. The city was asleop in the valley 
below ; — all asleep and silent, save the clocks, that had 
just struck twelve, and the veering, golden weather- 
cocks, that were swimming in the moonshine, like 
golden fishes in a glass vase. And again the wind of 
the summer night passed through tlie old castle and 
the trees, and the nightingales recorded under the dark, 
shadowy leaves, and the heart of Flemming was full. 

When he had retired to his chamber, a feeling of 
utter loneliness came over him. The night before one 
begins a journey is always a dismal night; for, as 
Byron says, 

“ In leaving even the most unpleasant people 

And places, one keeps looking at the steeple.” 

And how much more so wnon the place and people are 
pleasant, as v^’as the case with those that Flemming was 
now leaving. No wonder he was sad and sleepless, 
llioughts came and went, and bright and gloomy 
fancies, and dreams and visions, and sweet faces looked 
under liis closed eyelids, and vanished away, and came 
again, a'-d again departed. He heard the clock strike 
from hour to hour, and said, “Another hour is gone." 
At length the birds began to sing, and ever and anon 
the cock crew. He arose and looked forth into the 
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grey lawn, ard before him fciy tlie city be was so soon 
to leave, all whit^ and ghastly, like a city that had 
arisen from its grave. *• 

“ All things must; change,** said he to the baron, as 
he embraced him, and held him by the hand. ** Friends 
must be torn asunder, and swept along in the current 
of events, to see each other seldom, and perchance no 
more. For ever and ever in the eddies of time and 
accident we whirl away. Besides which, some of us 
have a perpetual motion in our wooden dieads, as 
Wodcnblock had in his wooden leg : and, like him, we 
travel on, without rest or sleep, and have hardly time 
to take a friend by the hand in passing, and at length 
are seen hurrying through some distant land, worn to 
ft skeleton, and all unknowr#.* 
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Take away the lights, too ; 

The inooti lends me too much to find my fears ) 
And those devotions 1 am now to pay 
Are written in my heart, not in thy book, 

And I shall read them there without a taper.” 


CHAPTER I. 

iUM MEANTIME. 

They were right (those old German Minne-singers) 
to sing the pleasant summer time. What a time it is! 
How June stands illuminated in the calendar } 
The windows are all wide open — only the Venetian 
blinds closed. Here and there a long streak of sun- 
shine streams in through a crevice. We hear the low 
sound of the wind among the trees ; and as it swells 
and freshens, the distant doors clap to with a sudden 
sound. The trees are heaw with leaves, and the gar> 
dens full of blossoms, red and white. The whole at* 
mospliere is laden with perfume and sunshine. The 
birds sing. The cock struts about, and crows loftily. 
Insects chirp in the grass. Yellow buttet-cups stud 
the green carpet like golden buttons, and the red blos- 
soms Ok the clover like rubies. The elm trees reach 
their long, pendulous branches almost to the ground. 
White clouds sail aloft, and vapours fret the jlue sky 
with silver threads. The white village gleams afar 
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Against the dark hills. Through the meadow winds the 
river — careless, iqdolent. It eeems to love the country, 
and is in no haste to reaclf the sea. The bee only is 
at work — the hot and angry bee. All things else are 
at play :■ he never plays, and is vexed that any one 
should. 

People drive out of town to breathe and to be happy. 
Most of them have flowers in their hands, bunches of 
apple blossoms, and still oftener, lilacs. Ye denizens 
of the crowded city, how pleasant to you is the change 
from the sultry streets to the open fields, fragrant with 
clover blossoms 1 How pleasant the fresh, breezy 
country air, dashed with brine from the meadows! 
how pleasant, above all, the flowers — the manifold 
beautiful flowers 1 

It is no longer day. Through the trees rises the red 
moon, and the stars are scarcely seen. In the vast 
shadow of night the coolness and the dews descend. 

I sit at the open window to enjoy them, and hear only 
the voice of the summer wind. Like black hulks, the 
shadows of the great trees ride at anchor on the billowy 
sea of grass. I cannot see the red and blue flowers, 
but 1 know that they are there. Far away in the 
meadow gleams the silver Charles. The tramp of 
horses’ hoofs sounds from the wooden bridge. Then 
all is still, save the continuous wind of the summer 
night Sometimes 1 know not if it be the wind or the 
sound of the neighbouring sea. The village clock 
strikes, and I feel that I am not alone. 

How different is it in the city! It is late, and the 
crowd is gone. You step out upon the balcony, and 
lie in the very bosom of the cool, dewy night, as if you 
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(bided her garments about you. Tlic whole starry 
heaven is spread out overhead. Beneath lies the pub- 
lic walk with trees, like a fathomless, black gulf, into 
W'hose silent darkness the spirit plunges and floats away 
with some beloved spirit clasped in its embrace. The 
lamps are still burning up and down the long street. 
People go by, with grotesque shadows, now foreshort- 
ened and now lengthening away into the darkness, and 
vanishing, while a new one springs up behind the 
walker, and seems to pass him on the sidewalk. The 
iron gates of the park shut with a jangling clank. 
There are footsteps, and loud voices — a tumult — a 
drunken brawl — an alarm of lire ; then silence again. 
And now at length the city is asleep, and we can see 
the night. The belated moon looks over the roofs, and 
finds no one to welcome her. The moonlight is broken. 
It lies here and there in the squares, and the opening 
of streets — angular, like blocks of white marble. 


Under such a green, triumphal arch, O reader, with 
the odour of flowers about thee, and the song of birds, 
shalt thou pass onward into the enchanted land, as 
through the ivory gate of dreams 1 and as a prelude 
and majestic march, one sweet human voice, 1 know 
not whose, but coming from the bosom of the Alps, 
sings this sublime ode, which the Alpine echoes repeat 
afar : w 


*Como golden Evening! In the west 
Enthrone the storm-dispelling sun, 
And let the triple rainbow rest 
O’er all the mountain tops . — 'tls donaj 
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The tempest ceases. cBold and bright 
The rainbow shoots from hill to hill ; 
I>own sillies the siin*«oii presses night— 
Mont Blanc is lovely still I 

There take thy stand, my spirit; — spread 
The world of shadows at thy feet , 

And mark how calmly overhead 

The stars, like saints in glory, meet. 
'While hid in solitude sublime, 

Methinks I muse on Nature's tomb. 
And hear the passing foot of Time 
Step through the silent gloom. 

All in a moment crash on crash, 

From precipice to precipice, 

An aaalanche's ruins dash 

Down to the nethermost abyss, 
invisible ; the ear alone 
Pursues the uproar till it dies; 

Echo te eclio, groan for groan, 

From deep to deep replies. 

Silence again the darkness seals. 

Darkness that may be felt. But soMI 
The silver-clouded east reveals 

The midnight spectre of the moon : 

In half-eclipse she lifts her horn, 

Yet o'er the host of Heaven supreme^ 
Brings the faint semblance of a mom. 
With her awakening beam. 

Ah ! at her touch these Alpine heights 
Unreal mockeries appear ; 

A 1th blacker shadows, ghastlier light. 
Emerging as she climbs the sphere] 
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A crowd of apparitioijs pale I 
I hold my breath jn chill suspenae, 

They seem so exquis^ly frad. *’ 

Lest they should vanish hence. 

I breathe again, I freely breathe ; 

Thee, Leman's L^e, once more I trace, 
Like Dian's crescent far beneath, 

As beautiful as Dian’s face. 

Pride of the land that gave me birth ; 

All that thy waves reflect I love, 

Where Heaven itself, brought down to etnh. 
Looks fairer than above. 

Safe on thy banks again I stray ; 

Tne trance of poesy is o’er, 

And I am here at dawn of day. 

Gazing on mountains as before, 

Were all the strange mutations wrought. 
Where magic feats of my own mind ; 

For, in that fairy- land of thought, 

Whate'er 1 seek 1 find.” 


CHAPTER II. 

FOOT-TRAVELLING. 

Tell me, my soul, why art thou restless ? l¥hy dost 
thou Ir-ok forward to the future with such strong de- 
sire 7 The present is thine, and the past, — and the 
future shr’l be I O, that thou didst look forward to 
the great hereafter with half the longing wherewith 
thou longest for an earthly future, — which a few days at 
most will bring they I to the meeting of the dead, as 
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to the meetings of the absent. Thou glorious spirit- 
land 1 0| that L could beltold thee as thou art — the 

region of life, and light, ahd love, and the dwelling- 
place of those beloved ones, whose being has flowed 
onward like a silver clear stream into the solemn- 
sounding main, into the ocean of eternity. 

Such were the thoughts that passed through the soul 
of Flemming, as he lay in utter solitude and silence on 
the rounded summit of one of the mountains of the 
Furca Pass, and gazed, with tears in his eyes, and ar- 
dent longing in his heart, up into the blue-swimming 
heaven overhead, and at the glaciers and snowy moun- 
tain peaks around him. Highest and whitest of all 
stood the peak of the Jungfrau, which seemed near 
him, though it rose afar off from the bosom of theLau- 
terbrunner Thai. There it stood, holy, and high, and 
pure, the bride of heaven, all veiled and clothed in 
white, and lifted the thoughts of the beholder heaven- 
ward. O, he little thought then, as he gazed at it with 
longing and delight, how soon a form was to arise in 
his ow'n soul, as holy, and high, and pure as this, and 
like this point heavenward. 

Thus lay the traveller on the mountain summit, 
reposing his weary limbs on the short, brown grass, 
which more resembled moss than grass. He had sent 
his guide forward, that he might be alone. His soul 
within him was wild with a fierce and painful delight. 
The mountain air excited him ; the mountain solitudes 
enticed, yet maddened him. Every peak, every sharp, 
jagged iceberg, seemed to pierce him. The silence was 
awful and sublime. It was like that in the soul of a 
dying man, when he bears no more the sounds of earth 
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He seemed to be birring* aside his earthly garments. 
The heavens were near ujiio him^bnt between him 
and heaven every evil dc<Sl he had done arose gigantic, 
like those mountain peaks, and breathed an icy breath 
upon him. O, let not the soul that suffers dare to l(x>k 
natimc in the face, where she sits majestically aloft in 
the solitude of the mountains; for her face is hard and 
stern, and looks not in compassion upon her weak 
and erring child. It is the countenance of an accusing 
iirchaTigel, who summons us to judgment. In the 
valley she wears the countenance of a virgin mother, 
looking at us with tearful eyes, and a face of pity and 
love ! 

Hut yesterday rioumiing had come up the valley of 
the Saint (lothard Puss, through Anisteg, where the 
Kerstelcnback conies dashing down the Madcraner 
Thai, from its snowy cradle overhead. The road is 
steep, and runs on zigzag terraces. I'hc sides of the 
mountains are liarreii cliffs; and from their clond-cax>- 
ped summits, unheard amid the roar of the groat tor- 
rent below, come streams of snow-wdiitc foam, leaxung 
from rock to rock, like the mountain chamois. As you 
advance, the sccuc; grows wildcT and more desolate: 
There is not a tree in sight, — ^iiot a human habitation. 
Clouds, black as midnight, lour upon you from the 
ravines overhca<l ; and the mountain torrent beneath 
is but a sheet of foam, and sends up an incessant roar. 
A sudden turn in the rood brings you in sight of a 
lofty hi. dge, stepping from cliff to clifl* with a single 
stride. A fearful cataract howls beneath it, like an 
evtt spirit, and fills the air with mist ; and the moun- 
tain wind claps its bands and shrieks through the 



HYPERION. 


m 

• 

narrow pass, Ha I ha ! This i^the Devil’s Bridge. It 
icads the traveller across the ftnrful chasm, and through 
a mountain gallery into the broad, green, silent meadow 
of Andermath. 

Even the suiinymorning, which followed this gloomy 
day, had not chased the desolate impression from the 
soul of Flemming. His excitement increased as he 
lost himself more and more among the mountains ; and 
now, as he lay all alone on the summit of the sunny 
hill, with only glaciers and snowy peaks about him, his 
soul, as 1 have said, was wild with a fierce and painful 
i'elight. 

A human voice broke the reverie. lie looked, and 
beheld at a short distance from him, the athletic form 
of a mountain herdsman, who was approaching the 
spot where he lay. He was a young man, clothed in a 
rustic garb, and holding a long staff in his hand. When 
Flemming rose, he stood still, and gazed at him, as if 
he loved the face of man, even in a stranger, and longed 
to hear a human voice, though it might speak in an 
unknown tongue. He answered Flemming’s salutation 
in a rude mountain dialect, and in reply to his questions 
said — 

** I, with two ethers, have' charge of two hundred 
head of cattle on these mountains. Through the two 
summe: months we remain here night and day, for 
wnich we receive each a Napoleon.” 

Flemming gave him half his summer wages. He 
was glad to do a good deed In secret, and yet so near 
heaven. The man received it as his due, like a toll- 
kee])er ; and soon after departed, leaving the traveller 
alone. And the traveller went his way down the 
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mountain, as one dist^ught. He stopped only to 
pluck one bright blue floivrer, whicfi bloomed all alone 
in the vast desert, and looked up at him, as if to say, 
** O, take me with you ! leave me not here companion- 
less I" 

Ere long he reached the magnificent glacier of the 
Rhone ; a frozen cataract, more than two thousand feet 
in height, and many miles broad at its base. It fills 
the whole valley between two mountains, running back 
to their summits. At the base it is arched, like a dome ; 
and above, jagged and rough, and resembles a mass of 
gigantic crystals, of a pale emerald tint, mingled with 
while. A snowy crust covers its surface; but at every 
rent and crevice the pale green ice shines clear in the 
sun. Its shape is that of a glove, lying with the palm 
downwards, and the fingers crooked and close together. 
It is a gauntlet of ice, which, centuries ago. Winter, 
the king of these mountains, threw down in defiance 
to the Sun : and year by year the Sun strives in vain 
to lift it from the ground on the point of his glittering 
spear. A feeling of wonder and delight came over the 
soul of Flemming when he beheld it, and he shouted 
and cried aloud — 

** How wonderful ! how glorious !’’ 

After lingering a few hours in the cold, desolate 
valley, he climbed in the afternoon the steep Mayen- 
Wand, on the Grimsel, passed the Lake of the Dead, 
with its ink-black waters ; and through the melting 
snow, and over slippery stepping stones in the beds of 
numberless shallow brooks, descended to the Grimsel 
Hospital, where he passed the night, and thought it 
the most lone and desolate spot that man ever slept in. 
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On the morrow he rose with, the day, and the rising 
Bun found him already standing on the rustic bridge, 
which hangs over the verge of the Falls of the Aar at 
Hundeck, where the river pitches down a precipice 
into a narrow and fearful abyss, shut in by perpendicular 
cliffs. At right angles with it comes the beautiful 
Aerlenbach; and half way down the double cascade 
mingles into one. Thus he pursued his way down the 
Hasli Thai into the Bernese Oberland, restless, impa* 
tient, he knew not why, stopping seldom, and never 
long, and then rushing forward again, like the rushing 
river whose steps he followed, and in whose ice cold 
waters ever and anon he bathed his wrists, to cool the 
fever in his blood, for the noonday sun was hot. 

His heart dilated in the dilating valley, that grew 
broader and greener at every step. The sight of human 
faces and human dwellings soothed him : and through 
the fields of summer grain, in the broad meadows of 
Iingrund, he walked with a heart that ached no more, 
but trembled only, as our eyelids when we have done 
weeping. As he climbed the opposite hill, which hemf 
in this romantic valley, and like a heavy yoke, chafes 
the neck of the Aar, he believed the ancient tradition, 
which says that once the valley was a lake. From the 
summit of the hill he looked southward upon a beauti- 
ful landscape of gardens, and fields of grain, and wood- 
lands, and meadows, and the ancient castle of Resti, 
looking down upon Meyringen. And now all around 
him were the singing of birds, and grateful shadows 
of the leafy trees; and sheeted waterfalls dropping 
from the woodland cliffs, seen only, but unheard, the 
fluted columns breaking into mist and fretted with 
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frequent spares and ornaments of foam, and not unlike 
the towers of a Gothic cliairch inverted. There, in one 
white slieet of foam, the liiecheiibach pours down into 
its deep beaker, into which the sun never shines. Face 
‘ to face it beholds the Alpbach fullirijr from the eppo- 
aite liill, “ like a downward smoke." When Flemming 
saw the innumerable runnels, sliding down the moun- 
tain-side, and leaping, all life and gladness, he would 
fain have clasped them in his arms and been their play- 
mate, and revelled with them in their freedom and 
delight. Yet he was w'cary with the day’s journey, and 
entered the village of Mcyringcn, embowered in cherry 
trees, which were then laden with fruit, more like a 
wayworn traveller than an enthusiastic poet. As he 
went up the tavern steps he said in his heart, with the 
Italian Arctino, "He who has not been at a tavern, 
knows not what a paradise it is. O holy tavern ! O 
miraculous tavern ! holly, because no carking cares are 
there, no weariness, nor pain ; and miraculous, because 
of the spits, which of themselves turn round and round I 
Of a truth all courtesy and good manners come from 
taverns, so full of bows, and SignoTf si / and Signor, 
no r* 

But even in the tavern he could not rest long. The 
same evening at sunset he was floating on the Lake of 
Brienz in an open boat, close under the cascade of the 
Giessbach, hearing the peasants sing the Ranz des 
Vaches. Ke slept that night at the other extremity of 
the lake, in a large house, which, like Saint Peter's at 
Joppa, stood hy the water's side. The next day he 
wasted in writing letters, musing in this green nest, 
and paddling about the lake again ; and in the evening 
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went across the beautiful meadows to Interlachen, 
w'here many things happened to himi and detained him 
long. 


CHAPTER III. 

INTERLACIIEN. 

Intcrlachen ! How peacefully, by the margin of the 
swift-rushing Aar, thou liest, on the broad lap of those 
romantic meadows, all oTershadowed by the wide arms 
of giant trees 1 Only the round towers of thine 
ancient cloister rise above their summits ; the round 
towers themselves, but a child's plaything under the 
great church -towers of the mountains. Close beside 
thee arc lakes, which the flowing band of the river ties 
together. Before thee opens the magnificent valley of 
Lauterbrunn, where the cloud-hooded monk and pale 
virgin stand like Saint Francis and his Bride of Snow ; 
and all around thee arc fields, and orchards, and ham- 
lets green, from which the church bells answer each 
other at evening I The evening sun was setting when 
I first beheld thee I The sun of life will set ere 1 forget 
thee 1 Surely it was a scene like this, that inspired 
the soul of the Swiss poet, in his Song of the Bell ; — 

Bell, tliou soundest merrily, 

\f hen the bridal party 
To the church doth hie : 

Bell thou soundest solemnly, 

When, Oil Sabbath morning, 

Fields deserted lie. 
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Bell, thuu soundest merrily { 

Tellest thou at evening, 

Bed-time draweth nigh : 

Bell, thou soundest mournfully; 

Tellest thou the bitter 
Parting hath gone by. 

Ray, how canst thou mourn I 
How canst thou rejoice 
Art hut metal dull 
And yet all our sorrowings. 

And all our rejoicings. 

Thou dost feel them all. 

God hath wonders many, 

Which we cannot futhotn, 

Placed within thy form : 

When tlie heart is sinking, 

Thou alone canst raise it, 

Trembling in the storm ! ** 

* Paul Flemming alighted at one of the principal botelst 
The landlord came out to meet him. He had great eyes 
and a green coat, and reminded Flemming of the inn- 
keeper mentioned in the Golden Ass, who had been 
changed by magic into a frog, and croaked to his cus- 
tomers from the lees of a wine-cask. His house, he 
said, was full ; and so was every house in Interlachen ; 
but, if the gentleman would walk into the parlour, he 
would procure a chamber for him in the neighbourhood. 

On the sofa sat a gentleman, reading ; a stout gentle- 
man of perhaps forty- five, round, ruddy, and with a 
bead, which, being a little bald on the top, looked not 
unlike a crow’s nest, with one egg in it. A good- 
humoured face, turned from the book as Flemming 
entered ; and a good-humoured voice exclaimed— 
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" Ha ! ha ! Mr. (^lemming I • la it you, or your appa- 
rition ! 1 told you we should meet again, though you 

were for taking an eternal farewell of your fellow- 
traveller.** 

Saying these words, the stout gentleman rose anj)jb 
shook Fleiiiining heartily by the hand. And Flemming 
returned the shake as heartily, recognising in this ruddy 
personage a former travelling companion, Mr. Berkley, 
whom he had left, a week or two previous, toiling up 
the Righi. Mr. Berkley, was an Englishman of fortune ; 
a good-humoured, humane old bachelor ; remarkable 
alike fur his common-sense and his eccentricity. That 
is to say, the basis of his character was good, sound 
common-sense, trodden down and smoothed by educa- 
tion ; but this level ground-work his strange and 
whimsical fancy used as a dancing- floor, whereon to 
exhibit his eccentric tricks. His ruling passion was 
cold-bathing, and he usually ate his breakfast sitting 
in a tub of cold water, and reading a newspaper. He 
kissed every child he met, and to every old man said, 
in passing, ** God bless you !” with such an expression 
of voice and countenance, that no one could doubt his 
sincerity. He reminded one of Roger Bontemps, or 
the Little Man in Grey, though with a difference. 

'*The last time I had the pleasure of seeing you, 
Mr. Berkley,*’ said Flemming, " was at Goldau, just as 
you were going up the Righi. I hope you were grati- 
fied with a fine sunrise on the mountain top.** 

“ No, sir, I was not!” replied Mr. Berkley. “ It is 
all a humbug ! a confounded humbug ! They made 
such a noise about their sunrise, that 1 determined 1 
would not see it. So I lay snug in bed and only 
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peeped through the window-curtaiu. That was enough. 
Just above the house, on the top of the hill, stood some 
fifty half-dressed, romantic individuals, shivering in 
the wet grass ; and a short distance from them, a miser- 
‘‘able wretch, hlo^ng a long, wooden horn. That’s 
your sunrise on tne Righi, is it ? said I, and went to 
sleep again. The best thing I saw at the Culum, was 
the advertisement on the bed-room doors, saying, that 
if the ladies would wear the quilts and blankets for 
shawls, when they went out to see the sunrise, they 
must pay for the washing. Take my word for it, the 
Righi is a great humbug!” 

“ Where have you been since V* 

** At Zurich and SchafTliausen. If you go to ZuricA, 
beware how you stop at the Raven. They wilj cIioac 
you. They cheated me ; but I had my revenge, for* 
when we reached Schafihausen, 1 wrote in the IVavel- 
Jer’s Book — 

Beware of the Raven of Zurich i 
’Tis a bird of omen ill ; 

With a noise and an unclean nest. 

And a very, very long bill. 

If you go to tne Golden Falken you will find 'it there. 
I am the author of those lines !” 

“ Bitter as Juvenal I” exclaimed Flemming. 

**Not in the least bitter,” said Mr. Berkley. ** It is 
all true' Go to the Raven and see. But this Inter- 
lachen 1 this Interlachen ! It is the loveliest spot on 
the of the earth,” he continued, stretching out 
both $9ns, as if to embrace the object of his atFectioau 
•(Thq^e, — only look out there 1” 
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Here he pointed to the window. Flemming looked, 
and beheld a scene of transovident beauty. The plain 
was covered already by the brown shade of the sum- 
mer twilight. From the cottage roofs in Unterseen 
rose here and there a thin column of smoke over 
tops of the treei; and mingled i||||th the evening 
shadows. The Valley of Lauterbrunnen was filled 
with a blue haze. Far ^ above, in a clear, cloudless 
heaven, the white forehead of the Jungfrau blushed at 
the last kiss of the departing sun. It was a glorious 
transfiguration of nature 1 And when the village bells 
began to ring, and a single voice at a great distance 
was heard yodling forth a ballad, it rather broke than 
increased the enchantment of a scene where silence 
was mo]^ musical than sound. 

For a long time they gazed at the gloaming land- 
scape, and spake not. At length people came into the 
parlour, and laid aside their shawls and hats, and ex- 
changed a word or two with Berkley. To Flemming 
they were all unknown. To him it was all Mr. Brown 
and Mrs. Johnson, and nothing more. The conversation 
turned upon the various excursions of the day. Some 
had been at the Staubbach, others at the Grindelwald ; 
others at the Lake of Thun ; and nobody before had 
ever experienced half the rapture which they had ex- 
perienced that day. ' And thus they sat in the twilight, 
as people love to do at the close of a summer day. As 
yet the lamps had not been lighted ; and one could 
not distinguish faces, but voices only, and forms, like 
shadows. 

Presently a female figure, clothed in black, entered 
the room and sat down by the window. She rather 
G 
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listened to the conversatioi^* joined in it ; but the 
few words she said were, spoken iri a voice so musical 
and full of soul, that it moved the soul of Flemming, 
like a whisper from heaven. 

.. p, how wonderful is the human voice I It is indeed 
the organ of the ^itul I The intellect of man sits en- 
throned visibly upon his forehead and in his eye ; and 
the heart of man is written upon his countenance But 
the soul reveals itself in the voice only, as God revealed 
himself to the prophet of old in the still, small %'oicc, 
and in a voice from the burning bush. The soul of 
man is audible, not visible. A sound alone betrays 
the flowing of the eternal fountain, invisible to man. 

Flemming would fain have sat and listened for hours 
to the sound of that unknown voice. He felt sure, in 
his secret heart, that the being from whom it came was 
beautiful. His imagination filled up the faint outline 
which the eye beheld in the fading twilight, and the 
figure stood already in his mind, like Raphael’s beauti- 
ful Madonna in the Dresden gallery. He was never 
more mistaken in his life. The voice belonged to a beau- 
tiful being, it is true ; but her beauty was different 
from that of any Madonna which Raphael ever painted, 
as he would have seen, had he waited till the lamps were 
lighted. But in the midst of his reverie and saint- 
painting, the landlord came in, and told him he had 
found a chamber, which he begged him to go and look 
at. 

Flemming took his leave and departed. Berkley went 
with him, to see, he said, what kind of a nest his young 
friend was to sleep in. 

The chamber is not what 1 could wish," said the 
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landlord, as he led them across the street. ** It is in 
the old cloister, but to-movrow or next day, you can 
no doubt have a room at the house.” 

The name of the cloister struck Flemming’s imagi« 
nation pleasantly. He was owl enough to like ri^s-i 
and old chambers, where nuns 4k friars had slept. 
And he said to Berkley — 

“ So, you perceive, my nest is to be in a cloister. It 
already makes me think of a bird’s nest 1 once saw on 
an old tower of Heidelberg Castle, built in the jaws of 
a lion, which formerly served as a spout. But pray 
tell me, who was that young lady with the soft 
voice ?’* 

** What young lady with the soft voice V* 

** The young lady in black, who sat by tlie win- 
dow.” 

” O, she is the daughter of an English ofiBcer, who 
died not long ago at ^lnples. She is passing the sum- 
mer here with her mother, for her health.” 

” What is her name?” 

” Ashburton.” 

•’Is she beautiful?” 

•• Not in the least : but very intellectual. A woman 
of genius, I should say.” 

And now they had reached the walls of the cloister, 
and passed under an arched gateway, and close beneath 
the round towers, which Flemming had already seen, 
rising with their cone-shaped roofs above the trees, 
like tall tapers, with extinguishers upon them.” 

” It is not so bad as it looks,” said the landlord, 
knocking at a small door in the main building. ** Tha 
bailiff lives in one part of it.” 

G 2 
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A servant girl with a randlc in her hand opened the 
door, and conducted Flcmining and Berkley to the 
chamber which had been engaged. It was a large 
room on the lower floor, wainscottcd with pine, and un- 
“^T^inled. Three lofty and narrow windows, with leaden 
lattices and small panes, looked southward towards the 
valley of Lauterbrunnen and the mountains. In one 
corner was a large square bed, with a tester and 
checked curtains. In another, a huge stove of painted 
tiles, reaching almost to the ceiling. An old sofa, a 
few high-backed antique chairs, and a table, completed 
the furniture of the room. 

Thus Flemming took possession of his monkish cell 
and dormitory. He ordered tea, and began to feel at 
home. Berkley passed the evening with him. On 
going away he said — 

“Good night ! I leave you to the care of the Virgin 
end all the saints, ff the ghost of any old monk cornea 
back after his prayer-book, my compliments to him. If 
I were a younger man, you certainly should see a ghost. 
Good night!** 

When he had departed, Flemming opened the lattice 
of one of the windows. The moon had risen, and 
silvered the dark outline of the nearest hills : while 
afar off, the snowy summits of the Jungfrau and the 
Silver Horn shone like a white cloud in the sky. 
Close beneath the windows was a flower-garden : and 
the breath of the summer night came to him with 
dewy fragrance. There was a grateful seclusion about 
the ptace. He blessed the happy accident which gave 
him such a lodging; and fell asleep that night thinking 
of the nuns, who once had slept in the same quiet cells ; 
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but neither wimplotl nun nor dbwled monk appeared to 
him in liis dreams ; nor eveilt the face of Mary Ash- 
burton — nor did he hear her voice. 


CHAPTER IV. 

THE EVENING AND THE MORNING STAR. 

Old Froissart tells us, in his Chronicles, that when 
King Edward beheld the Countess of Salisbury at her 
castle gate, he thought he had never seen before so 
noble nor so fair a lady ; he was stricken therewith to 
the heart with a sparkle of fine love, that endured long 
after ; he thought no lady in the world so worthy to be 
beloved as she. And so likewise thought Paul Flem- 
ming, when he beheld the English lady in the fair 
I'ght of a summer morning. 1 will not disguise the 
truth. She is niy heroine; and I mean to describe 
her with great truth* and beauty, so that all shall be in 
love with her, and 1 most of all. 

Mary Ashburton was in her twentieth summer. 
Like the fair maiden Ainoret, she was sitting in the 
lap of womanhood. 'J'hey did her wrong, who said she 
was not beautiful ; and yet 

** She was not fair, 

Nor beautiful ; —those words express her not. 

But O, her looks had something excellent, 

That wants a name !" 

Her face had a wonderful fascination in it. It was 
such a calm, quiet face, with the light of the rising 
soul shining so peacefully through it. At timjs ik 
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wore an expression of iteriousness^ — of sorrow even ; 
and then seemed to mak^Hhe very air bright with what 
the Italian poets so beautifully call the lampeggiar delV 
angelico risot — the lightning of the angelic smile. 

And O, those eyes, — those deep unutterable eyes, 
with “ down-falling eyelids, full of dreams and slum- 
ber,'* and within them a cold, living light, as in moun- 
tain lakes at evening, oi in the river of Paradise, for 
ever gliding. 

“With a brown, brown current 
Under the shade perpetual, that never 
Ray of the sun lets in nor of the moon.” 

1 dislike an eye that twinkles like a star. Those 
only are beautiful, which, like the planets have a 
steady, lambent light ; — are luminous, but not sparkling. 
Such eyes the Greek poets give to the Immortals. 
But 1 forget myself. 

The lady's figure was striking. - Every step, every 
attitude was graceful, and yet lofty, as if inspired by 
“the soul within. Angels in the old poetic philosophy 
have such forms ; it was the soul itself imprinted on 
the air. And what a soul was hers 1 A temple dedi- 
cated to Heaven, and, like the Pantheon at Rome, 
lighted only from above. And earthly passions in the 
form of gods were no longer there, but the sweet and 
thoughtful faces of Christ, and the Virgin Mary, and 
the S vints. Thus there was not one discordant thing 
in her ; but a perfect harmony of figure, and face, and 
soul, in a word, of the wholl being. And he who had 
a soul to comprehend hers, roust of necessity love her, 
and, having once loved her, could love P' * other woman 
for d^rmorc. 
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No wonder, thcp, that Flemming felt his heart drawn 
towards her, as, in her moAffng walk, she passed him, 
sitting alone under the great walnut trees near the 
cloister, and thinking of heaven, but not of her. She, 
too, was alone. Her check was no longer pale * 
glowing and bright, with the inspiration of the summer 
air. Flemming gazed after her till she disappeared, 
even as a vision of his dreams, he knew not whither. 
He was not yet in love, but very near it; for he 
thanked God that he had made such beautiful beings 
to walk ihe earth. 

Last night he had heard a voice to which his soul 
responded, and he might have gone on his way, and 
taken no farther heed. But he would have heard that 
voice afterwards, whenever at evening he thought of 
this evening at Interlachen. To>day he had seen more 
clearly the vision, and his restless soul grew calm. The 
place seemed pleasant to him, and he could not go. 
He did not ask himself whence came this calm. He 
felt it, and was happy in the feeling; and blessed the 
landscape and the summer morning, as if they pos- 
sessed the wonder-working power. 

** 4 pleasant morning dream to you,” said a friendly 
voice; and at the same moment some one laid his 
hand upon Flemming’s shoulder. It was Berkley. 
He had approached unseen and unheard. 

*' 1 see by the smile on your countenance,” he con- 
tinued, ” that it is no day-incubus.” 

” You are right,” replied Flemming. “ Tt was R 
pleasant dream, which you have put t^ight.” 

” And I am glad to see that you have also put to 
Bight the gloomy thoughts which used to haunt you. 1 
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like to see people cheerful and hap])y. What is the 
use of giving way to sadness in this beautiful world V* 

** Ah I this beautiful world !'* said Flemming, with a 
smile. ** Indeed, I know not what to think of it. 
K^SoQietimes it is all gladness and sunshine, and heaven 
itself lies not far off. And then it changes suddenly, 
and is dark and sorrowful, and clouds shut out the sky. 
In the lives of the saddest of us, there are bright days 
like this, when we feel as if we could take the great 
world in our arms and kiss it Then come the gloomy 
hours, when the fire will neither burn on our hearths 
nor in our hearts ; and all without and within is dismal, 
cold, and dark. Believe me, every heart has its secret 
sorrows, which the world knows not, and oftentimes we 
call a man cold, when he is only sad.** 

**And who says we don*t?’* interrupted Berkley. 
^ Come, come ! let us go to breakfast The morning 
air has given me a rude appetite. I long to say grace 
over a fresh egg, and eat salt with my worst enemies, 
namely, the Cockneys at the hotel. After breakfast 
you must give yourself up wholly to me. 1 shall take 
you to the Grindelwald !*' 

** To-day, then, you do not breakfast likd Diogenes, 
but consent to leave your tub.** 

** Yes, for the pleasure of your company. I shall also 
blow out the light in my lantern, having found you.*’ 

“ Thank you.** 

The breakfast passed without any unusual occur- 
rence. Flemming watched the entrance of every 
gueftt,..but she^ame not, — the guest he most desired 

' ^And now for the Grindelwald 1” said Berkley. 
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** Why such haste ? W^^iave the whol 3 day before 
us. There is time- enough.” 

” Not a moment to lose, 1 assure you. The carriage 
is at the door.” • 

They drove up the valley of Lauterbrunnen, and 
turned eastward among the mountains of the Grindel- 
wald. Tiiere they passed the day, half-frozen by the 
icy breath of the great glacier, upon whose surface 
stand pyramids and blocks of ice, like the tombstones 
of a cemetry. It was a weary day to Flemming. Ke 
wished himself at Interlaclicn ; and was glad when, 
towards evening, he saw once more the cone-roofed 
towers of the cloister rising above the walnut-trees. 

That evening is written in red letters in his history. 
It gave him another revelation of the beauty and ex- 
cellence of the female character and intellect, not 
wholly new to him, yet now renewed and fortified. It 
W!is from the lips of Mary Ashburton that the revela- 
tion came. Her form arose, like a tremulous evening 
star, in the firmament of his soul. He conversed with 
her, and with her alone, and knew not when to go. All 
others were to him as if they were not there. He saw 
their forms, but saw them as the forms of inanimate 
things. At length her mother came, and Flemming 
beheld in her hut another Mary Ashburton, with 
beauty more mature ; — the same forehead and eyes, the 
same majestic figure; and, as yet, no trace of age. 
He gazed upon her with a feeling of delight, not 
unmingled with holy awe. She was ^o him the rich 
and glowing evening, from whose bosom the tremulous 
star was born. 

Berkley took no active part in the conversation, but 

o 3 
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did what was much more t^'the purpose, that is to say, 
arranged a drive for the next day with the Ashburtons, 
and of course invited Flemming, who went home that 
thight with a halo round his head, and wondering much 
at a dandy, who stood at the door of the hotel, and said 
40 his companion, as Flemming passed, 

'* What do you call this place ? I have been here 
two hours already, and find it devilish dull 1 ** 


CHAPTER V. 

A RAINY DAY. 

When Flemming awoke the next morning he saw 
the sky dark and lowering. From the mountain tops 
hung a curtain of mist, whose heavy folds waved to and 
fro in the valley below. Over all the landscape, the 
soft, summer rain was falling. No admiring eyes would 
look up that day at the Staubbach. 

A rainy day in Switzerland puts a sudden stop to 
many diversons. The coachman may drive to the 
tavern, and then back to the stable, but no further. 
The sunburnt guide may sit at the alehouse door, 
and welcome — and the boatswain whistle and curse the 
clouds at his own sweet will ; but no foot stirs abroad 
for all that — ^no traveller moves if he has time to stay. 
The ruin> day gives him time for reflection. He has 
leisure now to take cognizance of his impressions, and 
make up his account with the mountains. He re- 
members, too, that he has friends at home ; and writes 
up the journal, neglected for a week or two, and letters 
neglected longer, or finishes the rough pencil-sketch, 
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begun yesterday in the opcii air. On the whole he is 
not sorry it rainsi though disappointed. 

• Flensing was both sorry and disappointed, but he 
did noTon that account fail to go over to the A^hbur<e 
tons at the appointed hour. He found them sitting in 
the parlour. The mother was reading, and the daughter 
retouching a sketch of the Lake of Thun. After the 
usual salutations Flemming seated himself near the 
daughter, and said — 

“We shall have no Stubbach to-day, I presume, 
only this Giessbach from the clouds.*' 

“ Nothing more, 1 suppose ; so we must be content 
to stay in-doors, and listen to the sound of the eaves- 
dropping rain. It gives me time to finish some of 
these rough sketches.** 

“ It is a pleasant pastime,** said Flemming : ** and 
I perceive you ore very skilful. 1 am delighted to see 
that you can draw a straight line. T never before saw 
a lady’s sketch-book in which all the towers did not 
resemble the leaning Tower of Pisa. I always tremble 
for the little men under them.** 

“ How absurd ! *' exclaimed Mary Ashburton, with 
a smile that passed through the misty air of Flem- 
ming’s thoughts like a sunbeam. “ For one, I succeed 
much better in straight lines than in any others. Here 
I have been trying a half-hour to make this water- 
wheel round, and round it never will be.** 

“ Then let it remain as it is. It looks uncommonly 
picturesque, and may pass for a new invention.** 

The lady continued to sketch, and Flemming to gaze 
at her beautiful face, often repeating to himself those 
lines in Marlow's Faust : 
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** Oi thou art fairer Utfiii the evening air, 

Clad in the beauty of a thousand stars? ** 

He certainly would have betrayed hiinsel||||| the* 
"Ihatemal eye of Mrs. Ashburton, had she n^Fbeen 
wholly absorbed in the follies of a fashionable novel. 
Ere long the fair sketcher had paused for a moment ; 
and Flemming had taken her sketch book in his hands, 
and was looking it through from the beginning with 
even increasing delight, half of which he dared not ex- 
press, though he favoured her with some comments and 
bursts of admiration. 

“ This is truly a very beautiful sketch of Murten 
and the battle-field. How quietly the landscape sleeps 
there by the lake after the battle ! Did you ever read 
the ballad of Veit Weber, the shoemaker, on this sub- 
ject? He says the routed Burgundians jumped into 
the lake, and the Swiss Leaguers shot them down like 
wild ducks among the reeds. He fought in the battle, 
and wrote the ballad afterwards 

* lie had liimaelf laid hand on sword. 

He who this rhyme did write; 

Till evening mowed he with the sword 
And sang the song at night. ’ " 

You must give me the whole ballad," said Miss 
Ashburton: “ it will serve to illustrate the sketch." 

** And the sketch to illustrate the ballad. And now 
we suddenly slide down the Alps into Italy, and are 
"^even in Rome, if 1 mistake not. This is surely a head 
of Homer ? ” 

** Yes," replied the lady, with a little enthusiasm. 

« Do you not remember the marble bust at Rome ? 
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When I first beheld that lidkt It absolutely inspired me 
with awe. It is not the face of a muni but of a god ! ” 
• « ^^^ou have done it no injustice in your copy/* 
said ^Kmingi catching a new enthusiasm from, hers.* 
** With what a classic grace the fillet, passing round 
the majestic forehead, confines his flowing locks, which 
mingle with his beard ! The countenance, too, is calm, 
m^estic, godlike I Even the fixed and sightless eye- 
balls do not mar the image of the seer. Such were the 
sightless eyes of the blind old man of Chios. They 
seem to look with mournful solemnity into the mys- 
terious future, and the marble lips to repeat that pro- 
phetic passage in the Hymn to Apollo — * Let me also 
hope to be remembered in ages to come. And when 
any one, born of the tribes of men, comes hither a 
weary traveller, and inquires who is the sweetest of the 
singing men that resort to your feasts, and whom you 
iqost delight to hear, do you make answer for me. It 
is the blind man who dwells in Chios ; his songs excel 
all that can ever be sung.* But do you really believe 
that this is a portrait of llomcr T* 

“ Certainly not. It is only an artist's dream. It was 
thus that Homer appeared to him in his visions of the 
antique world. Every one, you know, forms an image 
ill his fancy of persons and things he has never seen, 
and the artist reproduces them in marble or on canvas.*’ 
And what is the image in your fancy? Is it like 
this ? 

** No ; not entirely. I have drawn my impressions ' 
from another source. Whenever I think of Homer, 
which is not often, he walks before me, solemn and 
serene, as in the vision of the great Italian, in counter 
# 
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nance neither sorrowful nor glad, followed by other 
bards, and holding in his right hand a sword.” 

. , ** That is a finer conception than even thi^^said* 
Flemfning. “And I perceive from your word^n well 
as from this book, that you have a true feeling for art, 
and understand what it is. You have had bright 
glimpses into the enchanted land.” 

“ I trust,” replied the lady, modestly, “ thaA am not 
wholly without this feeling. Certainly I have as strong 
and passionate a love of art as of nature.” 

“ But does it not often offend you to hear people 
speaking of art and nature as opposite and discordant 
things ? Surely nothing can be more false. Nature 
is a revelation of God; art a revelation of man. In- 
deed, art signifies no more than this. Art is power. 
That is the original meaning of the word. It is the 
creative power by which the soul of man makes itself 
known, through some external manifestation or outward 
sign. As we can always hear the voice of God, walk- 
ing in the garden, in the cool of the day or under the 
starlight, where, to quote one of this poet’s verses, 

' high prospects and the brows of all steep hills and 
pinnacles thrust up themselves for shows so, under 
the twilight and the starlight of past ages do we hear 
the voice of man walking amid the works of his hands, 
and city r alls and towers, and the spires of churches, 
thrust up themselves for shows.” 

The lady smiled at his warmth, and he continued — 

“This, however, is but a similitude, and art and 
nature ore more nearly allied than by similitudes only. 
Arty is the revelation of man; and not merely that, but 
the revelatir\ of nature, speaking through man. 
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Art pre-exists in nature, Mid nature is reproduced in 
art. As vapours from the ocean, floating landward and 
dissolmi in rain, arc carried back in rivers to the 
ocean^R thoughts and the semblances of things that* 
fall upon the soul of man in showers flow out again in 
living streams of art, and lose themselves in the great 
oce; n, which is nature. Art and nature are not, then, 
discordant, but ever harmoniously working in each 
otli*jr.’* 

Enrausiasmbegets enthusiasm. Flemming spoke with 
such evident interest in the subject, that Miss Ashburton 
did not fail to manifest stnne interest in what he said ; 
and, encouraged by this, he proceeded: — 

**Thus, ill this wondrous world wherein we live, 
which is the world of nature, man has made unto him- 
self another world hardly less wondrous, which is the 
world of art, and it lies enfolded and encompassed 
about by the other, 

* And the clear region where 'twas bom 
Round in itself encloses.' 

Taking this view of art, I think we understand more 
easily the skill of the artist, and the difference between 
him and the mere amateur. What we call miracles and 
wonders of art are not so to him who created them ; for 
they were created by the natural movements of his own 
great soul. Statues, paintings, churches, poems, are 
but shadows of himself ; — shadows in marble, colours, 
stone, words. He feels and recognizes their beauty ; 
but he thought these thoughts and produced these 
things as easily as inferior minds da thoughts and 
things inferior ; perhaps more easily. Vague Images 
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and shapes of beauty floatmg throug^h the soul, the 
semblance of things as yet indefinite or ill-defined, and 
perfect only when put in art — this possible ij^llect^ 
as the-scholastic philosophers have termed it — t^artist 
shares in common with us all. The lovers of art are 
many ; but the active intellect, the creative power — 
the power to put these shapes and images in art — to 
embody the indefinite, and render perfect — is his alone. 
He shares the gift with the few. He knows not even 
whence nor how this is. He knows only that it is — 
that God has given him the power which has been 
denied to others." 

“ I should havt known you were just from Germany," 
said the lady, with a smile, " even if you had not told 
me so. You are an enthusiast for the Germans. For 
my part, I cannot endure their harsh language." 

"You would like it better if you knew it better," 
answered Flemming. " It is not harsh to me, but 
homelike, hearty, and full of feeling, like the sound 
of happy voices at a fireside of a winter’s night, when 
the wind blows, and the fire crackles, and hisses, ar«* 
snaps. I do indeed love the Germans ; the men ai; 
So hale and hearty, and the Frauleins so tender and 
true." 

" I always think of men with pipes and beer, and 
women with knitting work." 

"Oh those are English prejudices," exclaimed 
Flemming. " Nothing can be more " 

“And their very literature presents itself to iny 
imagination under the same forms." 

“ I see you have read only English criticisms, and 
have an idea that all German books smell, as it were, 
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cf prrocerieSi of brown papeA, filled with greasy cakei 
and slices of bacon, and ofhryings in frowsy back par* 
lours,' and this 'shuts you out from a glorious world of 
poetry, romance, and dreams." 

Mar^^ Ashburton smiled, and Flemming continued* 
to turn over the leaves of the sketch-book with an oc- 
casional criticism and witticism. At lengtii he came 
to a leaf which was written in pencil. People of a 
lively imagination are generally curious, and always so 
when a little in love. 

" Here is a pencil sketch," said ho, with an entreat- 
ing look, " which I would fain examine with the rest" 

" You may do so, if you wish; but you will find it 
the poorest sketch in the book. I was trying one day 
to draw the picture of an artist's life in Rome, as it 
presented itself to my imagination, and this is the re- 
sult Perhaps it may awaken some pleasant recollec- 
tion in your mind." 

Flemming waited no longer, hut read with the eyes 
of a lover, not of a critic, the following description, 
which inspired him with a new enthusiasm for art, and 
for Mary Ashburton. 

" I often reflect with delight upon the young artist’s 
life in Rome. A stranger from the cold and gloomy 
North, he has crossed the Alps, and, with the devotion 
of a pilgrim, journeyed to the eternal city. He dwells, 
perhaps, upon the Pincian Hill, and hardly a house 
there which is not inhabited by artists from foreign 
lands. The very room he lives in has been their abode 
from time out of mind. Their names are written all 
over the walls — ^perhaps some further record of them 
left in a rough sketeh -ipon the window-shutter, with 
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an inscription aAd a date. These things consecrate 
the place, in his imagination. Even these names, though 
unknown to him, are not without associations in his 
mind. 

** In that warm latitude he rises with the day^ Tlic 
night vapours are already rolling away over the Cam- 
pagna sea-ward. As he looks from his window, above 
and beyond their white folds he recognises the tremu- 
lous blue sea at Ostia. Over Soracte rises the sun-^ 
over his own beloved mountain; though no longer 
worshipped there, as of old. Before him, the antique 
house where Raphael lived casts its long, brown shadow 
down into the heart of modern Rome. The city lies 
still asleep and silent ; but above its dark roof more 
than two hundred steeples catch the sunshine on their 
gilded weathercocks. Presently the bells begin to 
ring, and, as the artist listens to their pleasant chimes, 
he knows that in each of those churches, over the high 
altar, hangs a painting by some great master’s hand, 
whose beauty comes between him and heaven, so that 
he cannot pray, but wonder only. 

Among these works of art he passes the day.; but 
oftenest in St. Peter’s and the Vatican. Up the vast 
marble staircase, through the corridor Chiaramonti— 
through vestibules, galleries, chambers — he passes, as 
in a dream. All are filled with busts and statues, or 
painted m daring frescoes. What forms of strength 
ind beauty 1 what glorious creations of the human 
mind. And in that last chamber of all, standing alone 
upon his pedestal, the Apollo found at Actium, in such 
a majestic attitude, with such a noble countenance, 
hfis^ike, god-like. 
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* Or perhaps he passes 4nto thc^chanihers ot‘ the 
painters, but goes no furMicr than the second ; tor in 
the middle of that chamber a large painting stands 
upon the heavy easel, as if unfinished, though more 
than three hundred years ago the great artist completeth 
it, and then laid his pencil away for ever, leaving this 
last benediction to the world. It is the Transfiguration 
of Christ, by Raphael. A ahild looks not at the stars 
with greater wonder than the artist at this painting. 
He knows how many studious years are in that picture. 
He knows the difficult path that leads to perfection, 
having himself taken some of the first steps. I'lius he 
recalls the hour when that broad canvas was first 
stretched upon its frame, and Raphael stood before it, 
and laid the first colours upon it, and beheld the figures 
one by one born into life, and * looked upon the work 
of his own hands with a smile, that it should have suc- 
ceeded so well.* He recalls, too, the hour when, the 
task accomplished, the pencil dropped from the master’s 
dying hand, and his eyes closed to open on a mure 
glorious transfiguration, and at length the dead Raphael 
lay in his own studio before this wonderful painting, 
more glorious than any conqueror under the banners 
and armorial hatchments of his funeral. 

** Think you that such sights and thoughts as these 
Jo not move the heart of a young man and an artist. 
And when he goes forth into the open air, tlie sun is 
going down, and the grey ruins of an anti']ue world re- 
ceive him. From the palace of the Cmsnrs lie looks 
down into the Forum, or cowards the Colisseum ; or 
westward, sees the last ray of sunshine strike the bronze 
archangel which stands upon the tomb of Adrian. He 
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walks amid a wq|)d of art in ruins The very street 
lamps that light him hoinew^ord burn before some paint- 
ing or sculptured image of the Madonna. What 
wonder is it, if dreams visit him in his sleep — nay, if 
his whole life seem to him a dream ? What wonder if, 
with a feverish heart and quick hand, he strive to re- 
produce those dreams in marble or on canvas 

Foolish Paul Flemming! who both admired and 
praised this little sketch, and yet was too blind to see 
that it was written from the heart, and not from the 
imagination. Foolish Paul Flemming! who thought 
that a girl of twenty could write thus without a reason. 
Close upon this followed another pencil sketch, which 
he likewise read, with the lady's permission. It was 
this : — 

** The whole period of the middle ages seems very 
strange to me. At times' 1 cannot persuade mysclt that 
such things could have been as history tells us ; that 
such a strange world was part of our world — that such 
a strange life was part of the life which seems to us, 
who are living in it now, so passionate and common- 
place. It is only when 1 stand amid ruined castles, 
that look at me so mournfully, and behold the heavy 
armour of old knights hanging upon the wainscot of 
Gothic chambers ; or when I walk amid the aisles of 
tome dusky minster, whose walls arc narrative of hour* 
\ntiquity, and whose very bells have been baptised, and 
see the c..rved oaken stalls in the choir, where so many 
^generations of monks have sat and sung, and the tombs 
vhere they now sleep in silence, to awake no more to 
their midnight psalms ; it is only at such times that the, 
history of the middle ages is a reality to me, and not a 
passage in roixianoe 
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''Likewise the jlluminatedmanusciipts of those ages 
have something of this pow%r of making the dead past 
a living present in my mind. What curious figures are 
emblazoned on the creaking parchment, making its 
yellow leaves laugh with gay colours. You seem to* 
come upon them unawares. Their faces have an ex- 
pression ofwronder. They seem all to be just startler' 
from their sleep by the sound you made when you un< 
loosened the brazen clasps, and opened the curiously 
carved oaken covers that turn on hinges, like the great 
gates of a city. To the building of that city some dili- 
gent monk gave the whole of a long life. With what 
strange denizens he peopled it. Adam and Eve stand- 
ing under a tree, she with the apple in her hand ; — the 
patriarch Abraham, with a tree growing out of his body, 
and his descendants sitting owl-likc upon its branches; 
ladies with flowing locks of gold ; knights in armour, 
with most fantastic, long-toed 3hoes ; jousts and tour- 
naments; and Minnesingers, and lovers, whose heads 
reach to the tovrers where their ladies sit; and all so 
angular, so simple, so child-like, — all in such simple 
attitudes, with such great eyes, and holding up such 
long, lank fingers. These things are characteristic of 
the middle ages, and persuade me of the truth of 
history.” 

At this moment Berkley entered, with a Swiss 
cottage, wlrich he had just bought as a present for 
somebody's child in England, and a cane with a cha- 
mois horn on the end of it, which he had just bought 
for himself. This was the first time that Flemming had 
been sorry to see the good-natured man. His presence 
interrupted the delightful conversation be was carrying 
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on “under fouroeyes*’ vith Mary Ashburton. lie 
really thought Berkley a <Sore, and wondered it hud 
never occurred to him before. Mrs. Ashburton, too, 
must needs lay down her book, and the conversation 
became general. Strange to say, the Swiss dinner- 
hour of one o’clock did not come a moment too soon 
for Flemming. It did not even occur to him that it 
was early; for he was seated beside Mary Ashburton, 
and at dinner one can say so much without being over- 
heard. 


CHAPTER VI. 

AFTER DINNER, AND AFTER THE MANNER OP THE 
BEST CRITICS. 

When the learned Thomas Diafoirus wooed the fair 
Angelique, he drew from his pocket a medical thesis, 
and presented it to her, as the first-fruits of his genius; 
and at the same time invited her, with her father’s per- 
mission, to attend the dissection of a woman, upon 
whom he was to lecture. Paul Flemming did nearly 
the same thing, and so often, that it had become a 
habit. He was continually drawing, from bis pocket 
or his memory, some scrap of song or story, and in- 
viting some fair Angelique, either with her father^l 
permission or without, to attend the dissection of an 
author upon^whom he was to discourse. He soon gave 
proofs of this to Mary Ashburton. 

“ What books have we here for afternoon reading 
said Flemming, taking a volume from the parlour 
table, when they returned from the dining room. *' O, 
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U is Uliland’s poems. Haite you read any thing of 
his 7 lie and Tieck are tbs^best living poets of Ger- 
many. They dispute the palm of superiority. Let 
me give you a lesson in German, this afternoon, Miss 
Ashburton; so that no one may accuse you of* omitting* 
the swtet benefit of time, to clothe your age with angel 
like perfection.' I have opened at random upon the 
ballad of the Black Knight. You repeat the German 
after me, and I will translate to you. PJingsten war, 
das Fest der Fretide /" 

** I should never persuade my unwilling lips to pro- 
nounce such sounds. So I beg you not to perplex me 
with your German, but read me the ballad in English." 

** Well, then, listen. 1 will improvise a translation 
for your own particular benefit. 

* ** 'Twas Pentecost, the feast of gladness, 

When woods and fields pnt off all sadness. 

Thus began the king and spakei 

* So from the halls 

Of ancient Hof burg’s walls, 

A luxuriant spring shall break. 

Drums and trumpets echo loudly, 

Wave the crimson banners proudly, 

From balcony the king looked on ; 

In the play of spears, 

Fel! all the cavaliers. 

Before the monarch’s stalwart son. 

To the barrier of the fight. 

Rode at last a sable knight, 

* Sir Knight, your name and scutcheon, say I 

■ Should I speak it here. 

Ye would stand aghast with fear ; 

I am a prince of mighty sway I* 
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When he rode Into the Half, 

The arch of Heaven yirew black with mlatof 
And the caatle *gan to rock. 

At the first blow. 

Fell the youth from aaddle-bow. 

Hardly rises from the shock. 

Pipe and viol call the dances. 

Torch-light through the high halls glantti^ 
Waves a mighty shadow in. 

With manner bland. 

Doth ask the maiden*! hand. 

Doth with her the dance begin. 

Danced |n sable iron sark. 

Danced a measure weird and dark. 

Coldly clasped her limbs around. 

From bicaat and hair 
Down fall tiom her the fair 
Flowerets wilted to the ground. 

To the sumptuous banquet eame 
Every knight luid every dame. 

Twixt son and daughter all distraught 
With moumfhl mind 
The ancient king reclined. 

Gazed at them In silent thought. 

Pale the children both did look, 

Bitf the guest a beaker took ; 

* 0<Men wine will make you whole! 
children drank, 

; Oi^e many a courteous thank ; 

*^<6^ that draught was very cool I* 

Each, the father's breast embracea. 

Son and daughter; and their (keea 
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Cdlourlesf grow otter i}*. 

Whichever way 

Looki tlie fear-Btruck father grej, 

He beholds Ida children die. 

* Woe! the bleised children both, 

Takest thou in the Joy of youth; 

Take me. too. the Joyless flsther I ' 

Sjftke the grim guest. 

From his hollow, cavernous breast^ 

* Roses in the Spring 1 gather !"* 

** That is, indeed, a striking ballad !’* said Mias Ash 
burton, “ but rather too giim and ghostly for this dull 
afternoon.'* 

“It begins joyously enough with the feast of Pente- 
cost, and the crimson banners at the old castle. Then 
the contrast is well managed. The knight in black 
mail, and the waving in of the mighty shadow in the 
dance, and tlie dropping of faded flowers, are all 
strikingly presented to the imagination. However, it 
tells its own story, and needs no explanation. Here is 
something in a different vein, tbou^ still molancbolyi 
The Castle by tne Sea. Shall I teiul itP' 

“ Yes, if you like.” 

Flemming read — ' 

Hast thou seen that lordly castle^ ' 

That castle by the seat 
ttuldeii and red above it 
The clouds float gorgeously. 

And fhin It would stoop downward 
To the mirrored wave belowj 
And fain it would soar upward 
In the evening’s crimson glow. 

H 
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' * 'Well have I seen that castie, , 

That castle by the40a. 

And the moon abo^e it standing. 

And the mist rise solemnly.' 

The winds and the waves of ocean. 

Had they a merry chime f 
Didst thou hear, from those lofty chanibersi 
The harp and the minstrel's rhyme f 

* The winds and the waves of ocean, 

They rested quietly; 

But I heard on the gale a sound of wai)» 

And tears came to roy eye.* 

And sawest thou on the turrets 
The king and his royal bride f 
And the wave of their crimson mantles I 
And the golden crown of pride f 

Led they not forth in rapture 
A beauteous maiden there f 
Resplendent as the morning sun, 

Beaming with golden hair? 

* Well saw I the ancient parents, 

Without the crown of pride ; 

They were moving slow, in weeds of woe, 

No maiden Vas by their sidel"* 

How do 3 » u like that V* 

** It is very grateful, and pretty. But Uhland seems 
to leave a great deal to his reader’s imagination. All 
his readers should be poets themselves, or they will 
hardly comprehend him. I confess, 1 hardly under- 
stand the passage where be spe^s of the castle’s 
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Stooping downward to the uirroied wave below, and 
then soaring upward into *(he gleaming sky. I sup- 
pose, however, he wishes to express the momentary 
illusion we experienced at beholding a perfect reflec- 
tion of an old tdwer in the sea, and look at it as if it 
were not a mere shadow in the water { and yet the real 
tower rises far above, and seems to float in the crimson 
evening clouds. Is that the meaning V* 

** I should think it was. To me it is all a beautiful 
cloud landscape, which I comprehend and feel, and yet 
should find some difficulty perhaps in explaining.** 

“ And why need one always explain ? Some feelings 
are quite untranslatable. No language has yet been 
found for them. They gleam upon us beautifully 
through the dim twilight of fancy, and yet, when we 
bring them close to us, and hold them up to the light 
of reason, lose their beauty all at once ; just as glow- 
worms, which gleam wich such a spiritual light in the 
shadows of evening, when brought in where the can- 
dles are lighted, are found to be only worms, like so 
many others.** 

‘‘Very true. We ought sometimes to be content 
with feeling. Here, now, is an exquisite piece which 
soothes one like the fall of evening shadows, — like the 
dewy coolness of twilight after a sultry day. I shall 
4bt give a bold translation of my own, because I have 
laid up in my memory another, which, though not very 
literal, equals the original beauty. Obser e how finely 
it commences : . 

* Many a year is in its grave, 

Since 1 crossed this restless wave; 
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And the evening, afair as ever. 

Shines on ruin, and riven 

Then, in this same boat, beside, 

Sat two comrades old and tried i 
, One with all a father's truth. 

One with all the fire of youth. 

One on earth In silence wYought, 

And his grave in silence sought } 

But the younger, brighter form, 

Passed in bftttle and in storm ! 

So, whene'er 1 turn my eye 
Back upon the days gone by. 

Saddening thoughts of friends come o’er me 
Friends who closed their course before me. 

Yet what binds us, friend to friend, 

But that soul with soul can blend? 

Soul-like were those hours of yore ; 

Let us walk in soul once more! 

Take, O boatman, thrice thy fee; 

Take, I give It willingly ; 

For, invisibly to thee. 

Spirits twain have crossed with me 1 " 

•* O, that is beautiful, — 'beautiful exceedingly !* 
Who translated it?” 

'* 1 do not know. I wish I could find him out. It 
is certainly admirably^ done ; though in the measure of 
the original there is something like the tocking motion 
of a boat, which is not preserved in the translation.” 

"And is UhlauU •^vays so soothing and spiri- 
tual?” 
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“ Yes. he generally looks ^nto tho spir -world. I 
&m now trying to find here a little poem on the Death 
of a Country Clergyman, in which he introduces a 
beautiful picture. But I cannot turn to it. No matter. 
He describes the spirit of the good old man, returning 
to earth on a bright summer morning, and standing 
amid tiie golden corn and red blue flowers, and mildly 
greeting the reapers as of old. The idea is beautiful, 
is it not ?’* 

“ Yes, very beautiful !’* 

** But there is nothing morbid in Uhland's mind. 
He is always fresh and invigorating, like a breezy 
morning. In this he differs entirely from such writers 
as Salis and Matthisson.'* 

“ And who are they ?’* 

** Two melancholy gentlemen to whom life was only 
a dismal swamp, upon whose margin they walked with 
cambric handkerchiefs in their hands sobbing and 
sighing, and making signals to Death to come and 
ferry them over the lake. And now their spirits stand 
in the green fields of German song, like two weeping- 
willows bending over a grave. To read their poems is 
like wandering through a village churchyard on a 
summer evening reading the inscriptions upon the 
grave-stones, and recalling sweet images of the de- 
parted j while above you, 

*' Hark 1 in the holy grove of palme, 

Where the stream of life runs firce. 

Echoes, in the angels' psalms, 

* Sister spirit ! haU to thee ! ' " 

How musically those lines flow I Are they Mat- 
thisson's r* 
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** Yes, and they do indeed flovr musically. I wish 1 
had his poems here. 1 should like to read to you his 
Elegy on the Ruins of an Ancient Castle. It is an 
r imitation of Gray's Elegy. You have been at Baden- 
Baden ?" 

“ Yes ; last summer." 

** And have not forgotten ** 

The old castle ? Of course not. What a magnifi- 
cent ruin it is ! " 

" That is the scene of Matthisson's poem, and seems 
to have filled the melancholy bard with more than 
wonted inspiration." 

" I should like very mucli to see the poem, I remem- 
ber that old ruin with so much delight" 

" I am sorry I have not a translation of it for you. 
Instead of it I will give you a sweet and mournful 
poem from Salis. It is called the Song of the Silent 
Land. 

** Into tho silent Land I 
Ah I who shall lead us thither! 

Clouds in the evening sky more darkly gather. 

And shattered wrecks lie thicker on the strand 
AVho leads us with a gentle hand, 

Thither, oh, thither, 

Into the Silent Land! 

Into the Silent Land I 

To you, ye boundless regions 

Of all perfection 1 Tender morning visions 

Of beauteous souls I Eternity's own band f 

«nio in life's battle Arm doth stand. 

Shall bear hope's tender blossoms 
Into the Silent Landl 
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O. Tjind ( Oj Land I « 

For all the broken>heart^ 

The mildest herald by out fate allotted, 

Beckons, and ^ith inverted torch doth stand, 

To lead us with a gentle hand 
Into the land of the great departed. 

Into the Silent Land! 

Is not that a beautiful poem ?'* 

Mary Ashburton made no answer. She had turned 
away to hide her tears. Flemming wondered that 
Berkley could say she was not beautiful. Still he was 
rather pleased than olTcnded at. He felt at that mo- 
ment how sweet a thing it would be to possess one, 
who should seem beautiful to him alone, and yet to 
him be more beautiful than all the world beside ! How 
bright the world became to him at that thought I It 
was like one of those paintings in wliich all the light 
streams from the face of the Virgin. O, there is no- 
tiling holier in this life of ours, than the first conscious- 
ness of love, — the first Buttering of its silken wings ; 
the first rising sound and breath of that wind which is 
so soon to sweep through the soul, to purify or to 
destroy ! 

Old histories tell us, that the great emperor Charle- 
magne stamped his edicts with the hilt of his sword- 
The greater emperor, Death, stamps his with the blade ; 
and they are signed and executed with the same 
stroke. Flemming received that night a letter from 
Heidelberg, which told him that Emma of Ilmenau 
was dead. The fate of this poor girl affected him deeply, 
and he said in his heart — 

** Father in heaven ! Why was the lot of this weak 
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and erringf child so hardi Vlltat ha4«he done, to be lo 
tempted in her wcakness^tand perish 7 Why didst thou 
suffer her gentle affections to lead her thus astray ?" 

And through the silence of the awful midnight, the 
^ Toice of an avalanche answered from the distant moun- 
tains, and seemed to say— 

“]*eace! peace! Why dost thou question God's 
providence 1” 

CHAPTER VII. 

TAKE CARE. 

Fair is the valley of Lauterbrunnen, with its green 
meadows and overhanging cliffs. The ruined castle of 
Unspunnen stands like an armed warder at the gate of 
the enchanted land. In calm serenity the snowy 
mountains rise beyond. Fairer than the rock of Bal- 
marusa, yon frowning precipice look down upon us ; 
and, from the topmost cliff, the white pennon of the 
Brook of Dust shimmers and waves in the sunny air! 

It was a bright beautiful morning after night rain. 
Every dewdrop and raindrop had a whole heaven within 
it; and so had the heart of Paul Flemming, as with 
Mrs. Ashburton and her dark-eyed daughter, he drove 
op the valley of Lauterbrunnen, — the Valley of Foun- 
tains only. 

** How beautiful the J ungfrau looks this morning !'* 
exclaime ' he, looking at Mary Ashburton. 

She thought he meant the mountain, and assented. 
But he meant her likewise. 

** And the' mountains beyond," he continued ; the 
Monk and the Silver- horn, the Wetter horn, the 
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Schreck-horn, and4he Schwai%-horn, all those sublinv 
apostles of nature, whose llbrmons are avalanches 
Did you ever behold any things more grand !” 

yes. Mont Blanc is more grand, when you 
behold it from the hills opposite. It was there that 1 
was most moved by the magnificence of Swiss scenery. 
It was a morning like this, and the clouds that were 
hovering about on their huge, shadowy wings, made the 
scene only the more magnificent. Before me lay the 
whole panorama of the Alps; pine forests standing 
dark and solemn at the base of the mountains, and 
half way up a veil of mist, above which rose the snowy 
summits, and sharp needles of rock, which seemed 
to float in the air, like a fairy world. Then the glaciers 
stood on either side, winding down through the moun* 
tain ravines; and, high above all, rose the white, 
dome-like summit of Mont Blanc. And ever and anon 
from the shroud of mist came the awful sound of an 
avalanche, and a continual roar, as of the wind through 
a forest of pines, filled the air. It was the roar of the 
Arve and Aveiron, breaking from their icy fountains. 
Then the mists began to pass away ; and it seemed as 
if the whole firmament were rolling together. It re- 
called to my mind that sublime passage in the Apoca- 
lypse, * 1 saw a great white throne, and him that sat 
thereon ; before whose face the heavens and the earth 
fled away, and found no place 1’ O, 1 cannot believe 
that upon this earth there is a more magnificent scene.*' 

“ It must be grand, indeed,’* replied Flemming. 
And those mighty glaciers, — ^huge monsters with 
nristling crests, creeping down into the valley 1 for it 
is said they really move.” 

"Yes; it filled me with a strange sensation of awe 
h3 



180 


HYPERION. 


to think of this. They seemed to me like the dragons 
of northern romance, wM'di come down from the moun- 
tains and devour whole villages. A little hamlet in 
Chamouni was once abandoned by its inhabitants, 
terrified at the approach of the icy dragon. But it is 
possible you have never been at Chamouni ? " 

« Never. The great marvel still remains unseen by 
me.*' 

“ Then how can you linger here so long ? Were I 
in your place I would not lose an hour.*’ 

These words passed over the opening blossoms of 
hope in the soul of Flemming like a cold wind over the 
flowers in spring-time. He bore it as best he could, 
and changed the subject. 

1 do not mean to describe the Valley of Lauter- 
brunnen, nor the bright day passed there. I know that 
my gentle reader is blessed with the divine gift of a' 
poetic fancy, and can see already how the mountains 
rise, and the torrents fall, and the sweet valley lies be- 
tween ; and how, along the dusty road, the herdsman 
blows his horn, and travellers come and go in ckarabans, 
like Punch and J udy in a show-box. He knows already 
how romantic ladies sketch romantic scenes, while 
sweet gentlemen gather sweet flowers ; and how cold 
meat tastes under the shadow of trees, and how time 
flies when we are in love, and the beloved one near. 
One little incident I must, however, mention, lest his 
fancy should not suggest it 

Flemming was still sitting with the ladies, on the 
green slope near the Staubbach, or Brook of Dust, when 
a young man clad in green came down the valley. It 
was a German student, with flaxen ringlets hanging 
over his shoulders, and a guitar in his band. His step 
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was free and elaaitic, and countenance wore the 
joyous expression of youth health. He approached 
the company with a courteous salutation : and, after 
the manner of travelling students, asked charity with 
the confident air of one unaccustomed to refusal. Nor • 
(vas he refused in this instance. The presence of fhose 
we love makes us compassionate and generous. Flem- 
ming gave him a piece of gold ; and after a short con- 
versation he seated himself, at a little distance on the 
grass, and began to play and sing. Wonderful and 
many were the sweet accords and plaintive sounds that 
came from that little instrument, touched by the 
student's hand. Every feeling of the human heart 
seemed to find an expression there, and awaken a 
kindred feeling in the hearts of those who heard him. 
He sung sweet German songs, so full of longing, and 
of pleasing sadness, and hope and fear, and passionate 
desire, and soul subduing sorrow, that the tears came 
into Mary Ashburton's eyes, though she understood 
not the words he sang. Then his countenance glowed 
with triumph, and he beat the strings like a drum, and 
sang— 

“ O, how tke drum beats so loud ! 

Close beside me in the figlit, 

My dying brother says, Good night t 
And the cannon’s aw ful breath 
Screams the loud halloo of death 
And the drum. 

And the drum, 

Beats BO loudl" 

Many were the words of praise when, the young, 
musidan ended ; and, as he rose to depart, they still 
entreated for one song more. Whereupon he played a 
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lively prelude ; and, looking full into Flemming's face^ 
sang with a pleasant smiK;; and still in German, this 
little song — 

I know a maiden fair to see, 

Take care ! 

She can both false and friendly be, 

Beware I Beware ! 

Trust her not. 

She is fooling thee 1 

She has two eyes, so soft and brown, 

Take care I 

She gives a side-glance and looks dowc, 

Beware I Beware I 
Trust her not. 

She is fooling theel 

And she has hair of a golden huo 
Take care ! 

And what she says it is not true. 

Beware t Beware 1 
Tnist h^r not, 

She is fooling thee I 

She has a bosom as white as snow, 

Take care 1 

She knows bow much it is best to shew, 

Beware ! Beware i 
Trust her not. 

She is fooling thee ! 

d$he gives thee a garland woven fidr. 

Take care ! 

- It ie a fool'scap for thee to wear, 

' Beware I Beware I 
Trust her not, 

She Is fooling thee I" 
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The last stanza he sung in a laughing, triumphant 
tone, which resounded abSwe the loud clang of his 
guitar, like the jeering laugh of Till Eulenspiegel. 
Then slinging his guitar over his shoulder, he took off 
his green, cap, and made a leg to the ladies, in the 
style of Gil Bias; waved his hand in the air, and 
walked quickly down the valley, singing “ Ade 1 
Ade! Ade!” ‘ 


CHAPTER VIII. 

* THE FOUNTAIN OF OBLIVION. 

The power of magic in the middle ages created 
monsters, who followed the unhanpy magician every 
where, The power of love in all ages creates angels, 
who likewise follow the happy or unhappy lover every 
where, even in bis dreams. By such an angel was 
Paul Flemming now haunted, both when he walked 
and when he slept He walked as in a dream, and was 
hf^vlly conscious of the presence of those around him. 
^ sv " el face looked at him from every page of every 
^.i')k be read — and it was the face of Mary Ashburton! 
a sweet voice spake to him in every sound he heard— 
and it was the voice of Mary Ashburton ! Day and 
night succeeded each other, with pleasant interchange 
of light and darkness ; but to him the passing of time 
was only as a dream. When he arose in the morning, 
he thought only of her, and wondered if she were yet 
awake ; and when he lay down at night he thought only 
of her, and how, like the Lady Christabel, 
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** Her gentle limbc she did undress, 

And lay down In l^ir loveliness." 

And the livelongday he was with her, either in reality 
or in day-drearns, hardly less real ; for, in each delirious 
vision of his waking hours, her beauteous form passed 
like the form of Beatrice through Dante's heaven ; and 
as he lay in the summer afternoon, and heard at times 
the sound of the wind in the trees, and the sound of 
Sabbath bells ascending up to heaven, holy wishes and 
prayers ascended with them from his inmost soul, be- 
seeching that he might not love in vain t And, when- 
ever, in silence and alone, he looked into the silent, 
lonely countenance of night, he recalled the impassioned 
lines of Plato — 

** Lookest thou at the stars t If I were heaven, 

'With all the eyes of heaven would I look down on thee I" 

O, how beautiful it is to love ! Even thou, that sneer- 
est at this page, and laughest in cold indifference or 
scorn if others are near thee, thou, too, must acknowledge 
its truth when thou art alone ; and confess, that a foolish 
world is prone to laugh in public, at what in private it 
reverences, as one of the highest impulses of our na- 
ture, namely, love ! 

One by one the objects of our affection depart from 
us. But our affections remain, and like vines stretch 
forth thei. broken, wounded tendrils, for support. 
The bleeding heart needs a balm to heal it; and 
there is none.'^but the love of its kind — none but the 
affection of a human heart I Thus the wounded, broken 
affections of Flemming began to lift themselves from. 
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tlie dust and clin^ around thw new object. Days and 
weeks passed; and, like tlfi student Crisostomo, he 
ceased to love because he began to adore. And with 
this adoration mingled the prayer, that, in that hour 
when the world is still, and the voices that praise are* 
mute, and reflection cometh like twilight, and the 
maiden, in her day-dreams, counted the number of her 
friends, some voice, in the sacred silence of her thoughts 
might whisper his name I And was it indeed so ? Did 
any voice in the sacred silence of her thoughts whisper 
his name ? We shall soon learn. 

They were sitting together one morning, on the 
green, flowery meadow, under the ruins of Burg Un- 
spurinen. She was sketching the ruins. The birds 
were singing one and all, as if there were no aching 
hearts, no sin nor sorrow, in the world. So motionless 
was the bright air, that the shadow of the trees lay en« 
graven on the g^ass. The distant snow peaks sparkled 
in the sun, and nothing frowned, save the square tower 
of the old ruin above them. 

What a pity it is,’* said the lady, as she stopped to 
rest her weary fingers ; ** what a pity it is, that there 
is no old tradition connected with this ruin.” 

“ I will make you one, if you wish,” said Flem- 
ming. 

“ Can you make old traditions ?” 

** Of yes ; I made three the other day for the Rhine, 
and one very old one for the Black Forest. A lady 
with dishevelled hair ; a robber with a horrible slouched 
hat ; and a night storm among the roaring pines.” 

” Delightful ! Do make one for me.” 

With the greatest pleasure. Where will you have 
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the scene ? Here, or in the Black Forest 

" In the Black Forest, 'jy all means ! Begin.” 

” First promise not to interrupt me. If you snap 
the golden threads of thought, they will float away on 
•the air like gossamer threads, and I shall never be able 
to recover them.” 

** I promise.” 

” Listen, then, to the tradition of 'The Fountain 
OP Oblivion.’ ” 

" Begin.” 

Flemming was reclining on the flowery turf at tlie 
lady’s feet, looking up with dreamy eyes into her 
sweet face, and then into the leaves of the linden trees 
overhead. 

" Gentle lady ! dost thou remember the linden trees 
of Bulach, those tall and stately trees, with velvet down 
upon their shining leaves and rustic benches under- 
neath their overhanging eaves ? A leafy dwelling, fit 
to be the home of elf or fairy, where first I told my 
love to thee, thou cold and stately Hermione 1 A little 
peasant girl stood near, and listened all the while, with 
eyes of wonder and delight, and an unconscious smile, 
to hear the stranger still speak on in accents deep yet 
mild, — none else was with us in that hour, save God 
and that peasant child !” 

" Why, it is in rhyme 1” 

"No, no! the rhyme is only in your imagination. 
You promised not to interrupt me, and you have al- 
ready snapped asunder the gossamer threads of as 
sweet a dream as was ever spun from a poet’s brain.” 

" It certainly did rhyme!” 

"This was the reverie of the student Hieronymus^ 
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AS he sat at midni^t in his chamber, with his hands 
clasped together, and restih^ upon an open volume, 
which he should have been reading. His pale face was 
raised, and the pupils of his eyes dilated as if the 
spirit-world were open before him, and some beauteous 
vision were standing there, and drawing the student’s 
soul through his eyes up into heaven, as the ^evening 
sun, through parting summer clouds, seems to draw 
into its<.bosom the vapours of the earth. O, it was a 
sweet vision ! 1 can see it before me now ! 

** Near the student stood an antique bronze lamp, 
with strange figures carved upon it. It was a magic 
lamp, which once belonged to the Arabian astrologer El 
Geber, in Spain. Its light was beautiful as the light 
of stars ; and, night after night, as the lonely wight sat 
alone and read in his lofty tower, through the mist, 
and mirk, and dropping rain, it streamed out into 
the darkness, and was seen by many wakeful eyes. To 
the poor student Hieronymus it was a wonderful 
Aladdin's lamp, for in its flame a divinity revealed her- 
self unto him, and showed him treasures. Whenever 
he opened a ponderous, antiquated tome, it seemed as 
if some angel opened for him the gates of Paradise, 
and already he was known in the city as Hieronymus 
the learned. 

But, alas I he could read no more. The charm was 
broken. Hour after hour he passed, with his hands 
clasped before him, and his fair eyes gazing at vacancy. 
What could so disturb the studies of this melancholy 
wight ? Lady, he was in love ! Have you ever been 
in love ? He had seen the face of the beautiful Her- 
mione; and as, when we have thoughtlessly looked at 
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the Bun, our dazzled eyes, th.ough closed, behold It 
still, so he beheld by My and by night the radiant 
image of her upon whom he had too rashly gazed. 
Alas 1 he was unhappy, for the proud Hermione dis- 
dained the love of a poor student, whose only wealth 
was a magic lamp. In marble halls, and amid the gay 
crowd (hat worshipped her, she had almost forgotten 
that such a being lived as the student Hieronymus. 
The adoration of his heart had been to her on{y as the 
perfume of a wild (lower, which she had carelessly 
crushed with her foot in passing. But he had lost all ; 
for he had lost the quiet of his thoughts, and his agi- 
tated soul reflected only broken and distorted images of 
things. The world laughed at the poor student, who, 
in his torn and threadbare cassock, dared to lift his 
eyes to the Lady Hermione ; while he sat alone in his 
desolate chamber, and suffered in silence. He re- 
membered many things which he would fain forget; 
but which, if he had forgotten them, he would wish 
again to remember. Such were the linden trees of 
Bulach, under whose pleasant shade he had told his 
love to Hermione. This was the scene which he most 
wished to forget, yet loved most to remember ; and of 
this he was now dreaming, with his hands clasped upon 
his book, and that kind of music in his thoughts which 
you, lady, mistook for rhyme. 

** Suddenly the cathedral clock struck twelve with a 
melancluiy clang. It roused the student Hieronymus 
from his dream ; and rang in his ears, like the iron 
hoofs of the steeds of Time. The magic hour had 
come, when the divinity of the lamp most willingl 
revealed herself to her votary. The bronze figures 
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seemed alive ; a wkite cloud rdse from the flame and 
spread itself through the clf^tnbcr, whose four walls 
dilated into magnificent cloud vistas ; a fragrance, as of 
wild-tfowers, filled the air, and a dreamy music, like 
distant, sweet-chiming bells, announced the approach 
of the midniglit divinity. Through his streaming tears 
the heart-broken student beheld her once more descend- 
ing a pass in the snowy cloud-mountains, as at evening, 
the dewy Hesperus comes from the bosom of the mist, 
and assumes his station in the sky. At her approach 
his spirit grew more calm ; for her presence was, to his 
feverish heart, like a tropical night, — beautiful, and 
soothing, and invigorating. At length she stood before 
him revealed in all her beauty, and he comprehended 
the language of her sweet but silent lips, which seemed 
to say — * What would the student Hieronymus to- 
night?’ — ’Peace!* he answered, raising his clasped 
hands, and smiling through his tears. ’ The student 
Hieronymus iinploreth peace!’ ’Then go,’ said the 
spirit, ’ go to the Fountain of Oblivion in the deepest 
solitude of the Black Forest, and cast this scroll into 
its waters, and thou shalt be at peace once more.* 
Hieronymus opened his arms to embrace the divinity, 
for her countenance assumed the features of Hermione { 
but she vanished away — the music ceased, the gorgeous 
cloud-land sank and fell asunder, and the student was 
alone within the four bare walls of his chamber. As 
he bowed his head downward, his eye fell upon a parch- 
ment scroll, which was lying beside the lamp. Upon 
it was written only the name of Hermione ! 

“ The next morning Hieronymus put the scroll into 
his bosom, and went his way in search of the Fountain 
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of OblivioR. A few dajs b^-ought him to the skirts of 
the Black f’orest. He Entered, not without a teelins; 
of dread, that land of shadows ; and passed onward 
under melancholy pines and cedars, whose branches 
' grew abroad and mingled together, and, as they swayed 
up and down, filled the air with solemn twilight and u 
sound of sorrow. As he advanced into the forest the 
waving moss hung, like curtains, from the branches 
overhead, and more and more shut out the light of 
heaven, and he knew that the Fountain of Oblivion 
was not far off. Even then the sound of falling waters 
was mingled with the roar of the pines overhead ; and 
ere long he came to a river, moving in solemn majesty 
through the forest, and falling with a dull, leaden sound 
into a motionless and stagnant lake, above which the 
branches of the forest met and mingled, forming per* 
petual night. This was the Fountain of Oblivion. 

** Upon its brink the student paused, and gazed into 
tlie dark waters with a steadfast look. They were 
limpid waters, dark with shadows only. And as he 
gazed, he beheld, far down in their silent depths, dim, 
and ill -defined outlines, wavering to and fro, like the 
folds of a white garment in the twilight. Then more 
distinct and permanent shapes aro^c ; — shapes familiar 
to his mind, yet forgotten and remembered again, 
as the fragments of a dream ; till at length, far, far 
below him he beheld the great city of the Past, with 
silent ma' ble streets, and moss-grown walls, and spires 
uprising with a wave-like, flickering motion. And 
amid the crowd that thronged those streets, he beheld 
faces once familiar and dear to him ; and heard sorrow- 
ful, sweet voices singing — O, forget us not ! O, forget 
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US not !’ and tlieii the dist<iint mournful sound of 
runerai bells, ^ that were tollin^l)clow, in the city of the 
Past. But in the gardens of that city there were 
children playing, and among them one who wore his 
features as they had been in childliood. He was leading 
a little girl by the hand, and caressed her often, and 
adorned her with flowers. Then, like a dream, the 
scene changed, and the boy had grown older, and stood 
alone, gazing into the sky ; and, as he gazed, his coun* 
tenance changed again, and Hieronymus beheld him, as 
if it had been his own image in the clear water; and 
before him stood a beauteous maiden, whose face was 
like the face of Hermione, and he feared lest the scroll 
had fallen into the water, as he bent over it. Starting 
as from a dream, he put his hand into his bosom and 
breathed freely again, when he found the scroll still 
there.^ He drew it forth and read the blessed name of 
Hermione, and the city beneath him vanished away, 
and the air grew fragrant as with the breath of May- 
flowers, and a light streamed through the shadow}^ 
forest and gleamed upon the lake ; and the student 
Hieronymus pressed the dear name to his lips and ex- 
claimed with streaming eyes—* O, scorn me as thou 
wilt, still, still will I love thee ; and thy name shall 
irradiate the gloom of my life, and make the waters of 
Oblivion smile !* And the name was no longer Her- 
mioiie, but was changed to Mary; and the student 
Hieronymus — is lying at your feet ! O, gentle lady I 
• 

'I.did hear you talk 
Far shove singing ; after you were gone 
I grew acquainted with my heart, and searched 
What stirred it so 1 Alas ! I found it love.”' 
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CHAPTER IX. 

A TALK ON THE STAIRS. 

No ! I will not describe that scene ; nor how pale th« 
Itately lady sat on the border of the green, sunny 
Meadow! The hearts of some women tremble like 
leaves at every breath of love which reaches them, and 
then are still again. Others, like the ocean, arc moved 
only by the breath of a storm, and not so easily lulled 
to rest. And such was the proud heart of Mary Ash- 
burton. It had remained unmoved by the presents of 
this stranger, and the sound of his footsteps and hia 
voice excited in it no emotion. He had deceived him- 
self! Silently they walked homeward through the 
green meadow. The very sunshine was sad, and the 
rising wind through the old ruin above them sounded 
in his ears like a hollow laugh ! 

' Flemming went straight to his chamber. On the 
way he passed the walnut trees under whioli he had 
first seen the face of Mary Ashburton. Involuntary 
he closed his eyes. They were full of tears. Oh, there 
are places in this world which we never wish to see 
again, however dear they may be to us. The towers of 
the old Franciscan convent never looked so gloomily as 
then, though the bright summer sun was shining full 
upon them. 

In his Liiaraber he found Berkley. He was looking 
out of the window whistling. 

** This evening I leave Interlachcn for ‘ever," said 
Flemming, rather abruptly. 
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Berkley stared. ^ 

** Indeed? Pray* what is matter? You look ai 

pale as a ghost 1" 

And have good reason to look pale/’ replied Flem- 
ming, bitterly. Hoffmann says, in one of his note- 
■ books, that on the eleventh of March, at half -past 
eight o’clock precisely, he was an ass.* That is what I 
was this morning at half- past ten o’clock precisely, and 
am now, and I suppose always shall be.” 

He tried to laugh, but could not. He then related 
to Berkley the whole story from beginning to end. 

” This is a miserable,picce of business !” exclaimed 
Berkley, when he had finished. ’’Strange enough! 
And yet I had long ceased to marvel at the caprices of 
women. Did not Pan captivate the chaste Diana? 
Did not Titania love Nick Bottom with his ass’s head? 
Do you think that maiden’s eyes arc no longer touched 
with the juice of love-in- idleness ? Take my word for 
it, she is in love with somebody else. There must bo 
some reason for this. No; women never have any 
reason except their will. But never mind. Keep a 
stout heart Care killed a cat. Af^er all — what is she ? 
Who is she ? Only a 

” Hush ! hush !” exclaimed Flemming, in gpreat ex- 
citement ” Not one word more, 1 beseech you. Do 
not think to console me by depreciating her. She is 
very dear to me still — a beautiful, high-minded, noble 
woman.” 

“Yee,” answered Berkley; ''that is the way with 
you all, you, young men. You see a sweet face, or a 
something, you know not what, and flickering reason 
■ays, Good night ; Amen to common sense. The imagi- 
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nation invests tlie beloved object with a thousand 
■uperlative charms; furn^hes htr with all the purple 
and fine linen, all the rich apparel and furniture of 
human nature. I did the same when I was young. 1 
waa once as desperately in love as you are now, and 
went through all^ the 

* Delicious deaths, soft exhalations 
Of soul; dear and divine annihilations, 

A thousand unknown rites 
Of Joys, and rarefied delights.* 

I adored, and was rejected. * You are in love with 
certain attributes,' said the lady. ' Damn your attri- 
butes, madam,' said 1 ; * I know nothing of attributes.' 
' Sir,’ said she with dignity, ' you have been drinking.' 
So we parted. She was married afterwards to another^ 
who knew something about attributes, I suppose. 1 have 
seen her once since and only once. She had a baby in 
a yellow gown. 1 hate a baby in a yellow gown. How 
glad 1 am she did not marry me. One of these days 
you will be glad you have been rejected. Take my 
word for it” 

“ All that does not prevent my lot from being a very 
melancholy one !” said Flemming, sadly. 

” O, nev^ mind the lot," cried Berkley, htughing* 
" So long as you don’t get Lot’s wife. If the cucumber 
is bitter, throw it away, as the philosopher, Marcus 
Antonius, says in his Meditations. Forget her, and all 
will be as if you had not known her.” 

“ I shall never forget her,” replied Flemming, rather 
solemnly. ** Not my pride, but my ofiTections, are 
wounded ; and the wound is too deep ever to heaL I 



HYPERION. 


195 


■hall carry it with rpc always. 1 enter no more into the 
world, but will dwell only 4V: the world of my own 
thoughts. All great and unusual occurrences, whether 
of joy or sorrow, lift us above this earth, and we shall 
do wrell always to preserve this elevation. Hitherto 
I have not done so. But now I will^ more descend i 
I will sit apart, and above the world, with my mournful 
yet holy thqughts.’* 

Whew ! you hRd better go into society ; the whirl 
and delirium will cure you in a week. If you find a 
lady who pleases you very much, and you wish to marry 
her, and she will not listen to such a horrid thing, I 
see but one remedy, which is to find another who 
pleases you more, and who will listen to it." 

" No, my friend ; you do not understand my charac* 
ter," said Flemming, shaking his head. " I love this 
woman with a deep and lasting affection. I shall never 
cease to love her. ThisTnay be madness in me, hut so 
it is. Alas I and alas ! Paracelsus of old wasted life 
in trying to discover its elixir, which after all turned 
out to be alcohol *, and instead of being made immortal 
upon earth, he died drunk on the floor of a tavern. 
The like happens to many of us. We waste our best 
ytars in distilling the sweetest flowers of llfle into love 
potions, which after *all do not immorU^ae, but only 
intoxicate us. By Heaven 1 we are all of us mad !" 

" But are you sure the case is utterly hopeless ?” 

“ Utterly! utterly !*• 

" And yet I perceive you have not laid aside all 
hope. You still flatter yourself that the lady's heart 
may change. The great secret of happiness consists 
not in enjoying, but in renouncing. But it is hard, very 
1 
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liard. Hope has as many liv<^s as i:at or a king. J 
.(Jure Sjijr ynu have heard SlK; oid ItaTiaii proverb, * The 
kii.g neve** dies.* But perhaps you have never heard, 
that at the court of Naples, where the dead body of a 
monarch lies in state, his dinner is carried up to him 
as usual, and the^iirt physician tastes it to see that it 
be not poisoned, and then the servants bear it out 
again, saying * The king docs not dine to day.* Hope 
in our souls is king, and we also say,** The king never 
dies.* Even when in reality he lies dead within us, in 
a kind of solemn mockery we oiTer him his accus- 
tomed food, but are constrained to say, * The king does 
not dine to day.* It must be an evil day indeed when 
a king of Naples has no heart for his dinner! but you 
yourself are a proof tliat the king never dies. You are 
feeding your king, although you say he is dead.’* 

** To show you that I do not wish to cherish hope,** 
replied Flemming, “ I shall leave Intcrlachen to- 
morrow morning. I am going to the Tyrol.'* 

“ You are right,*' said Berkley ; “ there is nothing 
lo good for sorrow as rapid motion in the open air. 1 
shall go with you ; though probably your conversation 
will not be very various — nothing but Edward and 
Kunigunde.” 

“ What do you moan by that ? ** 

“ Go to Berlin, and you will find out However, 
'esting apart, I will do all I can to cheer you, and 
make you forget the dark laaie, and this untowa<<l 
accident.** 

** Accident 1 " said Flemming. '* This is no acci- 
dent, but God’s providence which brought us together 
to punish *nc for my sins.** 
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** O, my friend,* interrujpfed Berkley, ** it you see 
the finger of Providence so distinctly in every act of 
your life, you will«nd by thinking yourself an apostle 
and envoy extraordmary. 1 see nothing so very 
uncommon in what has happened to\ou” 

** What ! not when our souls aiV so akin to each 
other ! When we seemed so formed to be together — 
to be one ! ” ^ 

“ I have often observed,** replied Berkley, c 9 Jdly, 
“ that those who are of kindred souls rarely wed to- 
gether; almost as rarely as those who are akin by 
olood. There seems, indeed, to be such a thing a& 
spiritual incest. Therefore, mad lover, do not think to 
persuade thyself and thy scornful lady that you have 
kindred souls j but rather the contrary — that you are 
much unlike, and each wanting in those qualities which 
most mark and distinguish the •^tlier. Trust me, thy 
courtship will then be more piospcrous. But good 
morning. I must prepare for this sudden journey.’* 

On the following morning Flemming and Berkley 
started on their way to Innsbruck, like Huon of Bor- 
deaux and Scherasmiii on their way to Babylon* 
Berkley’s self-assumed duty was to console his coin 
panion ; a duty which he performed like an old Spanis^ 
Matadora, a woman whose business was to attend the 
sick, and put her elbow into the stomach of the dying 
to shorten their agony. • 


x2 
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•* Mortal, they softly say, 

Peace to thy heart I 
We too, yes, mortal, 

Have been as thou art ; 

Hope-lifted, doubt-depressed. 

Seeing in part, 

Tried, troubled, tempted, — 

Sustained,— as thou art." 

CHAPTER I. 

X MISERERE. 

In the Orlando Innamorato, Malagigi, the necro* 
niancer, puts all the company to sleep by reading to 
them from a book. Some books have this power of 
themselves and need no necromancer. Fearing, gentle 
reader, that mine may be of this kind, 1 have provided 
these introductory chapters, from time to time, like 
stalls or misereres in a church, with flowery canopies 
and poppy>heads over them, where thou mayest sit 
down and sleep. 

No, — the figure is not a bad (^e. This book does 
somewhat resemble a minster, in the Romanesque 
style, with pinnacles, and flying buttresses, and roo^ 
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Gar^oylecl wjth ffrcyhmtiids, and with many Ilona 
Made of fine gold, with^^^era sundry dragons.” 

You Step into its shade and coolness out of the hot 
streets of life ; a mysterious light streams through the 
painted glass of the inarygold windows, staining the 
cusps and crumpled leaves of the window-shafts, and 
the cherubs and holy-water stoups below. Here and 
there is an image of the Virgin Mary, and other 
images, in divers vestures, called weepers, stand in 
housings made about the tomb;" and, above all, 
swells the vast dome of heaven, with its star-mouldings, 
and the flaming constellations, like the mosaics in the 
dome of St. Peter's. Have you nift heard funeral 
psalms from the chauntry ? Have you not heard the 
sound of church bells, as I promised? mysterious 
sounds from the past and future, as from the belfries 
outside the cathedral ; even such a mournful, mellow, 
watery peal of bells, as is heard sometimes at sea, 
from cities afar off bilow the horizon ? 

1 know not how this Romanesque, and at times 
flamboyant, style of architecture may please the critics. 
They may wish, perhaps, that I had omitted some of 
my many ornaments, my arabesques, and roses, and 
fantastic spouts, and holy-roods and Gallilee steeples. 
But would it then have been Romanesque ? 

But perhaps, gentle reader, thou art one of those 
who think the days of romance gone for ever. Believe 
it not! O, believe it not! Thou hast at this moment 
in thy heart as sweet a romance as was ever written. 
Thou art not less a woman, because thou dost not sit 
aloR in a tower, H^ith a tassel-gentle on thy wrist! 
Thmi art not less a man, because thou wearest no 
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hauberk, nor mail-sark, and gocst not on hi^rseback 
after foolish adventures ! Nay, nay ! Every one lias a 
romance in his own heart. All that has blessed or 
awed the world lies there ; and 

The oracle within him, that which lives, 

He must invoke and question, — not dead books, 

Not ordinances, not mould-rotten papers.” 

Sooner or later some passages of every one’s romance 
must be written cither in words or actions. They will 
proclaim the truth, for truth is thought, which has 
assumed its appropriate garments, either of words or 
actions ; while falsehood is thought which, dis- 
guised in words or actions not its own, comes before 
the blind old world, as Jacob came before the patriarch 
Isaac, clothed in the goodly raiment of his brother 
Esau. And the world, like the patriarch, is often de- 
ceived ; for, though the voice is Jacob’s voice, yet the 
hands are the hands of Esau, and the false takes away 
the birthright and the blessing from the true. Hence 
it is, that the world so often lifts up its voice, and weeps. 

That very pleasing and fanciful Chinese romance, 
the Shadow in the Water, ends with the hero’s mar- 
rying both the heroines. 1 hope my gentle reader feels 
curious to know the end of this romance, which is a 
shadow upon the earth, a'.d^ee whether there be any 
marriage at all in it. 

That is the very point I am now thinking of, as 1 
sit here at my pleasant chamber window, and enjoy the 
balmy air of a bright summer morning, and watch the 
motions of the golden robin, tnat sit on its swinging 
nest on the outermost, pendulous bftnch of yonder elm. 
The broad meadows and the steel-blue river reftind 
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me of the meadows of Unterseen, and the river Aari 
and beyond them rise magni^cent snow-white clouds, 
piled up like Alps. Thus the shades of Washington 
and William Tell seem to walk together in these 
Elysian Fields ! for it was here, that in days long gone 
our great patriot dwelt; and yonder clouds so much 
resemble the snowy Alps, that they remind me irresis* 
tibly of the Swiss. Noble examples of a high purpose 
and a fixed will 1 Do they not move, Ilyperion-Iike, 
on high ? Were they not likewise sons of heaven and 
earth ? 

Nothing can be more lovely than these summer 
mornings, nor than the southern window at which I 
sit and write, in this old mansion, which is like an 
Italian villa. But O, this lassitude, — this weariness 
— when sll around me is so bright 1 I have this morn- 
ing a singular longing for flowers; a wish to stroll 
among the roses and carnations, and inhale their 
breath, as- if it would revive me. I wish I knew the 
man who called flowers “ the fugitive poetry of nature.’* 
From this distance, from these scholastic shades, — from 
this leafy, blossoming, and beautiful Cambridge, I 
stretch forth iny hand to grasp his, as the hand of a 
poet! — Yes; this morning 1 would rather stroll with 
him among the gay flowers, than sit here and write. 1 
feel so weary * 

Old men with their staves, says the Spanish poet, 
are evw knocking at the door of the grave. But I am 
not qIcK The Spanish poet might have included the 
young also. No mattft ! Courage, and forward 1 The 
romance must be finished ; — and finished soon. 

thou poor authorling ! Reach a little deeper into 
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the human heart t Touch those stringfs, — touch those 
deeper strings, and more «holdIy, or the notes will die 
away like whispers, and no ear shall hear them, save 
thine own ! And, to cheer thy solitary labour, remem- 
ber, that the secret studies of an author are the sunken 
piers upon which is to rest the bridge of his fame, 
spanning the dark waters of oblivion. They are out 
of sight; but without them no superstructure can 
stand secure 1 

And now, reader, since the sermon is over, and we 
are still sitting here in this miserere, let us read aloud 
a page from the old parchment manuscript on the 
Jettern before us ; let us sing it through these dusky 
aisles, like a Gregorian chauiit, and startle the sleeping 
congregation I 

“I have read of the great river Euripus, which 
ebbeth and floweth seven times a day, and with such 
violence, that it carrieth ships upon it with full sail, 
directly against the wind. Seven times in an hour 
ebbeth and floweth rash opinion, in the torrent of in- 
discreet and troublesome apprehensions ; carrying critic 
calumny and squint-eyed detraction mainly against the 
wind of wisdom and judgment.’* 

In secuia seculorum 1 Amen ! 

CHAPTER II. 

CURFE./ BELLS. 

Welcome disappointment ! elThy hand is cold and 
hard, but it is the hand of a friend ! Thy voice is stern 
and harsh, but it is the voice of a friend 1 O, thq|e is 
something sublime in calm endurance, something 
sublime in the resolute, fixed purpose of suffering 



RYPKptON. 20S 

without complaining, which* makes disappointment 
oftentimes better than 8ucc*cls !' 

' The Emperor Isaac Angelus made a treaty with 
Salad in, and tried to purchase the holy sepulchre with 
gold. Richard Lion-heart scorned such alliance, and 
sought to recover it by battle. Thus do weak minds 
make treaties with the passions they cannot overcome, 
and try to purchase happiness at the expense of princi- 
ple. But the resolute will ot a strong man scorns such 
means, and struggles nobly with his toe to achieve 
g^eat deeds. Therefore, whosoever thou art that suf- 
ferest, try not to dissipate thy sorrow by the breath of 
the worl^ nor drown its voice in thoughtless merri- 
ment. It is a treacherous peace that is purchased by 
mdiilgencc. Rather take this sorrow to thy heart, and 
make it a part of thee, and it shall nourish thee till thou 
art strong again. 

The shadows of the mind are like those of the body. 
In the morning of life they all lie behind us; at noon 
we trample them under foot : and in the evening they 
stretch long, broad, and deepening before us. Are not, 
then, the sorrows of childhood as dark as those of age 7 
Are not the morning shadows of life as deep and broad 
as those of its evening 7 Yes : but morning shadows 
soon fade%way, while those of evening reach for- 
ward into the night, and mingle with the coming dark- 
ness. '' Man is begotten in delight and born in pain ; 
and in these are the rapture and labour of his life fore- 
shadowed from the beginning. But the life of man 
upon fair earth is made up for the most part of 
little pains and little pleasures. The great wonder- 
flowers bloom but once in a lifetime. 

A week had already elapsed since the events re- 
1 i 
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corded in the last chapter. Paul Elemming went his 
way, a melancholy man, *^tinking the sweet wormwood 
of his sorrow.” lie did not rail at Providence, and 
call it fate, but suffered and was silent. It is a beau- 
tiful trait in the lover's character, that he thinks no 
evil of the object loved. What he suffered was no swift 
storm of feeling, that passes away with a noise, and 
leaves the heart clearer; but a dark phantom had 
risen up in the clear night, and like that of Adamastor, 
hid the stars ; and, if it ever vanished away for a sea- 
son, still the deep sound of the moaning main would be 
heard afar, through many a dark and lonely hour. And 
thus he journeyed on, wrapped in desponding gloom, 
and mainly heedless of all things around Rim. His 
mind was distempered. That one face was always be- 
fore him : that one voice for ever saying, — 

'*You are not the magician.” 

Painful indeed, it is to be misunderstood and under- 
valued by those we love. But this, too, in our life^ 
must we learn to bear without a murmur, for it is a 
tale often repeated. 

There are persons in this world to whom all local 
associations are naught. The genius of the place speaks 
not to them. Even on battle-fields, ^here the voice of 
this genius is wont to be loudest, they l|gar only the 
sound of their own voices ; they meet there only their 
own dull and pedantic thoughts, as the old graoHli^ian 
Brunetto Latini met on the plain of Ronce^yi^es a 
poor student riding on a bay mule. This wa*. IBpI iJ- 
ways the case with Paul Flemming, but it hli4 
so no^. He felt no interest in the scenery him. 

He hardW looked at it. Even the difficult, B^Muitain 
passes, where, from iiis rocky eagfp-eyeil 
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Tyrolese peasant had watched his foe, and the roaring, 
turbid torrent underneatlz/li’hich had swallowed up the 
bloody corse, that tell from the rocks like a crushed 
worm,* awakened no lively emotion in his breast. 
All around him seemed dreamy and vague ; all with- 
in dim, as in a sun's eclipse. As the moon, whe- 
ther visible or invisible, has the power over the tides of 
the ocean, so the face of that lady, whether present or 
absent, had power over the tides of his soul ; both 
by day and night, both waking and sleeping. In every 
pale face and dark eye he saw a resemblance to her ; 
and what the day denied him in reality, the night gave 
him in dreams. 

** '[This is a strange, fantastic world," said Berkley, 
after a very long silence, during which the two travellers 
had been sitting each in his corner of the travelling- 
carriage wrapped in his own reflections. " A very, 
strange, fantastic world : where each one pursues his 
own golden bubble, and laughs at his neighbour for doing 
the same. I have been thinking how a moral Linnsiis 
would classify our race. I think he would divide it, 
not as Lord Byron did, into two great cLisscs, the bores 
and those who are bored, but into three, namely happy 
men, lucky dogs, and miserable wretches. This is more 
true 4 nd philosophical though perhaps, not quite so com- 
prebfttisiYe. He is the happy man, who, blessed with 
nko^ease, a wife and children, sits enthroned in the 
ttt his family, and knows no other ambition than 
Alii^ji)if.^akilng those around him happy. But the lucky 
tlcff who, free from all domestic cares, saunters 
hid room, in morning-gown and slippers, 
the window of a rainy day, and as he stirs his 
evhtlihgAref-snapshis fingers at the world, and says, * 1 
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have no wife nor children, *'^ood or bad, to provide for/ 1 
had a friend, who is now ifohnore. He was taken away 
in the bloom of life, by a very rapid — widow. He was 
by brth and by profession a beau,-r-born with « quiz- 
zing-glass and a cane. Cock of the walk, he flapped 
his wings, and crowed among the feathered tribe. But 
alas ! a fair, white partlet has torn his crest out, and 
he shall crow no more. You will generally find him 
of a morning, smelling round a beef-cart, with domes- 
tic felicity written in every line of his countenance ; 
and sometimes meet him in a^ cross stre et at noon, 
hurrying homeward with a beefsteak on a wooden 
skewer, or a fresh fish, with a piece of tarred twine run 
through its gills. In the evening he rocks the cradle, 
and gets up in the night when the child cries. Like a 
Goth of the dark ages, he consults his wife on all 
mighty matters, and looks upon her as a being of more 
than human goodness and wisdom. In short, the ladies 
all say he is a very domestic man, and makes a good 
husband ,* which, under the rose, is only a more polite 
way of saying he is henpecked. He is a happy man. 
I have another dear friend, who is a sexagenary bache- 
lor. He has one of those well-oiled dispositions, which 
turn upon the hinges of the world without creaking. 
The heyday of life is over with him ; but his old age isf 
sunny and chirping, and a merry heart still nestlet in 
his tottering frame, like a swallow that buil^f Ia g 
tumble-down chimney. He is a professed squlirw 6 
dames. The rustic of a silk gown is music ^ his 
and his imagination is continually lantem«le^ by soniai 
will-with-a-whisp in the shape of a lady’«'Stoinilb]^er. 
In his devotion to the fair sex, — the muslin^ as,hb ^Is 
ha— 'he is the gentle fit wer of chivalry. It is amusing 
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to see \iow quick he strikes into the scent of a lady’s 
handkerchief. When once»fairly in pursuit, there is 
no such thing as throwing him out. His heart looks 
out at his eye, and his inward delight tingles down to 
the tail of his coat. He loves to bask in the sunshine of 
a smile ; when he can breathe the sweet atmosphere of 
kid gloves and cambric handkerchiefs, his soul is in its 
clement ; and his supreme delight is to pass the morn- 
ing to use his own quaint language, * in making dodg- 
ing calls, and wiggling round among the ladies !’ He is 
a lucky dog!” ^ 

*'And as a specimen of the class of miserable wretches, 
I suppose you will take me,'* said Flemming, making 
an effort to enter into his friend's humour. ** Certainly 
I am wretched enough. You may make me the stuffed 
bear, — the specimen of this class.” 

By no means,” replied Berkley : ** you are not re- 
duced so low. He only is utterly wretched who is the 
slave of his own passions, or those of others. This, 1 
trust, will never be your condition. Why so wan and 
pale fopd lover 7 Do you remember Sir John Suck- 
ling's song ? — 

“ Why 80 wan and pale, fond lover; 

Pr’ythee why so pale ? 

Will, if looking well can’t move her, 

Looking ill prevail f 
Pr’ythee why so palef 

Why so dull and mute, young tinner; 

. Pr'ythee why so mute? 

Vm. If speaking well can’t win her, 

Siiying nothing do it t 
Pr’ythee why so mute! 
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Quit, quit, for Aiamel thU cannot movik 
This cannot tiilfie hert 
If of herself she do not love, 

Nothing will make her I 
The devil take her 1 ** 

How do you like that?** 

“ To you I say quit, quit for shame,*' replied Flem- 
ming. ** Why quote the songs of that witty and licen* 
tious age? Have you no better consolation to offeP 
me ? How many, many timy must I tell you, that I 
bear the lady no ill-will. I do not blame her for not 
loving me. I desire her happiness, even at the sacri- 
fice of my own.'* 

** That is generous in you, and deserves a better fate. 
But you are so figurative in all you say that a stranger 
would think you had no real ieeling, — and only fancied 
yourself in love." 

** Expression of feeling is different with different 
minds. It is not always simple. Some minds when 
excited, naturally speak in figures and similitudes. 
They do not on that account feel less deeply. This 
is obvious in our commonest modes of speech. It 
depends upon the individual." 

“ Kyrie Eleeson !" 

** Well, abuse my figures of speech as much atf; ypu 
please. What I insist upon is, that you 
the lady. When did you jver hear me 
per against her. 

" Oho ! Now you speak like Launce 

Their conversation, which had begun 
was here suddenly interrupted by a ej? 

thunder, that aiMiounced a near-applrdhfiftili|^^iil^^ 
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U was ] ite in the afternoon, and the whole heaven 
black with low, trailing, ■L^ouds. Still blacker the 
Btorm came sailing up majestically from the southwest, 
with almost unbroken volleys of distant thunder. The 
wind seemed to be storming a cloud redoubt, and 
marched onward with dust, and the green banners 
of the trees flapping in the air, and heavy cannon- 
ading, and occasionally an explosion, like the blowing 
up of a powder- waggon. Mingled with this was the 
sound of thunder-bells from a village not far off. They 
were all ringing dolefiMy to ward off the thunderbolt. 
At the entrance of the village stood a large wooden 
cruciflx; around which was a crowd of priests and 
peasants, kneeling in the wet grass, by the road-side, 
with their hands and eyes lifted to heaven, and pray- 
ing for rain. Their prayer was soon answered. 

The travellers drove on with the driving wind and 
rain. They had come from Landeck, and hoped to 
reach Innsbruck before midnight. Night closed in» 
and Flemming fell asleep with the loud storm over- 
head, and at his feet the roaring Inn, a mountain tor- 
rent leaping onward as wild and restless as when it first 
sprang from its cradle in the solitudes of Engaddin 
meet emblem of himself, thus rushing through tli* 
^is slumber was long, but broken; and at 
awoke in terror, for he beard a voice pro- 
ia mi ear distinctly these words — 

Slave brought the dead body.” 

driving by a churchyard at the entrance 
of and among the tombs a dim lamp was burn- 

Sag before an image of the Virgin. It had a most un 
Flemming almost feared to sp 
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the con^reg^ation of the dead into the church and 
sing their midnight mass.*' He spoke to Berkley; but 
received no answer — he was in a deep sleep. 

** Then it was only a dream,*' said he to himself ; 
** yet how distant the voice was. O, if we had spiritual 
organs, to see ami hear things now invisible and in- 
audible to us, we should behold the whole air filled with 
the departing souls of that vast multitude*which every 
moment dies, — should behold them streaming up like 
thin vapours heaven-ward, and hear the startling blast 
of the archangel’s trump sounding incessant through 
the universe and proclaiming the awful judgment day. 
Truly the soul departs not alone on its last journey, 
but spirits of its kind attend it, when not ministering 
angels ; and they go in families to the unknown land I 
Neither in life nor in death are we alone." 

He slept again at intervals ; and at length, though 
long after midnight, i^ached Innsbruck between sleep- 
ing and waking, his mind filled with dim recollections 
of the unspeakably dismal night-journey ; — the climb- 
ing of hills, and plunging into dark ravines ; — the mo- 
mentary rattling of the wheels over paved streets of 
towns, and the succeeding hollow rolling and tramping 
on the wet earth ; — the blackness of the night ; — the 
thunder, and lightning, and rain ; — the roar of wuten, 
leaping through deep chasms by the road sids^itiQji-the 
wind through the mounte' i-passes, sounding loil|F and 
long, like the irrepressible laughter of the godi»< 

The travellers on the morrow lingered not in 
Innsbruck. They did not fail, however, to tItilLftho 
tomb of Maximilian in the Franciscan Chuteb 
Holy Cross, and gaze with some admiration iil^i^Cht 
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twenty^eight gigantic bronze «tatues of Godfrey of 
Bouillon, and King Arthur afkl Ernest the Iron-man, 
and Frederick of the Empty Pockets, kings and heroes, 
and others, which stand leaning on their swords be> 
tween the columns of the church, ^s if guarding the 
tomb of the dead. These statues r^inded Flemming 
of the bronze giants, which strike the hours on the 
belfry of San Basso, in Venice, and of the flail-armed 
monsters, that guarded the gateway of Angulaffer’s 
castle in Oberon. After gazing awhile at these motion- 
less sentinels, they went forth, and strolled through 
the public gardens, with the jagged mountains right 
over their heads, and all around them tall, melancholy 
pines, like Tyrolese peasants with shaggy hair ; and at 
their feet the mad torrent of the Inn, sweeping with 
turbid waves through the midst of the town. In the 
afternoon they drove on towards Salzburg through tlie 
magnificent mountain passes of W|idering and Unken. 


CHAPTER III. 

SHADOWS ON THE WALL. 

On the following morning Flemming awoke in a 
chaml^i^lidf 4he Golden Ship at Salzburg, just the 
cloek' dome- church opposite was striking ten. 

The v£^ew-Bhutters were closed, and the room nearly 
darktC^'^e was l^ing on his back, with his hands 
crossed -on his breast, and his eyes looking up at the 
white huxtains overhead. He thought them the vniite 
marble eeiM^y of a tomb, and himself the marble 
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Statue, lyings beneath. < When the clock ceased striking^, 
the eight and twenty gi^ntic bronze statues from the 
Church of Holy Rood in Innsbruck sulked into the 
chamber and arranged themselves along the walls, which 
spread into dimly-lighted aisles and arches. On the 
painted windows ift saw Interlachen, with its Francis- 
can cloister, and the square tower of the ruins. In a 
pendent, overhead, stood the German student, as Saint 
Vitus : and on a lavatoiy, or basin of holy water, below, 
sat a cherub, with the form and features of Beikley. 
Then the organ pipes began to blow, and he heard the 
▼oiccs of an inihsiblc choir chanting. And anon the 
gilded gates in the bronze screen before the chapel 
opened, and a bridal procession passed through. The 
bride was clothed in the garb of the middle ages, and 
held a book in her hand, with velvet covers, and golden 
clasps. It was Mary Ashburton. She looked at him 
as she passed. Hej^ace was pale, and there were tears 
in her sweet eyes, ^hen the gates closed again ; and 
one of the oaken poppy-heads over a carved stall, in 
the shape of an owl, flapped its broad wings, and 
hooted, ** To-whit ! to-whoo I'* Then the whole scene 
changed, and he thought himself a monk’s-head on a 
gutter spout ; and it rained dismally, and Berkley was 
standing under with an umbrella, laughin|^4 

In other words, I lemming was in a and 

delirious. He remained iii this state for The 

first thing he was conscious of hearing of WM tbe'4octor 
say to Berkley — • 

** The crisis is passed. I now consider him out of 
danfer.” 

He then fell into a sweet sleep ; the wild feyer had 
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swept away like an angry, red i^oud, and the refresh- 
ing summer rain began to fall Ijl^ dew upon the parched 
earth. Still another week, and Flemming was ** sitting 
clothed, and in his right mind." Perkley had been 
reading to him, and still held the bonk in his hand, 
with his fore- finger between the leaves. It was a 
volume of Hoffmann's writings." 

“ How very strange it is," said he, “ that you can 
hardly open the biography of any German author, but 
you will find it begin with an account of his grand- 
father. It will tell you how the Venerable old man 
walked up and down the garden among the gay flowers, 
wrapped in his morning gown, which is likewise covered 
with flowers, and perhaps wearing on his head a little 
velvet cap. Or you will And him sitting by the chimney 
corner in the great chair, smoking his ancestral pipe, 
with shaggy eyebrows and eyes like birds' nests under 
the eaves of a house, and a mouth like a Nuremberg 
nutcracker's. The future poet cUmbs upon the old 
man's knees. His genius is not recognised yet. He 
is thought for the most part a dull boy. His father is 
an austere man, or perhaps dead. But the mother is 
still there, a sickly, saint like woman, with knitting 
work, and an elder sister, who has already been in love, 
and wears rings on her fingers ; — 

heads, and such mementos, 

Bhr grandmother and worm-eaten aunts left to her, 

To taSl hw what her beauty must arrive at." 

'* But this is not the case with the life of Hoffmann, 
if I recollect right." 

** No, not precisely. Instead ot the grandfather, we 
have the grandmother, a stately dame, who has long 
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since shaken hands with the vanities of life. The 
mother, separated fron9,her husband, is sick in mind 
and body, and flits to and fro, like a shadow. Then 
there is an nflectionatc maiden aunt ; and an uncle, a 
retired judoe, the terror of little boys, — the Giant Des- 
pair of this Doubting Castle in Koonigsberg ; and oc- 
casionally the benign countenance of a venerable grand- 
uncle, whom Lamotte Fouque called a hero of the 
olden time in morning gown and slippers, looks in at 
the door and smiles. In the upper story of the same 
house lived a poor' boy with his mother, who was so 
far crazed as to believe herself to be the Virgin Mary, 
and her son the Saviour of the world. Wild fancies, 
likewise, were to sweep through the brain of that child. 
He was to meet Ilonfinann elsewhere and be his friend 
in after years, though as yet they knew nothing of each 
other. This was Werner, who has made some noise 
in German literature as the author of many wild destiny 
dramas." 

** Hoffmann died, I believe, in Berlin." 

Yes. He left Koenigsberg at twenty years of age, 
and passed the next eight years of his life in the Prus- 
sian-Polish Provinces, where he held some petty office 
under government, and took to himself many bad habits 
and a Polish wife. After this he was music director at 
various German the itrcs, and led a wandering, wetched 
life for ten years. He then went to DerliA a* clerk of 
the Exchange, and the : remained till his deatli, which 
took place some seven or eight years afterward*** 

" Did you ever see him ?" 

** 1 was in Berlin during his lifetime, and saw him 
frequently. 1 shall never forget the first time. It was 
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at one of the /Esthetic Teas, gjven by a literary lady 
Vnter den Linden, where the'fions were fed with con- 
venient food, from tea and bread and butter, up to 
oysters and Rhine wine. During the evening my at- 
tention was arrested by the entrance of a strange little 
figure, with a wild head of brown hair. His eyes were 
bright grey, and his thin lips closely pressed together 
with an expression of not unpleasing irony. This 
strange-looking personage began to bow his way 
through the crowd, with quick, nervous, hinge-like 
motions, much resembling those of a marionette. He 
had a hoarse voice, and such a rapid utterance, that 
although I understood German well enough for ordi- 
nary purposes, I could not understand one half he said. 
Ere long he had seated himself at the pianoforte, and 
was improvising such wild, sweet fancies, that the 
music of one’s dreams is not more sweet and wild. Then 
suddenly some painful thought denied to pass over 
his mind, as if he imagined that he was there to amuse 
the company. He rose from the pianoforte, and seated 
himself in another part of the room, where he began to 
make grimaces, and talk loud while others were sing- 
ing. Finally, he disappeared, like a hobgoblin, laugh- 
ing, * Ho ! ho I ho !’ 1 asked a person beside me who 

this strange being was. *That was Hoffmann,* was 
the ^wer. ‘The devil I* said I. ’Yes,* continued 
iny itwahnant ; * and if you should follow him now, you 
would see him plunge into an obscure and unfrequented 
wine-cellar, and there, amid boon companions, with 
wine and tobacco smoke, and quirks and quibbles, and 
quaint, witty sayings, turn the dim night in(A glorious 
day.’** 

“ What a strange being I* 



** I once saw him at one of his night carouses. Ho 
was sitting in his glory', '*at the head of the table ; not 
stupidly drunk, but warmed with wine, wliiclv made 
him madly eloquent, as the devil’s elixir did the monk 
Medardus. There, in the full tide of witty discourse, 
or if silent, "liis grey, hawk-eye flashing from beneath 
his matted hair, and taking note of all that was gro- 
tesque in the company round him, sat this unfortunate 
genius, till the day began to dawn. Then he found his 
way homeward, having, like the souls of the envious in 
purgatory, his eyelids sewed together with iron wire; 
—-though his was from champagne bottles. At such 
hours he wrote his wild, fantastic tales. To his excited 
fancy every thing assumed a spectral look. The shadows 
offamiliar things about him stalked like ghosts through 
the haunted chambers of his soul ; and the old portraits 
on the walls winked at him, and seemed stepping down 
from their frames i*till, aghast at the spectral throng 
about him, he would call his wife from her bed, to sit 
by him while he wrote.'* 

"No wonder he died in the prime of life." 

" No. The only wonder is, that he could have fol- 
lowed this course of life for six years. 1 am astonished 
that it did not kill him sooner." 

" But death came at last in an appalling shape." 

" Yea: his forty-sixth birthday found him .sitting at 
home in his arm-chair, with his friends n^dpAd him. 
But the rare old wine— le always drank the' best — 
touched not the sick man’s lips that night. His 
wonted humour was gone. Of all his * gibes, his gam- 
bols, hit songs, his flashes of merriment, that were 
Wont to set the table in a roar, not one now to mock 
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his own grinning ! — quite chopf*\llen.* The conversa- 
tion was of death and the grajig. And when one of 
his friends said, that life was not the highest good, 
Hoffmann interrupted him, exclaiming with a startling 
earnestness, * No, no 1 Life, Life, only life ! on any 
condition whatsoever !' Five gionths aftenthis he had 
ceased to live. He died piecemeal. His feet and 
hands, his legs and arms, gradually, and in succession, 
became motionless, dead. But his spirit was not dead, 
nor motionless ; and through the solitary day or sleep 
leas night, lying in his bed, he dictated to an amanu 
enais his last stories. Strange stories, indeed, were 
they for a dying man to write 1 Yet, such delight did 
he take in dictating them, that he said to his friend 
Hitzig, that, upon the whole, he was willing to give up 
for ever the use of his hands, if he could ^t preserve 
the power of writing by dictation. Such was his love 
of life — of what he called the^weet habitude of 
being !" 

** Was it not he, who in his last hours expressed such 
a longing to behold the green fields once more, and ex- 
claimed, * Heaven ! it is already summer, and I have 
not yet seen a single green tree 1* " 

** Yes, that was Hoffmann. Soon afterwards he died. 
The closing scene was striking. He gradually lost all 
sensation, though his mind remained vigorous. Feeling 
no moD^^in, he said to his physician, * It will soon be 
over now* 1 feel no more pain.' He thought himself 
well again, but the physician knew that he was dying, 
and said, * Yes, it will soon be over !’ The next morn- 
ing he called his wife to his bedside, and begged her to 
fold his motionless hands tos^cther. Then, as he raised 
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his hands to heaven^ she heard him say, * We must 
then, think of Godalso^) More sorrowful words than 
these have seldom fallen from the lips of man. Shortly 
afterwards the flame of life glared up within him ; he 
said he was well again ; that in the evening he should 
go on with the story he was writing, and wislwd that 
the last sentence might l^e read over to him. Shortly 
after this they turned his face to the wall, and he 
died.” 

And thus passed to its account a human soul, after 
much self indicted suffering. Let us tread lightly 
upon the poet’s ashes. For my part, I confess that f 
have not the heart to take him from the general crowd 
of erring, sinful men, and judge him harshly. The 
little I have seen of the world, and know of the history 
of mankin^ teaches me to look upon the errors of 
others in sorrow, not in anger. When I take the history 
of one poor heart ^hat has sinned and suffered, and 
represent to myself the struggles and temptations it has 
passed, — the brief pulsations of. joy, — the feverish 
inquietude of hope and fear, — the tears of regret, — the 
feebleness of purpose, — the pressure of want, — the 
desertion of friends, — the scorn of a world that has 
little charity, — the desolation of the soul’s sanctuary, 
and threatening voices within, — health gone, — happi- 
ness gone, — even hope, that stays longest with us, 
gone, — I have little heart for aught else than thank- 
fulness, that it is not so with me, and wodld fsin leave 
the erring soul of my feilowr-nian with Him from whose 
hands it came, 

* Even as a little child, 

Weeping and laughing in iu chiliish sport. 
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** You are right And it is* worth a student's while 
'to observe calmly how tobacc^ wine, and midniglit did 
their .work like fiends upon the delicate frame of Hoff- 
mann, and no less thoroughly upon his delicate mipd. 
He who* drinks beer, thinks beer; and he who drinks 
wine, thinks wine ; and he who drinks midnight, thinks 
midnight He was a man of rare intellect He was 
endowed with racy humour and sarcastic wit, and a 
glorious imagination. But the fire of his genius 
burned not peacefully, and with a steady flame, upon 
the hearth of his home. It was a glaring and irregular 
flame ; for the branches that he fed it with wdre not 
branches from the tree of life ; — but from another tree 
that grew in Paradise, — and they were wet with the 
unhealthy dews of night, and more unhealthy wine; 
and thus, amid smoke and ashes, the fire burned fitfully, 
and went out with a glare, which leaves the beholder 
blind." 

" This fire within him was a Meleager's firebrand, 
•and when it burned out, he died. And, as you say, 
marks of all tins are clearly visible in Hq^mann's 
writings. Indeed, when 1 read his strange fancies, it 
is with me, as when in the summer night I hear the 
rising wind among the trees, and the branches bow, and 
beckon with their long fingers, and voices go gibbering 
and mocking through the air. A feeling of awe and 
mysterious ^dread comes over me. I wish to hear the 
sound of living voice or footstep near me, — to see a 
friendly and familiar face* In truth, ifeit be late at 
night, the reader as well as the writer of these unearthly 
fancies, would fain have a patient, meek-eyed wife, 
with her knitting-work at his elbow." 
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Berkley smiled ; but* Flemming continued without 
noticing the smile, tbou^fi'he knew what was passing in 
the mind of his friend — 

** The life and writings of this singular bein^ interest 
me in a high degree. Oftentimes one may learn more 
from a man's errors than from his virtues. Moreover, 
from the common sympathies of our nature, souls that 
have struggled and suffered are dear to me. Willingly 
do I recognise brotherhood. Scars upon their foreheads 
do not so deform them that they cease to interest. 
They are always signs of trouble ; though alas ! too 
often, likewise, of defeat. Seasons of unhealthy, 
dreamy, vague delight, are followed by seasons of 
weariness and darkness. Where are then the bright fan- 
cies that, amid the great stillness of the night, arise like 
stars in the firmament of our souls 7 The morning 
dawns, the light of common day shines in upon us, and 
the heavens are without a star < From the lives of such 
men we learn, that mere pleasant sensations are not 
happiness; — that sensual pleasures are to be drunk* 
sparingly, and, as it were, from the palm of the hand * 
and that those who bow down upon their knees to drink 
of these bright streams that water life, are not chosen 
of God "either to overthrow or to overcome !’* 

** I think you are very lenient in your Judgment. 
This is not the usual defect of critics. Like Shak- 
spere's samphire-gatherer, they have a dreadfiil trade ! 
and, to make the simile c.«mplete, (hey ought to hang 
for it r* • 

** Methinks it would be hard to hang a man for the 
sake of a simile. But which of Hoffmann's works is it 
that you have in your hand 7" 
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** His Phatasy Pieces on C^fot's manner. Who was 
this Callot?’* ** 

“ He was a Lorrain painter of the seventeenth 
century, celebrated for his wild and grotesque concep- 
tions. These sketches of Hoffmann are imitations of 
his style. They are full of humour, poetry, and bril- 
liant imagination.” 

**And which of them shall J read to you? The” 
Ritter Gluck ; or that Musical sufferings of John 
Kreisler; or that very exquisite story of the Golden 
Jar, wherein is depicted the life of Poesy, in this com- 
mon-place world of ours V* 

**Kead the shortest. Kead Kreisler. That will 
amuse me. It is a picture of his own sufferings at the 
Esthetic Teas in Berlin, supposed to be written in 
pencil on the blank leaves of a music- book.” 

Thereupon Berkley leaned back in his easy chair, 
end read as follows. 


CHAPTER IV. 

MUSICAL SUFFERINGS OF JOHN KREISLER. 

**They are all gone 1 I might have known it by the 
whisperingi shuffling, coughing, buzzing through all 
the notes of the gamut. It was a true swarm of bees 
leaving the old hive. Gottlieb has lighted fresh candles 
for me, and placed a bottle of Burgundy on the piano- 
forte. I can play no more, 1 am perfectly exhausted. 
My glorious ol^ friend here on the music-stand is to 
tdame for that. Again he has borne me away through 

K 2 
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the air, as Mephistophil^s did Faust, and so high, that 
I took not the slightest notice of the little men under 
me, though I dare say they made noise enough. A 
rascally, worthless, wasted evening 1 But now I am 
well and merry ! However, while 1 wasplaying I took 
out my pencil, and on page sixty- three-, under the last 
system, noted down a couple of good flourishes in 
*ciplicr with my right hand, while the left was struggling 
away in the torrent of sweet sounds. Upon the blank 
page at the end I go on writing. 1 leave all ciphers 
and sweet tones, and with true delight, like a sick man 
restored to health, who can never stop relating what he 
has suffered, I note down here circumstantially the dire 
agonies of this evening’s tea-party. And not for myselt 
alone, but likewise for all those who from time to time 
may amuse themselves with my copy of John Sebastian 
Bach’s Variations for the Pianoforte, published by 
Nageli, in Zurich, and who And .my marks at the end 
of the thirtieth variation, and led on by the great Latin 
yerlcj (1 will write it down the moment I get through 
this "doleful statement of grievances,} turn over the 
leaf and read. 

“They will at once see the connection. They know 
that the Gcheimerath Rd(|^]ein’s house is a charming 
house to visit in, and that he has two daughters, ol 
whom the whole fashionable world proclaims with en- 
thusiasm, that they danr'* like goddesses, speak French 
like angels, and play Pnd sing and draw like the Muses. 
The Gehcinierath llddelcin is a rich man. At his 
quarterly dhmers he brings on the most delicious wines 
and richest dishes. All is established on a footing oi 
the greatest elegance ; and |^hoevcr at his tea part«^ 
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does%\oi amuse himself heavenly, has no ton, no 
esprit, and particularly no taMe for the fine arts. It is 
with an eye to these, that, with the tea, punch, wine, 
ice-creams, etc., a little music is always served up, 
which, like the other refreshments, is very quietly 
swallowed by the fashionable world. 

*^The arrang-ements arc as follows. After every 
guest has had time enough to drink as many cups of 
tea as he may wish, and punch and ices have been 
handed round twice, the servants wheel out the card 
tables for the elder and more solid part of the company, 
who had rather play cards than any musical instrument, 
and to tell the truth, this kind of playing doe^iot 
make such a useless noise as others, and you hear only 
the clink of money. 

** This is a hint for the younger part of the company 
to pounce upon the Mis.ses Rodelcin. A great tumult 
ensues, in the midst of which you can distinguish these 
words, — 

** ‘ Schbnes Fraulein ! do not refuse us the gratifica- 
tion of your heavenly talent! O, sing something I 
that’s a good de.ar ! — impossible, — bad cold, — the last 
ball ! have not practised anything, — oh, do, do, we beg 
of you,’ etc. 

“Meanwhile Gottlieb has ojiened the pianoforte, and 
placed the well-known music-book on the stand ; and 
from the card-table cries the respectable mamma — 

“ ‘ CJumtez done, mes enfans.' 

“ That is the cue of my part I place myself at the 
pianoforte, and the Rbdeleins are led up to the instru- 
ment in triumph. 

“ And now another difficulty arises. Neither wishes 
to sing first. 
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** * You know, dear Nanette, how dreadful hoflrae I 
am/ r , 

** * Why, my dear Marie, I am as hoarse as you are. 
“ * I sing so badly ’ — 

O, my dear child, do begin / 

** My suggestion, (I always make the same) that they 
should both begin together with a duet, is loudly ap- 
plauded; — the music- book is thumbed over, and the 
leaf, carefully folded down, is at length found, and away 
we go with Dolce delVanimay etc. 

“ To tell the truth, the talent of the Misses Rddelein 
is not .the smallest. I have been an instructor here 
onlf five years, and little short of two years in the 
Aodelein family. In this short time, Fraulein Nanette 
has made such progress, that a tune, which she has 
heard at the theatre only ten times, and played on the 
pianoforte, at farthest, ten times more, she will sing 
right ofiT, so that you know in a moment what it is. 
Fraulein Marie catches it at the eighth time ; and if 
she is sometimes a quarter of a note lower than the 
piano/orte, after all it is very tolerable, considering her 
pretty little doll-face, and very passable rosy -lips. 

** After the duet, a universal chorus of applause! 
And now arriettas and duettinos succeed each other, 
and right merrily I hammer away at a thousand times 
repeated accompaniment. During the singing, the 
Finanzrathiii Eberstein, by coughing and humming, 
has given to understand t' it she also sings. Fraulein 
Nanette says — 

** ' But, my dear Finanzrathin. now you must let us 
hear your exquisite voice.* 

**A new tumult arises. She has a bad cold in her 
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hend,-^she does not know anything by heart ! Gottlieb 
brings straightway two arn^yls of music-books, and 
the leaves are turned over again and again. First she 
thinks she will sing Der flolle Rache, etc., then Hebe 
sichf etc., then ^cA, Ich*liebie, etc. In this embarrass- 
ment I propose, Ein Veilchen auf der Wiese, etc. But 
she is for the heroic style ; she wants to make a display, 
and finally selects the aria in Constantia. 

** O scream, squeak, mew, gurgle, groan, agonise, 
quiver, quaver, just as much as you please madam, — I 
have my foot on the fortissimo pedal, and thunder my- 
self deafl O Satan, Satan! which of the goblins 
damned has got into this throat, pinching, and kicking, 
and cuffing the tones about so ! Four strings have 
snapped already, and one hammer is lamed for life. 
My ears ring again, — my head hums, — my nerves 
tremble ! Have all the harsh notes from the cracked 
trumpet of a strolling player beSn imprisoned in this 
little throat ? (But this excites me, — I must drink a 
glass of Burgundy.) 

The applause was unbounded ; and some one ob- 
served, that the Finanzrathin and Mozart had pdt me 
quite in a blaze. 1 smiled with downcast eyes, very 
stupidly. I could but acknowledge it. And now all 
talents, which hitherto had bloomed unseen, were in 
motion, wildly flitting to and fro. They were bent 
upon a surfeit of music ; tuttis, finales, choruses must 
be performed. The.Canonicus Kratzer sings, you know, 
heavenly bass, as was observed by the gentleman 
yonder, with the head of Titus Andronicus, who 
modestly remarked also, that he himself was properly 
only a second-rate tenor ; but, though he said it, who 
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should not say it, was ntveriheless member of several 
academies of music. Foe*ihwith preparations are made 
for the first chorus in the opera of Titus. It went off 
gloriously. The Canonicus, standing close behind me, 
thundered out the bass over my head, as if he were 
singing with bass-drums a^d trumpet obligato in a 
cathedral. He struck the notes gloriously ; but in his 
hurry he got the tempo just about twice too slow. 
However, he was true to himself at least in this, that 
through the whole piece he dragged along just half a 
beat behind the rest. The others show ed a most decided 
penchant for the ancient Greek music, which, as is well 
known, having nothing to do with the harmony, ran on 
in unison pr monotone. They all sang treble, with 
slight variations, caused by accidental rising and falling 
of the voice, say some quarter of a note. 

** This somewhat nyisy affair produced a universal 
tragic state of feeling, namely, a kind of terror, even at 
the card tables, which for the moment could no longer, 
as before, chime in melodramatic, by weaving into the 
music sundry exclamations ; as, for instance— 

“ * O I I loved, — eight and forty, — was so happy, — I 
pass, — then I knew not, — whist, — pangs of love, — follow 
suit,’ etc. 1 1 has a very pretty effect. ( I fill my glass.) 

That was the highest point of the musical exhibi- 
tion this evening. * Now it is all over,* thought 1 to 
myself. 1 shut the book, and got up from the piano- 
forte. But the baron, r. j ancient tenor, came up to 
me, and said — 

* My dear Herr Capellmeistcr, they say you play 
the most exquisite voluntaries ! Now do play ua on# | 
only a short one, 1 entreat yM 1 * 
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T answered very drily, iha* to-day my fantasies had 
all gone a wool-gathcring»*and while we are talking 
about it, a devil, in the shape of a dandy, with two 
waistcoats, had smelt out Bach's variations, which were 
lying under my hat in the next room. lie thinks they 
are merely little variations, such as Nel cor mio non piu 
tento, or Ah^ vous dirai-je mamany etc., and insists upon 
it that I shall play them. 1 try to excuse myself, but 
they all attack me. So then, * Listen, and burst with 
ennui,’^hink I to myself, — and begin to work away. 

“ When I had got to variation number three, several 
ladies departed, followed by the gentleman with the 
Titus Andronicus head. The Ilodeleins, as their 
teacher was playing, stood it out, though pot without 
difKculty, to number twelve. Number fifteen made the 
man with two waistcoats take to his heels. Out of 
most excessive politeness, the baron stayed till number 
thirty, and drank up all the punch, which Gottlieb 
placed on the pianoforte for me. 

** I should have brought all to a happy conclusion, 
but, alas ! this number thirty, — the theme, — tore me 
irresistably away. Suddenly the quarto leaves spread 
out to a gigantic folio, on which a thousand imitations 
and developments of the theme stood written, and 1 
could not choose but play them. The notes became 
alive, and glimmered and hopped all round about me, — 
an electric fire streamed through the tips of my fingers 
into the keys, — the spirit, from which it gushed forth, 
spread his broad wings over my soul, the whole room 
was filled with a thick mist, in which the candles 
burned dim, and through which peered forth now a 
nose, and anon a pair of eyes, and then suddenly 
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yanished away again, ^nd thus it came to pass, that 
I was left alone with xnyf^bastian Bach, by Gottlieb 
attended, as by a familiar spirit. (Your good health, 
sir.) 

“ Is an honest musician to be tormented with music, 
as I have been to-day, and am so often tonnented ? 
Verily, no art is so damnably abused as this same 
glorious M usica, who, in her delicate being, is so easily 
desecrated. Have you real talent, — real feeling for 
art ? Then study music, — do something worthy of the 
art, — and dedicate your whole soul to the beloved 
saint If without this you have a fancy for quavers 
and demi-semiquavers, practise for yourself and by 
yourself, and torment not therewith the Capellmeister 
Kreisler and others. 

Well, now I might go home, and put the finishing 
touch to my sonata for the pianoforte ; but it is not yet 
eleven o’clock, and withal, a beautiful summer night. 
I will lay any wager, that, at my next dodP neigh- 
hour’s, (the Oberjagermeister,) the young ladies are 
sitting at the window, screaming down into the street, 
for the twentieth time, with harsh, sharp, piercing 
voices, * When thine eye is beaming l<Tve,’ — but only 
the first stanza, over and over again. Obliquely across 
the way, some one is murdering the flute, and has, 
moreover, lungs like Rameau’s nephew ; and, in notes 
of * linked sweetness long drawn out,’ his neighbour 
is trying acoustic experiments on the French horn. 
The numerous dogs of the neighbourhood are growing 
unquiet, and my landlord’s cat, inspired by that sweet 
duet, is making close by my window (for, of course, 
my musico-poetic laboratory is an attic,) ceruut 
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tender confessioiu, — upward through the whole 
chromatic scale, soft complaining, to the neighbour's 
puss, with whom he has been in love since March 
last! Till this is all fairly over, I think I will sit 
quietly here. Besides, there is still blank paper and 
Burgundy left, of which I forthwith take a sip. 

** There is, as I have heard, an ancient law, forbid- 
ding those who followed any noisy handicraft from 
living near literary men. Should not then musical 
composers, poor and hard beset, and who, moreover, 
are forced to coin their inspiration into gold, to spin 
out the thread of life withal, be allowed to apply this 
law to themselves, and banish out of the neighbour- 
hood ^1 ballad singers and bagpipers 7 What would a 
painter say, while transferring to his canvas a form of 
ideal beauty, if you should hold up before him all man- 
ner of wild faces and ugly masks 7 He might shut bis 
eyes, and in Shis way, at least, quietly follow out the 
images of fancy. Cotton in one’s ears is of no use, one 
still hears the dreadful massacre. And then the ideSf 
the bare idea, * Now they are going to sing — ^now the 
horn strikes up,’ is enough to send one’s sublimest 
conceptions to the very devil.” 


CHAPTER V. 

SAINT OILOEN. 

It was a bright Sunday morning when Flemming and 
Berkley left behind them the cloud<capped hills of 
Salzburg, and journeyed eastward towards the lakes. 
The landscape around them was one to attune their 
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souls to lioly musinpfs/ Field, forest, hill and vale, 
fresh air, and the perfUme of clover fields and new- 
mown hay, birds singing, and the sound of village bells, 
and the moving breeze among the branches — no 
labourers in the fields, but peasants on their way to 
church, coming across the green pastures, with roses in 
their hats — the beauty and quiet of the holy day of 
rest — all, all in earth and air breathed upon the 
soul like a benediction. 

They stopped to change horses at Hof, a handful of 
houses on the brow of a breezy hill, the church and 
tavern standing opposite to each other, and nothing 
between them but the dusty roid, and the churchyard, 
with its iron crosses, and the fluttering tinsel^)! the 
funeral garlands. In the church-yard and at the tavern 
door were groups of peasants waiting for divine service 
to begin. They were clothed in their holiday dresses. 
The men wore breeches and long boots, ^nd frock coats 
with large metal buttons ; the women, straw hats, and 
gay calico gowns, with short waists and scant folds. 
They were adorned with a profusion of great, trumpery 
ornaments, and reminded Flemming of the Indians in 
the frontier villages of America. Near the church- 
yard gate was a booth filled with flaunting calicoes, 
and opposite sat an old woman behind a table, which 
was loaded with gingerbread. She had a roulette at 
her elbow, where the peasants risked a kreutzer for 
a cake. On other tables cases of knives, scythes, reap- 
ing-hooks, and other implements of husbandry, were 
oiFered for sale. 

The travellers continued their journey, without 
stopping to hear mass. In the course of the forenoon 
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they came suddenly in si^^ht f>f the beautiful lake of 
St. Wolffrang, lying deep benr^ith them in the valley. 
On its shore, and under them, sat the white village of 
St. Gilgen, like a swan upon its reedy nest. They 
seemed to have taken it unawares, and, as it were, clap- 
ped their hands upon it in its sleep, and almost ex- 
pected to see it spread its broad, snow-white wings, and 
fly away. The whole scene was one of surpassing 
beauty. • 

They drove leisurely down the steep hilt, and stop- 
ped at the village inn. Before the door was a mag- 
nifleent, broad-armed tree, with benches and tables 
beneath its shadow. On the front of the house was 
writteif in large letters, “ Post Tavern, by Franz 
Schoendorfer,'’ and over this was ar large sundial, and 
a half-eflaccd painting of a beiir hunt, covering the 
whole side of the house, and mostly red. Just as they 
drove up, a procession of priests with banners, and peas- 
ants with their hats in their hands, passed by towards 
the church. They were singing a solemn psalm. At 
the same moment, a smart servant-girl, with a black 
straw, hat set coquetishly on her flaxen hair, and a large 
silver spoon stuck in her girdle, came out of the tavern, 
and asked Flemming what he would please to order 
for breakfast. • 

Breakfast was soon ready, and was served up at the 
head of the stairs, on an old-fashioned oaken table in 
the great hall, into which the chambers opened. Berkly 
ordered at the same time a tub of cold water, in which he 
seated himself, with his coat on, and a bed quilt thrown 
round his knees. Thus he sat for an hour, ate his break- 
fas^ smoked a pipe, and laughed a good deal. He 
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then went to bed and slept till dinner-time. Mean- 
while Flemming sat in liis chamber and read. It was 
a large room in the front of the house, looking upon 
the villiige and the lake. The windows were latticed, 
with small panes, and the window-sills filled with fra- 
grant flowers. 

At length the heat of the noon was over. Day, li|^e 
a weary pilgrim, had reached the western gate of 
heaven, and evening stooped down to unloose the lajtchcts 
of his sandal-shoon. Flemming and Berkley sallied 
forth to ramble by the borders of the lake. Down the 
cool, green glades and alleys, beneath the illuminated 
leaves of the forest, over the rising grounds, in the 
glimmering fret-work of sunshine and leaf shidow— 
an exhtlarating walk. The cool evening air by the 
lake was like a bath. They drank the freshness of 
the hour in thirsty draughts, and their breasts heaved 
rejoicing and revived, after the feverish, long confine- 
ment of the sultry summer day. And there, too, lay 
the lake, so beautiful and still Did it not recall 
think ye, the lake of Thun 7 

On their return homeward they passed near the vil- 
lage churchyard. 

“Let us go in and sec how the dead rest," said 
Flemming, as they palled beneath the belfry of the 
church ; and they went in, and lingered among the 
tombs and the evening shadows. 

HoW peaceful is the Iw'clling-place of those who in- 
habit the green hamlets and populous cities of the 
dead. They need no antidote for care, nor armoui 
against fate. No morning sun shines in at the closed 
windows and awakens them, nor shall until the last 
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great day. At most a stragglmg sunbeam creeps in 
tlirough the crumbling wall o4*^n old -neglected tomb 
— a strange visitor, that stays not long. And there 
they all sleep, the holy ones, with their arms crossed 
upon their breasts, or lying motionless by their sidcs-^ 
not carved in marble by the hand of man, but formed 
in dust by the hand of God. God’s peace be with 
them. No ^ne comes to them now, to hold them by 
the hand, and with delicate fingers smooth their hair. 
They heed no more the blandisliments of earthly friend- 
ship. They need us qot, however much we need them. 
And yet they silently await our coming. 

* Beautiful js that season of life when we can say, in 
the language of Scripture, “ Thou hast the dew of thy 
youth." But of these flowers death gathers many. He 
places them upon his bosom, and his form becomes 
transformed into something les^ terrific than before. 
We learn to gaze and shudder not, for he ciarries in 
his arms the sweet blossoms of our earthly hopes. 
We shall see them all again, blooming in a happier 
land. 

Yes, death brings us again to our friends. They are 
waiting for us, and we shall not live long. They have 
gone before us, and are like the angels in heaven. They 
stand upon the border^ of the grave to welcome us, 
with the countenance of affection which they wore on 
earth, yet more lovely, more radiant, more spiritual. 
Oh ! he spoke well who said, that graves are the foot- 
prints of angels. 

Death has taken thee too, and thou hast the dew of 
thy youth. He has placed thee upon his bosom, and 
his stem countenance wears a smile. The far country 
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towards which we jourhey seems nearer to us, and the 
way less dark ; for tlioh* diast gone before, passing so 
quietly to thy rest, that day itself dies not more 
calmly. 

It was in an hour of blessed communion with the 
souls of the departed that the sweet poet, Henry 
Vaughan, wrote those few lines which have made death 
lovely, and his own name immortal. • 

" They are all gone into a world of light. 

And I alone sit lingering here I 

Their very memory is fair and bright, 

And my sad tlioughta doth clear. ^ 

It glows and glitters in my cloudy breast, 

Like stars upon some gloomy grove. 

Or those faint beams in which the hill is dnssed, 

After the sun’s remove. 

I sea them walking iif an air of glory, 

• Whose light doth trample on my days, 

My days, which are at best but dull and hoary. 

Mere glimmerings and decays. 

O, holy hope, and high humility, 

High as the heavens above !' 

These are your walks, and ye have showed them me. 

To kindle my cold love. * 

Dear, beauteous Death I the jeweT of the just I 
Shining no where but in the oark ! 

W’ It mysteries do lie beyond thy dust, 

Could man outlook that mark ! 

He that hath found some fledged bird's nest may know. 

At first sight, if the bird be flown ; 

But what fair field or grove he sings in now, 

That is to him unknown. 
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And yet ai angels, in some brig^itcr dreams 
Call to th^ soul, when man sleep, * 

So some strange thoughts trahscenci our wonted themes, 

And into glory peep ! " 

Such were Flemming^’s thoughts, as he stood among 
the tombs at evening in the churchyard of Saint Oilgen. 
A holy calm stoic over him. The fever of his heart 
was allayed. He had a moment's rest from jtain, and 
went back to his chamber in peace. Whence came 
this holy calm, this long-desired tranquillity ? He knew 
not ; yet the place seemed consecrated. He resolved* 
to linger there, beside the lake, which was a pool of 
Bethesda for him, and let Berkley go on alone to the 
baths of Ishcl. He would wait for him there in the 
•olitude of Saint Gilgcn. Long after they had parted 
for the night, he sat in his chamber, and thought of 
what he had sufTeped and enjoyed the silence within 
and witl^out. Hour after hour slipped by unheeded, 
as he sat lost in his reverie. At length, his candle 
sank in its socket, gave one flickering gleam, and ex- 
pired with a sob. This aroused him. 

He went to the window, and peered out into the 
dark night. It was very late. Twice already since 
midnight had the great pulpit orator Time, like a 
preacher in the days of the Purimns, turned the hour 
glass on his high pulpit, the church Lei fry, and still 
went on with his sermon, thundering downward to the 
congregation in the churchyard and in the village. 
But they heard him not. They were all aslep in their 
narrow pews, namely, in their beds and in their graves. 
Soon afterward the cock crew, and the cloudy heaven, 
like the apostle who denied his Lord, wept bitterly. * 
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CHAPTER Vr. 

SAINT XPOLFOANO. 

The morning is lovely beyond expression. The 
heat of the sun is gi'cat; but a gentle wind cools the 
air. llirds never sang more loud and clear. The dowerfj 
too, on the window-sill, and on the table, rose, gera- 
nium, and the delicate crimson cactus, are all so beau- 
tiful, that we think the German poet right when he 
^ calls the flowers “ stars in the firmament of the earth.” 
Out of doors all is quiet. Opposite the window stands 
the village schoolhouse. There are two parasite trees, 
with their outspread branches nailed against the white 
walls, like the wings of culprit kites. There the rods 
grow. Under them, on a bench at the door, sit school- 
girls, and j^arefoot urchins in breeches are spelling out 
their lessons. The clock strikes twelve, and one by 
one they disappear, and go into the hive, like bees at 
the sound of a brass pan. At the door oi the next 
house sits a poor woman knitting in the shade, and in 
front of her is an aqueduct pouring its cool, clear water 
into a rough wooden trough, A travelling- carriage 
without horses, stands at the inn door, and a postillion 
in red jacket is talking with a blacksmith, who wears 
blue woollen stockings and a leather apron. Beyond is 
a stable, and still further a cluster of houses and the 
village church. They are repairing the belfry and the 
bulbous steeple. A little farther, over the roofs of the 
houses, you can see Saint Wolfgang’s Lake. Water so 
height and beautiful hardly flows elsewhere. Green, 
and blue, and silver-white, run into each other, with 
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almost imperceptible change, likp the streaks on the 
sides of a mackerel. And above^sfe the pinnacles of the 
mountains; some bald, and rocky, and con#-shaped, 
and others bold, and broad, and dark with pines. 

Such was the scene which Paul Flemming behold 
from his window a few mornings after Berkley’s depar- 
ture. The quiet of the place had soothed him. He 
had become more calm. His heart complained less 
loudly in the holy village silence, as we are wont to 
lower our voices when those .around us speak in whis- 
pers. He began to feel at times an interest in the lowly 
things around him. The face of the landscape pleased 
him, but more than this the face of the poor woman 
who sat knitting in the shade. It was a pale meek 
countenance, with more delicacy in its features than is 
usual among pcasantur. It wore aljso an expression of 
patient sulTering. As he was looking at her, a de- 
formed child came out of the door and hung (^>on her. 
She caressed him adectionatcly. It was her child, in 
whom she beheld her own fair features distorted and 
hardly to be recognised, •as one sometimes sees his face 
reflected from the bowl of a spoon. 

The child’s deformity and the mother’s tenderness 
interested the feelings of Flemming. The landlady 
told him something of the poor w'oman’s history. She 
was the widow of a blacksmith, who had died soon after 
their marriage. But she survived to become a mother 
just as in oaks, immediately after fecundation, the male 
flower fades and falls, while the female continues and 
ripens into perfect fruit. Alas! her child was de- 
formed. Yet she looked upon him with eyes of mater- 
nal fondness and pity, I 7i him still more for hii 
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deformity. And in heart she said, as the Mexicans 
say to their new born vfisprir'ff, “ Cliild thou art come 
into the world to suffer. Endure, and hold thy peace.’* 
Though poor, she was not entirely destitute, for her 
husband had left her, beside the deformed child, a life- 
estate in a tomb in the churchyard of Saint Gilgen. 
During the week she laboured for other people, and on 
Sunday for herself, by going to church and reading the 
Bible. On one of the blank leaves she had recorded 
the day of her birth and that of her child’s, likewise 
her marriage and her husband’s death. Thus she lived, 
poor, patient, and resigned. Her heart was a passion 
flower, bearing within it the crown of thorns and 
the cross of Christ. Her ideas of heaven were few and 
fliniplc. She rejected the doctrine that it was a place 
of constant activity and not of Repose, and believed 
that, when she at length reached it, she should work 
no more, ^ut sit always in a clean white apron, and 
sing psalms. 

As ^^'leinming sat meditating on these things he 
paid new homage in his hcarUto the beauty and ex- 
cellence of the female character. He thought of the 
absent and the dead ; and said, with tears in his 
eyes — 

” Shall 1 thank God for the green summer, and the 
mild air, and the flowers, and the stars, and all that 
makes this world so beautiful, and not for the good and 
beautiful beings I have known in it ? Has not their 
presence been sweeter to me than flowers ? Are they 
not higher and holier than the stars ? Are they not 
inore to me than all things else 7” 

Thus the morning passed away in musings, and in 
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the afternoon, when Flemming was preparing to go 
down to the lake (as his cusufth was) a carriage drew 
up before the door, and to his great astonishment, out 
jumped Berkley. Thr first thing he did was to give 
the postmaster, whe stood near the door, a smart cut 
with his whip. The sufi'erec gently expostulated, say- 
ing— • 

“ Pray, sir, don't; 1 am lame." 

Whereupon Berkley desisted, and began instead to 
shake the postmaster's wi^ by the shoulders, and order 
his dinner in English. But all this was done so good- 
naturedly, and with such a rosy, laughing face, that no 
offence was taken. 

" So you have returned much sooner than you in- 
tended," said Flemmiog, after the first friendly saluta- 
tions. * 

“ Yes," replied Berkley ; " I got tired of Ischel— 
very tired. 1 did not find the friends there vfliom 1 ex- 
pected. Now I am going back to Salsburg, and then 
to Gastein. There I shall certainly find them. You 
must go with me." 

Flemming declined the invitation, and proposed to 
Berkley that he should join him in his excursion on the 
lake. 

" You shall hear the grand echo of the Falkenstcin," 
said 1^, " and behold the scene of the Bridal Tragedy ; 
and then we will go on as far as the village of Saint 
Wolfgang, which you have not yet seen except across 
the lake." 

“ Well, this afternoon I devote to you — for to-mor- 
row we part once more, and who knows when we shall 
meet again V* 
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They went down to the water’s .^ide without farther 
delay, and taking a hoa'^'with two oars, struck across 
an elbow of the lake toward a barren rock by the 
eastern shore, from which a small white monument 
shone in the sun. 

** That monument,*’ saidvne of the boatmen (a stout 
young lad in leather breeches) ** was built by asbutcher, 
to the glory of Saint Wolfgang, who saved him from 
drowning. He was one day riding an ox 'to market 
along the opposite bank, when the animal taking fright, 
sprang into the water, and swam over to this place with 
the butcher on his back.'* 

** And do you think he could have done this,** 
asked Berkley, Saint Wolfgang had not helped 
him ?’* 

** Of course not I* answered leather>breeches ;\nd the 
Englishman laughed. 

From this point they rowed along under the shore 
to a low promontory, upon which stood another monu- 
ment, commemorating a more tragical event. 

** This is the place 1 was speaking of,” said Flem- 
ming, as the boatmen rested on their oars. *' The mel- 
ancholy and singular event it commemorates happened 
more than two centuries ago. There was a bridal party 
here upon the ice one winter, and in the midst of the 
dance the iue broke, and the whole merry cogipany 
were drowned together, except the fiddlers, who were 
sitting on . .e shore.” 

They looked in silence at the monument, and at the 
blue quiet water, under which the bones of the dancers 
l.iy buiicd, hand in hand. The monument is of stone, 
painted white, with an overhanging roof to shelter it 
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from siorms. In a niche in front is a small image of 
the Saviour, in a sitting posfufS ; and an iiiscription, 
upon a marble tablet below, says that it was placed 
there by Longinus Walthcr and his wife Barbarib 
Juliana von Ilainberg; themselves lung since peace- 
fully crumbled to dust, sideoby side, in some church- 
yard. • ^ 

**That was breaking the ice with a vengeance!" 
said Berkle^as they pushed out into the lake. again, 
and ere long they were floating beneath the mighty 
precipice of Falkenstein ; a steep wall of rock, crowned 
with a chapel and a hermitage, where in days of old 
lived the holy Saint Wolfgang. It is now only haunted 
by an echo, so distinct and loud, that one might imagine 
the ghost of the departed saint to be sitting there, and 
repeating the voices from below, not word by word, but 
sentence by sentence, as if he were passing them up 
to the recording angel. 

"Ho! ho! ho!" shouted Berkley; and the sound 
seemed to strike the wall of stone, like the flapping of 
steel plates ; " Ho ! ho ! ho ! How are you to-day, 
Saint Wolfgang!' You infernal old rascal! How is 
the Frau von Wolfgang! God save great George the 
King ! Damn your eyes ! Hold your tongue ! Ho I 
ha! ha! ha! hi!" 

And the words were recorded above; and a voice 
repeated them with awful distinctness in the blue depths 
overhead, and Flemming felt in his inmost soul the 
contrast between the holy heavens, and the mockery 
of laughter, and the idle words which fall back from the 
sky above us and soil not its purity. 

In half an hour they were at the village of Saint 
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Wolfgang^threading a*i|a];pow street, above which the 
roofs ot quaint, picturesqife old houses almost met. ltle.l 
them to a Gothic chutch ; a magnificent one for a vil- 
lage — in front of which was a small court, shut in by 
Italian-looking houses, with balconies, and flowers at 
the windows. Here a bftinze fountdfn of elaborate 
workmanship was filaying in the shade. On its sum- 
mit stood an image of the patron saint of the village ; 
and running round the underlip of the %ater-basin 
below, they read this inscription in old German 
rhymes — 

**I am in the honour of Saint Wolfgang raised. 
Abbot Wolfgang Habel of Emensee, he hath mfide me 
for the use and delight of poor pilgrim wight. Neither 
gold nor wine hath he ; at this water shall ho merry 
be. In the year of the Lord fifteen hundred and fif- 
teen, hath the work completed been. God be praised !'* 

As they were deciphering the rude characters of this 
pious inscription, a village priest came down a high 
flight of steps from the parsonage near the church, and 
courteously saluted the strangers. , After returning 
the salutation, the mad Englishman, without preface, 
asked him how many natural children were annually 
born in the parish. The question seemed to astonish 
the good father, but he answered it civilly, as he did 
several other questions, which Flemming thought rather 
indiscreet, to say the least. 

“ You will excuse our curiosity,” said he to the priest, 
by wa^ of apology. “We are strangers from distant 
countries. My friend is an Englishman and I an 
American.^ 

Berkley, however, was not so eksily silenced. Afte* 
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« few moments' conversation “he broke out into most 
audacious Latin, in which the'only words clearly intel- 
ligible were ' 

“ Plurimum reverende, in Christo religiosissimet ao 
clarissime Domine, necnon et amice observandissime I 
Petrus sic est locutus. ‘Nec argentum mihi, nec aurum 
est ; sed quod habeo, hoc tibi do ; surge et ambula.* " 

‘ He seemed to be speaking of the fountain. The priest 
answered Ineekly. 

“Non intellexi, Domine!" 

But Berkley continued with great volubility to speak 
of his being a stranger in the land, and all men being 
strangers upon earth, and hoping to meet the good 
priest hereafter in the kingdom of Heaven. The priest 
seemed confounded, and abashed. Through the mist 
of a strange pronunciation he could recognise only 
here and there a familiar word. He took out his snuff- 
box, and tried to quote a passage from Saint Paul— 

“ Ut dexit Sanctus Paulus; qui bene facit — “ 

Here his memory failed him, or as the French say, 
he was at the end of his Latin, and, stretching forth 
his long forefinger, he concluded in German — 

“ Yes ; — I don’t — so clearly remember — what he did 
say.**. 

The Englishman helped him through with a moral 
phrase ; and then pulling off his hat, exclaimed very 
solemnly — 

“ Vale»‘ Domine doctissinie et rcverondissime !” 

And the Domine, as if pursued by a demon, made a 
sudden and precipitate retreat down a flight of steps 
into the street. 

“ Tiiere !“ said Berkley, laughing, “ I beat him at 
his own weapons. What do you say of my Latin ?" 

L 
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I say of it, •* replied Flemming, •* what Hdcpher* 
nea said of Sir Nathanief^ *Priscian a little scratched 
*twill serve.’ I think I have heard better. But what 
a whim t I thought I should have laughed aloud.” 

They were still sitting by the bronze fountain when 
the priest returned, accompanied by a short man, with 
large feet, and a long blue surtout, so greasy, that it 
reminded one of Polilla’s in the Spanish play, which 
was lined with slices of pork. His countenance was 
broad and placid, but his blue eyes gleamed with a 
wild, mysterious, sorrowful expression. Flemming 
thought the Latin contest was to be renewed, with more 
powder and heavier guns. He was mistaken. The 
stranger saluted him in German, and said, that having 
heard he was from America, he had come to question 
him about that distant country, for which he was on the 
point of embarking. There was nothing peculiar in 
his manner, nor in the questions he asked, nor the re- 
marks he made. They were the usual questions and 
remarks about cities and climate, and sailing the sea. 
At length Flemming asked him the object of his 
journey to America. The stranger came close up to 
him, and lowering his voice, said veiy solemnly — 

** That holy man, Frederick Baraga, missionary 
among the Indians at Lacroiz, on Lake Superior, has 
returned to his Tather-land, Krain ; and I am chosen 
by Heaven to go forth as minister extraordinary of 
Cbr t, to unite all nations and people in one church 1” 
Flemming almost started at the singular earnestness 
with which he uttered these words ; and looked at him 
attentively, thinking to see the face of a madman. But 
the modest, unassuming look of that placid counte* 
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nance was exchanged, only in the eyes burned a mys- 
terious light, as if cand]Q|f*had been lighted in the 
brain, to magnify the daylight there. 

It is truly a high vocation,** said he in reply. ** But 
are you sure that it is no hallucination ? Are you cer- 
tain that you have been chosen by Heaven for this great 
work ?’* 

** 1 am certain,** replied the German, in a tone of 
great calmness and sincerity ; **andif Saint Peter, and 
Saint Paul should come down from heaven to assure 
me of it, my faith would b« do stronger than it now is. 
It has been declared to me by many signs and wonders. 
I can no longer doubt, nor hesitate. 1 have already 
heard the voice of the Spirit, speaking to me at night ; 
and I know that 1 am an apostle, and chosen for this 
work.’* 

Such was the calm enthusiasm with which he spoke, 
that Flemming could not choose but listen. He felt 
interested in this strange being. There was something 
awe-inspiring in the spirit that possessed him. After 
a short pause he continued— 

** If you wish to know who I am, I can tell you in 
few words. I think you will not find the story without 
interest.** 

He then went on to relate the circumstances recorded 
in the following chapter. 

CHAPTER Vir. 

THE STORY OF BROTHER DERNARDU8. 

** K was born in the city of Stein, in the land of 
Krain. My pious mother Gertrude sang me psalms 
l2 
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Rncl ppiriMial songs in childhood ; and often, when I 
awoke in the night, I her still sitting patiently at 
her work by the stove, and heard her singing those 
hymns of heaven, or praying in the midnight darkness 
when her work was done. It was for me she prayed. 
7'hiis, from my earliest childhood, I breathed the breath 
of pious aspirations. Afterwards I went to Laybach as 
a student of theology ; and after the usual course of 
study, was ordained a priest. I went forth to the care 
ot souls, my own soul filled with the faith, that ere 
long all people would beuMtedin one church. Yet at 
times my heart was heavy, to behold how many nations 
there are who have not beard of Christ; and how those 
who are called Christians arc divided into numberless 
sects, and how among these are many who are Christians 
in name only. I determined to devote myself to the 
great work of the one church universal ; and for this 
purpose, to give myself wholly up to the study of the 
Evangelists and the Fathers. I retired to the Bene- 
dictine cloister of Saint Paul in the valley of Lavant. 
The father confessor in the nunnery of Laak, where I 
then lived, strengthened me in this resolve. I had long 
walked with this angel of God in a human form, and 
his parting benediction sank deep into my soul. The 
Prince-Abbot Bcrthold, of blessed memory, was then 
the head of the Benedictine convent. He received me 
kindly, and led me to the library, where T gazed with 
seen rapture on the vast folios of the Christian fathers, 
from which, as from an arsenal, I was to draw the 
weapons of holy warfare. In the study of these the 
year of my noviciate passed. I became a Franciscan 
Friar, and took the name of Brother Bernardus. Yet 
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my course of life remained unchanged. I seldom left 
the cloister ; but sat in my *cell, and pored over those 
tomes of holy wisdom. About this time the aged con- 
fessor in Laak departed this life. His death was made 
known to me in a dream. It must have been after 
midnight, when I thought that 1 came into the church, 
which was brilliantly lighted up. The dead body of the 
venerable saint was brought in, attended by a great 
crowd. It seemed to me, that I must go up into the 
pulpit and pronounce his funeral oration ; and, as I as- 
cended the stairs, the words of my text came into my 
mind — * Blessed in the sight of the Lord is the death of 
his saints.' My funeral sermon ended in a strain of 
exultation, and I awoke with * Amen !' upon my lips. 
A few days afterwards I heard, that on that night the 
old man died. After this event I became restless and 
mclanclioly. 1 strove in vain to drive from me my 
gloomy thoughts. 1 could no longer study. 1 was no 
longer contented in the cloister. 1 even thought of 
leaving it. 

One night I had gone to bed early, according to 
my custom, and had fallen asleep. Suddenly 1 was 
awakened by a bright and w'onderful light, which shone 
all about me, and filled me with heavenly rapture. 
Shortly after I lieard a voice, which pronounced dis- 
tinctly these words, in the Sclavonian tongue, * Remain 
in the cloister !’ it was the voice of my departed 
mother. 1 was fully awake, yet saw nothing but the 
Dright light, which disappeared when the words had 
been spoken. Still it was broad daylight in my chamber. 

1 thought I had slept beyond my usual hour. I looked 
at my watch. It was just one o'clock after midnight. 
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Suddenly the daylight vrweished, and it was dark. Tq 
the morning I arose, as 'if new-born, through the 
wonderful light, and the words of my mother's voice. 
It was no dream. I knew it was the will of God that 1 
should stay, and I could again give myself up to quiet 
study. I read the whole Bible through once more in 
the original text, and went on with the fathers, in 
chronological order. Often, after the apparition of the 
light, I awoke at the same hour : and though I heard 
no voice and saw no light, yet was refreshed with 
heavenly consolation. 

** Not long after this an important event happened 
in the cloister. In the absence of the deacon of the 
abbey, I was to preach the Thanksgiving sermon of 
Harvest -home. During the week the Prince- Abbot 
Bertliold gave up the ghost, and my sermon became at 
once a Thanksgiving and Funeral Sermon. Perhaps 
it may not be unworthy of notice, that I was thus called 
to pronounce the burial discourse over the body of the 
last reigning, spiritual prince -abbot in Germany. He 
was a man of God, and worthy of this honour. 

** One year after this event, I was appointed Professor 
of Biblical Hermeneutics in Klagenfurt, and left the 
abbey for ever. In Klagenfurt I remained ten years, 
dwelling in the same house, and eating at the same 
table with seventeen other professors. Their conver- 
sation naturally suggested new topics of study, and 
broug^ t to my notice books which I had never before 
seen. One diiy 1 heard at table that Maiirus Cappel- 
lari, a monk of Cainaldoli, had been elected Pope, 
undei'^the name uf Gregory Sixteenth. He was spoken 
ot as a very learned man, who had written many books. 



HYPERION. 


24i 


At this time was a firm believer in the Pope's in- 
fallibility ; and when I heaAi these books mentioned, 
there arose in me an irresistible longing to read them. 
I inquired for them, but they were no where to be had. 
At length I heard that his most important work, the 
Triumph of the Holy See, and of the Church, had been 
translated into German and published in Augsburg. 
Ere long the precious volume was in my hands. 1 be- 
gan to read it with the profoundest awe. The farther 
I read, the more my wonder grew. The subject was of 
the deepest interest to me. I could not lay the book 
out of my hand till 1 had read it through with the 
closest attention. Now at length my eyes were opened. 
I saw before me a monk, who had been educated in an 
Italian cloister ; who, indeed, had read much, and yet 
only what was calculated to strengthen him in the pre* 
judices of his childhood, and who had entirely neglected 
those studies upon which a bishop should most rely, in 
order to work out the salvation of man. I perceived at 
the same time, that this was the strongest instrument 
for battering down the walls which separate Christian 
from Christian. I saw, though as yet dimly, the way 
in which the union of Christians in the one true church 
was to be accomplished. 1 knew not whether to be 
most astonished at iny own blindness, that, in all my 
previous studies, I had not perceived what the reading 
of this single book made manifest to me; or at the 
blindness of the Pope, who had undertaken to justify 
such follies, without perceiving that at the same mo- 
ment he was himself lying in fatal error. But since I 
have learned more thoroughly the ways of the Lord, I 
am now no more astonished at this, but pray only to 
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Divine Providence, %h 9 so mysteriously prepares all 
people to be united in ooe true church. I no longer 
believed in the Pope's infallibility ; nay, 1 believed 
even, that, to the great injury of humanity, he lay in 
fatal error. I felt, moreover, that now the time had 
fully come when I should publicly show myself, and 
found in America a parish and a school, and become 
the spiritual guide of men, and the schoolmaster of 
children. 

** It was then, and on that account, that I wrote in 
the Latin tongue my great work on Biblical Hermeneu- 
tics. But in Germany it cannot be published. The 
Austrian censor of the press cannot find time to read it, 
though I think, that if I have spent so many laborious 
days and sleepless nights in writing it, this man ought 
likewise to find time enough not only to read it, but to 
examine all the ground of my reasoning, and point out 
to me any errors, if he can find any. Notwithstanding, 
the Spirit gave me no lepose, but urged me ever 
mightily on to the perfection of my great work. 

“ One morning I sat writing, under peculiar influ- 
ences of the Spirit, upon the confusion of tongues, the 
division of the people, and the importance of the 
study of comparative philology, in reference to their 
union in one church. So wrap])ed was 1 in the thought, 
that 1 Cf'inie late into my lecture room ; and after lec- 
ture returned to my chamber, where I wrote till the 
clock struck twelve. At dinner, one of the professors 
asked if any one had seen the star, about which so 
much was said. The professor of physics said, that 
the student Johannes Schminke had come to him in the 
greatest haste, and besought him to go out and see the 
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wonderful star ; but, being wcredulous about it, be 
made no haste, and when they came into the street, the 
star had disappeared. When I heard the star spoken 
of, my soul was filled with rapture, and a voice within 
me seemed to say, * The great time is approaching — 
labour unwearcdly in thy work/ 1 sought out the 
student, and, like Herod, inquired diligently what 
time the star appeared. He informed me, that just 
as the clock was striking eight in the morning, he went 
out of his house to go to the college, and saw on the 
square a crowd looking at a bright star. It was the 
very hour, when 1 was writing alone in my cliamber on 
the importance of comparative philology in bringing 
about the union of all nations. I felt that my hour had 
come. Strangely moved, I walked up and down my 
chamber. The evening twilight came on. I lighted my 
lamp, and drew the green curtains before the windows, 
and sat down to read. But hardly had I taken the 
book into my hand, when the Spirit began to move me, 
and urge me then to make my last decision and resolve. 
I made a secret vow, that I would undertake the voy- 
age to America. Suddenly my troubled thoughts were 
still. An unwonted rapture filled my heart. I sat and 
read till the supper-bell rang. They were speaking 
at table of a red glaring meteor, which had just been 
seen in the air, south east from Klagcnfurt, and had 
suddenly disappeared with a dull, hollow sound. It 
was the very moment at which I had taken my final 
resolution to leave my native land. Every great pur- 
pose and event of my life seemed heralded and at- 
tended by divine messengers ; the voices of the dead ; 
the bright morning star, shining in the clear sunshine, 
and the red meteor in the evening twilight 
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'* I now began seriousl^r to prepare for my departure. 
The chamber 1 occupied had once been the library of 
a Franciscan convent. Only a thick wall separi^d 
it from the church. In this wall was a niche, wmx 
heavy folding doors, which had served the Franciscans 
as a repository for prohibited books. Here also 1 kept 
iny papers, and niy great work on Biblical Herme- 
neutics The inside of the door was covered with hor- 
rible caricatures of Luther, Mclancthon, Calvin, and 
other great men. I used often to look at them with 
the deepest melancholy, when I thought that these 
great men likewise had laboured upon earth, and fought 
with Satan in the church. But they were persecuted, 
denounced, condemned to die. So, perhaps, it will be 
with me. 1 thought of this often, and armed myself 
against the fear of death. 1 was in constant appre- 
hension, lest the police should search my chamber du- 
ring my absence, and, by examining my papers, 
dicover my doctrine and designs. But the Spirit said 
to me, * Be of good cheer : 1 will so blind the eyes of 
thy enemies, that it shall not once occur to them to 
think of thy writings.' 

"Ac length, after many difficulties and temptations 
of the devil, I am on my way to.America. Yesterday 
I took leave of my dearest friend, Gregory Kuscher, in 
tiallstadt. He seemed iilJed with the Spirit of God, 
and has wonderfully strengthened me in my purpose. 
All the losts of heaven looked on, and were glad. The 
old man kissed me at parting, and I ascended the 
mountain as if angels bore me up in their arms. 
Near the summit lay a newly-fallen avalanche, over 
which, as yet, no footsteps had passed. This was my 
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last temptation. * Ha ! ’ cri«^ I aloud, * Satan has pre- 
pared a snare for me ; but Twill conquer him witli godly 

• capons.’ I sprang over the treacherous snow with 
heater faith than St. Peter walked the waters of the 
Lake of Galilee ; and came down the valley, while the 
mountain peaks yet shone in the setting sun. God 
■miles upon me. I go forth full of hopeful courage. 
On Christmas next I shall excommunicate the Pope." 

Saying these words, he slowly and solemnly took liia 
leave like one conscious of the great events which awni, 
him, and withdrew with the other priest into the church. 
Flemming could not smile as Berkley did ; for, in the 
solitary, singular enthusiast who had just left them, 
he saw only another melancholy victim to solitude and 
over labour ot the brain, and felt how painful a thing it 
is, thus to become unconsciously the almsman of other 
men’s sympathies, a kind of blind beggar for the cha- 
rity of a good wish or a prayer. 

The sun was now setting. Silently they floated back 
to St. Gilgen, amid the cool evening shadows. The 
village clock struck nine as they landed ; and as 
Berkley was to depart early in the morning, he went to 
bed betimes. On bidding Flemming good-night he 
■aid — 

“1 shall not see you in the morning; so good-bye, 
and God bless you. Remember my parting wonls. 
Nevermind trifles. In this world a man must either 
be an anvil or hammer. Care killed a cat ! ” 

** I have heard you say that so often,” replied Flem- 
ming, laughing, “ that I begin to believe it is true. 
But 1 wonder if Care shaved his left eyebrow after 
doing the deed, as the ancient Egyptians used to dot’* 
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*' Aha 1 now you are swe^pinc: cobwebs from the sky. 
Good night — good night *’ 

A sorrowful event happened in the neighbourho^ 
that night. The widow’s child died suddenly. ** WW 
is me ! ” — thus mourns the childless mother in one of 
the funeral songs of Greenland — “ Woe is me, that I 
should gaze upon thy place and find it vacant. In vain 
for thee thy mother dries the sea- drenched garments ! '* 
Not in these words, but in thoughts like these, did the 
poor mother bewail the death of her child, thinking 
mostly of the vacant place, and the daily cares and 
solicitudes of maternal love. Flemming saw a light in 
her chamber, and shadows moving to and fro, as he 
stood by the window, gazing into the starry, silent sky ; 
but he little thought of the awful domestic tragedy 
which was even then enacted behind those thin 
curtains. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

FOOTPRINTS OF ANGELS. 

It was Sunday morning, and the church bells were 
all ringing together. From all the neighbouring 
villages came the solemn, joyhil sounds floating through 
the sunny air, mellow, and faint, and low, and mingling 
into one harmonious chime, like the sound of some dis- 
tant organ in heaven. Anon they ceased, and the 
woods, and the clouds, and the whole village, and the 
very air itself, seemed to pray, so silent was it every 
where. 
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Two venerable old men — ^high priests and patriarchs 
were they in the land — went up the pulpit stairs, as 
Moses and Aaron went up Mcunc Hur, in the sight of 
nl the congregation, for the pulpit stairs were in front 
and very high. 

Paul Flemming will never forget the sermon he 
heard that day — no, not even if he should live to be as 
old as he who preached it. The text was, “ 1 know 
that my Redeemer liveth.*' It was meant to console the 
pious poor widow, who sat right below him at the foot of 
the pulpit stairs, all in black, and her heart breaking. 
He said nothing of the terrors of death, nor of the 
gloom of the narrow house, but, lookiiig beyond these 
things, as mere circumstances to which the imagina- 
tion mainly gives importance, he told his hearers of the 
innocence of childhood upon earth, and the holiness of 
childhood in heaven, and how the beautiful Lord Jesus 
was once a little child, and how in heaven the spirits of 
little children walked with him, and gathered flowers 
in the fields of Paradise. Good old man, in behalf of 
humanity I thank thee for these benignant words. And 
still more than I, the bereaved mother thanked thee ; 
and from that hour, though she wept in secret for her 
child, yet 

She knew Ife was with Jesus, 

And she asked him not again.” 

After the sermon Paul Flemming walked forth alone 
into the churchyard. There was no one there, save a 
little boy, who was fishing with a pin-hook in a grave 
half full of water. But a few moments* afterward, 
through the arched gateway under the belfry, came a 
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funeral procession. At Jits licud walked a priest in 
white surplice, chanting. * Peasants, old and young, 
followed him, with burning tapers in their hands. A 
young girl carried in her arms a dead child, wrappA 
in its little winding-sheet. The grave was close under 
the wall, by the church door. A vase of holy water 
stood beside it. The sexton took the child from the 
girl's arms, and put it into a coffin, and as he placed it 
in the grave the girl held over it a cross, wrea'thed with 
,'oses, and the priest and peasants sung a funeral 
hymn. When this was over, the priests sprinkled the 
grave and the crowd with holy water, and then they all 
went into the church, each one stopping as he passed 
the grave to throw a handful of earth into it, and 
sprinkle it with holy water. 

A few moments afterwards the voice of the priest was 
heard saying mass in the church, and Flemming saw 
the toothless old sexton treading the fresh earth into 
the grave of the little child with his clouted shoes. He 
approached him, and asked the age of the deceased. 
The sexton leaned a moment on his spade, and shrug- 
ging his shoulders, replied — 

** Only an hour or two. It was born in the night, 
and died in the morning early." 

“ A brief existence," said Flemming, “ The child 
seems to have been born only to be buried, and have 
its name recorded on a wooden tombstone." 

Tlie sexton went on with his work, and made no 
reply. Flemming still lingered among the graves, 
gazing with wonder at the strange devices by which 
man has irendered death horrible, and the gro 
loathsome. 
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In the temple of Juno, at*£lis, Sleep and his twin- 
brother Death were represented as children reposing in 
the arms of Night. On various funeral inonumen^s of 
the ancients the genius of Death is sculptured as a 
beautiful youth, leaning on an inverted torch in the 
attitude of repose, his wings folded and his feet crossed. 
In such peaceful and attractive forms did the imagina- 
tion of tiie ancient poets and sculptors represent death. 
And these were men in whose souls the religion of 
nature was like the light of stars, beautiful, but faint and 
cold. Strange that in her latter days this angel of 
God, which leads us with a gentle hand into the ** land 
of the great departed, into the silent land,’* should 
have been transformed into a monstrous and teVrific 
thing. Such is the spectral rider on the white horse ; 
— such the ghastly skeleton with scythe and hour- 
glass ; — the reaper, whose name is Death ! 

One of the most popular themes of poetry and paint- 
ing in the middle ages, and continuing down even into 
modern times, was tlie Dance of Death. In almost all 
languages it is written, the apparition of the grim 
spectre putting a sudden stop to all business, and 
leading men away into the ** remarkable retirement ” 
of the grave. It is written in an ancient Spanish 
poem, and painted on a wooden bridge in Switzerland. 
The designs of Holbein are wcH known. The most 
striking among them is that where, from a group of 
children sitting round a cottage hearth, Death has 
taken one by the hand, and is leading it out of the 
door. Quietly and unresisting goes the little child, 
and in its countenance no grief, but wonder only, while 
the other children are weeping and stretching forth 
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their hands in vain tow&rds th(.'ir departing brother. 
A beautiful design it is, in«all save the skeleton. An 
angel had been better, with folded wings, and torch 
inverted. 

And now the sun was growing high and warm. A 
little chapel, whose door stood open, seemed to invite 
Flemming to enter and enjoy the grateful coolness 
He went in. There was no one there. The walls 
were covered with paintings and sculpture of the 
rudest kind, and with a few funeral tablets. There 
was nothing there to move the heart to devotion ; but 
in that hour the heart of Flemming was weak — weak 
as a child’s. He bowed his stubborn knees, and wept. 
And oh ! how many disappointed hopes, how many 
bitter recollections, how much of wounded pride and 
unrequited love were in those tears, through which he 
reail on a marble tablet in the chapel wall opposite this 
singular inscription : 

" Look not mournfully into the past. It comes not 
back again. Wisely improve the present. It is thine. 
Go forth to meet the shadowy future, without fear, and 
with a manly heart.’* 

It seemed to him as if the unknown tenant of that 
grave had opened his lips of dust, and spoken to him 
the words of consolation which his soul needed, and 
which no friend had yet spoken. In a moment the 
anguish of his thoughts was still. The stone was rolled 
away from the door of his heart; death was no longer 
there, but an angel clothed in white. He stood up, 
and his eyes were no more bleared with tears; and 
looking into the bright morning heaven, he said—- 

** I will be strong.” 
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Men sometimes go down uito tombs with painful 
longmgs to behold once mute the faces of their de- 
parted friends, and as they gaze upon them, laying 
there so peacefully with the semblance that they were 
on earth, the sweet breath of heaven touches them, 
and the features crumble and fall together, and are hut 
dust. So did his soul then descend for the last time 
into the great tomb of the past, with painful longings 
to behold once more the dear faces of those he had 
loved ; and the sweet breath of heaven touched them, 
and they would not stay, but crumbled away and 
perished as he gazed. They, too, were dust. And 
thus, far-sounding, he heard the great gate of the past 
shut behind him, as the divine poet did the gate of 
Paradise, when the angel pointed him the way up the 
Holy Mountain ; and to him likewise was it forbidden 
to look back. 

In the life of every man there are sudden transitions 
of feeling which seem almost miraculous. At once, as 
if some magician had touched the heavens and the 
earth, the dark clouds melt into the air, the wind falls, 
and serenity succeeds the storm. The causes which 
produce these sudden changes may have been long at 
work within us, but the changes themselves are instan- 
taneous, and apparently without sulhcient cause. It 
was so with Flemming: and from that hour forth he 
resolved that he would no longer veer with every shift- 
ing wind of circumstance ; no longer be a child’s play- 
thing in the hands of fate, which we ourselves do make 
or mar. He resolved henceforward not to lean on 
others, but to walk self-confident and self-possessed; 
no longer to waste his years in vain regrets, nor wait 
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the fulfilment of boundless hopes and indiscreet de- 
sires, but to live in the preseiu wisely, alike forgetful 
of the past, and careless of what the mysterious future 
might bring. And from that moment he was calm and 
strong — he was reconciled with himself. His thoughts 
turned to his distant home beyond the sea. An inde- 
scribable, sweet feeling, arose within him. 

** Thither will I turn my wandering footsteps,” said 
he ; “ and be a man among men, and no longer a 
dreamer among shadows. Henceforth be mine a life 
of action and reality. 1 will work in my own sphere, 
nor wish it other than it is. This alone is health and 
happiness —this alone is life.— 

* Life that shall send 

A challenge to its end, 

And when it comes, say, Welcome, flriend I* 

Why have I not made these sage reflections, this wise 
resolve, sooner ? Can sucii a simple result spring only 
from the long and intricate process of experience? 
Alas ! it is not till Time, with reckless hand, has torn 
out half the leaves from the Book of Human Life, to 
light the fires of passion with, from day to day, that 
man begins to see that the leaves which remain are 
few in number, and to remember, faintly, at first, and 
then more clearly, that upon the earlier pages of that 
book, was written a story of happy innocence, which 
he wo. .d fain read over again. Then come listless 
irresolution, and the inevitable inaction of despair, or 
else the Arm resolve to record upon the leaves that 
■till remain a more noble history than the child’s story, 
rith which the book began.” 
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CHAPTEfl IX. 

TKE LAST PANG. 

“Farewell to thee, Saint Giljren !” said Flemming, 
as he turned on the brow of the hill to take his last 
look at the lake and the village below, and felt that 
this was one of the few spots on the wide earth to 
which he could say farewell ^ith regret. “ Thy majes- 
tic hills have impressed themselves upon my soul as a 
seal upon wax. The quiet beauty of thy lake shall be 
to me for ever an image of peace, and purity, and still- 
ness, and that inscription in thy little churchyard, a 
sentence of wisdom for my after life." 

Before the setting of the same sun which then shone 
on that fair landscape, he was far on his way towards 
Munich. He had left far behind him the mountains of 
the Tyrol, and beheld them for the last time in the 
soft evening twilight, their vases green with forest trees, 
and here and there a sharp rocky spire, and a rounded 
summit capped with snow. There they lay, their backs 
like the backs of camels; a mighty caravan reposing at 
evening in its march across the desert. 

From Munich he passed through Augsburg and Ulm 
on his way to Stuttgard. At the entrances of towns 
and villages he saw large crucifixes ; and on the fronts 
of many houses coarse paintings snd images of saints. 
In Gunzburg three priests in black were slowly passing 
down the street, and women fell on their knees to re- 
ceive their blessing. There were many beggars, too, 
in the streets ; and an old man who was making hay iu 
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a field by the road side, when he saw the carriage ap- 
proaching, threw down‘‘hIs rake, and came tumbling 
over the ditch, with his hat held out in both hands, 
uttering the most dismail wail. The next day the 
bright yellow jackets of the postilions, and the two 
great tassels of their bugle-horns, dangling down their 
backs like two cauliflowers, told him he was in Wur- 
temberg ; and late in the evening he stopped at an 
hotel in Stuttgard ; and from his chamber window saw, 
in the bright moonlight, the old Gothic cathedral, with 
its narrow, lancet windows and jutting buttresses, right 
in front of him. Ere long he had forgotten all his cares 
and sorrows in sleep, and with them his hopes, and 
wishes, and good resolves. 

He was still sitting at breakfast in his chamber, the 
next morning, when the great bell of the cathedral 
opposite began to ring, and reminded him that it was 
Sunday. Ere long the organ answered from within, 
and from its golden lips breathed forth a psalm. The 
congregation began to assemble, and Flemming went 
up with them to the house of the Lord. In the body 
of the cburcli he found the pews all filled or locked ; 
they seemed to belong to families. He went up into 
the gallery, and looked over the psalm-book of a 
peasant, while the congregation sang the sublime old 
hymn of Martin Luther, 

** Our God, he is a tower of strength, 

A trusty shield and weapon.” 

During the singing, a fat clergyman, clad in black, 
with a white surplice thrown loosely about him, came 
pacing along one of the aisles from beneath the organ 
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loft, and ascended the pulpit.. After the hymn, he 
read a portion of Scripture, add then said, 

** Let us unite in silent prayer.*' 

And turning round, he knelt in the pulpit, while the 
congregation remained standing. For awhile there was 
a breathless silence in the church, which to Flemminp 
was more solemnly impressive than any audible prayea 
The clergyman then arose, and began his sermon. His 
theme was the Reformation ; and he attempted to prove 
how much easier it was to enter the kingdom of Heaven 
through the gateways of the reformed Evangelical 
Dutch church, than by the aisles and penitential stair- 
eases of St. Peter's. He then gave a history of the 
Reformation ; and, when Flemming thought he was 
near the end, he heard him say, that he should divide 
his discourse into four heads. This reminded him of the 
sturdy old Puritan Cotton Mather, who, after preach- 
ing an hour, would coolly turn the hour glass on the 
pulpit, and say, ** Now, my beloved hearers, let us take 
another glass.” He stole out into the silent, deserted 
street, and went to visit the veteran sculptor Dannecker, 
He found him in his parlour, sitting alone, with his 
psalm book, and the reminiscences of a life of eighty 
years. As Flemming entered, he arose from the sofa, 
and tottered towards him ; a venerable old man, of low 
stature, and dressed in a loose white jacket, with a face 
like Franklin’s, his white hair flowing over his 
shoulders, and a pale, blue eye. 

“ So you are from America,” said he. “ But you hav# 
a German name. Paul Flemming was one of our 
old poets. 1 have never been in America, and nevik 
shall go there. I am now too old. I have been m 
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Paris and in Rome. l)ut this was long ago. I am now 
eight and seventy ypars^old.*' 

Here he took Flemming by the hand and made him 
sit down by his side on the sofa ; and Flemming felt a 
mysterious awe creep over him, on touching the hand 
of the good old man, who sat so serenely amid the 
gathering shade of years, and listened to life's curfew 
bell, telling, with eight and seventy solemn strokes, 
that the hour had come, when the fires of all earthly 
passion must be quenched within, and man must pre- 
pare to lie down and rest till the morning. 

You see," he continued, in a melancholy tone, 
** my hands are cold ; colder than yours. They were 
warmer once. I am now an old man." 

Yet these are the hands," answered Flemming, 
" thatsulptured the beauteous Ariadne and the Panther* 
The soul never grows old." 

" Nor does nature," said the old man, pleased with 
this allusion to his great work, and pointing to the green 
trees before his window. " This pleasure I have left to 
me. My sight is still good. I can even distinguish 
objects on the side of yonder mountain. My hearing 
is also unimpaired. For all which, T thank God." 

Then, directing Flemming’s attention to a fine en- 
graving, which hung on the opposite wall of the room, 
he continued — 

" That is an engraving of Canova’s Religion. 1 love 
to sit here and look at it, for hours together. It is 
beautiful. He made the statue for his native town, 
where they had no church, until he built one. He 
placed the statue in it. This engraving he sent roe as 
present. Ah, he was a dear, good man. The name 
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of hii native town 1 have forgotten. My memory faila 
me. I cannot remember names.*' 

Fearful that he had disturbed the old man in his 
morning devotions, Flemming did not reman long, but 
took his leave with regret. There was something im- 
pressive in the scene he had witnessed ; — this beautiful 
old age of the artist ; sitting by the open window, in 
the bright summer morning, — the labour of life accom- 
plished, the horizon reached, where heaven and earth 
meet,— thinking it was angel’s music, when he heard 
the church bells ring, himself too old to go. As he 
walked back to his chamber, he thought within himself, 
whether he likewise might not accomplish something, 
which should live after him ; — might not bring some- 
thing permanent out of the fast fleeting life of man, 
and then sit down, like the artist, in serene old age, and 
fold his hands in silence. He wondered how a man 
felt when he grew so old that he could not go to church, 
but must sit at home and read the Bible in large print. 

His heart was full of indefinite longings, mingled 
with regrets; longings to accomplish something worthy 
of life ; regret, that as yet he had accomplished no- 
thing, but he felt and dreamed only. Thus the warm 
days of spring bring forth passion-flowers and forget- 
me-nots. It is only after midsummer, when the daya 
grow shorter and hotter, that fruit begins to appear. 
Then, the heat of the day brings forward the harvest, 
and after the harvest the leaves fall, and there is a grey 
frost. Much meditating upon these things, Paul 
Flemming reached his hotel. At that moment a person 
clad in green came down the church -steps, and crossed 
the street. It was the German student of Interlachen. 
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Flemming started as if a green snake had suddenly 
crossed his path. He t< 7 pk refuge in his chamber. 

That night as he was isitting alone in his chamber, 

. having made his preparation to depart the following 
morning, his attention was arrested by the sound of a 
female voice in the next room. A thin partition, with 
a door, separated it from his own. He had not before 
observed that the room was occupied. But, in the 
stillness of the night, the tones of that voice struck his 
ear. He listened. It was a lady, reading the prayers 
of the English Church. The tones were familiar, and 
awakened at once a thousand painful swe'et recollec- 
tions. It was the voice of Mary Ashburton 1 His 
heart could not be deceived; and all its wounds began 
to bleed afresh, like those of a murdered man when the 
murderer approaches. H is first impulse was of affection 
only, boundless, irrepressible, delirious, as of old in the 
green valley of Interlachen. He waited for the voice 
to cease, that he might go to her, and behold her face 
once more. And then his pride rose up within him, 
and rebuked this weakness. He remembered his firm 
resolve, and blushed to find himself so feeble. And 
the voice ceased ; and yet he did not go. Pride had so 
far gained the mastery over affection. He lay down on 
bis bed, like a child as he was. All about him was 
silence, and the silence was holy, for she was near ; so 
near that he could almost hear the beating of her heart 
He knew' now for the first time how weak he was, and 
how strong his passion for that woman. His heart was 
like the Btiar of the Israelites of old ; and, though 
drenched with tears, as wi^h rain, it was kindled at 
once, by the holy fire from heaven 1 
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Towards morning he fell asTleep, exhausted with the 
strong excitement; and in that hour when, sleep being 
** nigh unto the soul,*' visions are deemed prophetic, he 
dreamed. O blessed vision of the morning, stayl 
thou were so fair I He stood again on the green sunny 
meadow, beneath the ruined towers ; and she was by 
his side, with her pale, speaking countenance and holy 
eyes ; and he kissed her fkir forehead ; and she turned 
her fpce towards him, beaming with afTec^ion, and 
said, “ I confess it now ; you are the Magician I ” and 
pressed him in a meek embrace, that he, "might 
rather feel than see the swelling of her heart.” And 
then she faded away from his arms, and her face be- 
came transfigured, and her voice like the voice of an 
heaven ; — and he awoke, and was alone 1 

It was broad daylight, and he heard the postilion, 
and the stamping of horses hoofs, on the pavement at 
the door. At the same moment his servant came in, 
with cotfee, and told him all was ready. He did not 
dare to stay. But throwing himself into the carriage, 
he cast one look towards the window of the Dark Ladie, 
and a moment afterwards had left her for ever I He 
had drunk the last drop of the bitter cup, and now laid 
the golden goblet gently down, knowing that he should 
behold it no more ! 

No more ! O, how majestically mournful are those 
words ! They sound like the roar of the wind through 
a forest of pines ! 


M 




OUTRE-MER, 

A 

PILGRIMAGE BEYOND THE SEA. 


DY 

HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW. 


I haTc passed miuiyc landes and n^anjc yles and controesi and 
rherchcd manyc fuUc straunge places, and have ben in monje a 
fiille gode honourable oompanye. Now I am comen home to 
reste. And thus rccordynge the tyme passed, I have ftilflUed 
these thyngs and putte hem wryten in thisboke, aait wonldo 
come into my mynde^-iSit^ John MamdervUk, 
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THE 


EPISTLE DEDICATORY, 


Tlic cheerftil breeze seta fair ; ire fill onr Ball, 
And Bcud before it. When the critio starta, 
And angrily unties his bags of wind, 

Then we lay to, and let the blast go by. 

Hubaxs. 


Worthy and Gentle Reader, 

1 dedicate this little book to thee with many fears 
and misgivings of heart. Being a stranger to thee, 
and haying never administered to thy wants nor to 
thy pleasures, I can ask nothing at thy hands saving 
the common courtesies of life. Perchance, too, 
what I have written will be little to thy taste i — ^for 
it is little in accordance with the stirring spirit of 
the present age. If so, I crave thy forbearance for 
having thought that even the busiest mind nught 
not be a stranger to those moments of repose, when 
the clock of time clicks drowsily behind the door, 
and trifles become the amusement of the wise and 
great. 
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Besides, what peiilst await the adventurous author 
who launches forth int/) the uncertain current of 
public favour in so frail a bark as this ! The very 
rocking of the^tidc may overset him ; or perad ven- 
ture some freebooting critic, prowling about the 
great ocean of letters, may descry his strange colours, 
hail him through a gray goose-quill, and perhaps 
sink him without more ado. Indeed, the success of 
an unknown author is as uncertain as the wind. 
** When a book is first to appear in the world," says 
a celebrated French writer, “ one knows not whom 
to consult to learn its destiny. The stars preside 
not over its nativity. Their influences have no 
operation on it ; and the, most cc ifidcnt astrologers 
dare not foretell the diverse risks of fortune it must 
Tun." 

It is from such considerations, worthy reader, 
that I would fain bespeak thy friendly offices at the 
outset. But, in asking these, I would not forestall 
thy good opinion too far, lest in the sequel I should 
disappoint thy kind wishes. 1 ask only a welcome 
and ‘God-speed; hoping, that, when thou hast read 
these pages, thou wilt say to me, in the words of 
Niek Bottom, the weaver, ** I shall desire you of 
nlore acquaintance, good Master Cobweb." 

' Very sincerely thine. 

The Author. 



THE 

PILGRIM OF OUTRE-MER, 


I am a Palmer, ai ye see, 

Whichc of my lyfe mucho part have q[)ent 
In many a fayre and farre countrie. 

As pilgiimB do of good intent. 

Thk Fovb Pfl. 

# 

** LystenythI’ ye godely gentylmen, and all that 
ben hereyn ! " I am a pilgrim benighted on my 
way, and crave a shelter till the storm is over, and a 
seat by the fireside in this honourable company. As 
a stranger I claim this courtesy at your hands ; and 
will repay our hospitable welcome with talcs of the 
countries I have passed through in my pilgrimage. 

This is a custom of the olden time. In the days 
of chivalry and romance, every baron bold, perched 
aloof in his feudal castle, welcomed the stranger to 
his halls, and listened with delight to the pilgrim’s 
tale and the song of the troubadour. Both pilgrim 
v3 
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and troubadour had their tales of wonder from 
distant land, embellished with the magic of Orieii 
exaggeration. Their salutation was, 

“ T/>rdyn(f lyanith to my tale, 

That is merrier than the nightingale.'* 

The soft luxuriance of the Eastern clime bloomed in 
the song of the bard; and the wild and romantic 
talcs of regions so far off as to be regarded as almost 
a fairy land were well suited to the childish credulity 
of an age when what is now called the Old World 
was in its childhood. Those times ha ve passed away. 
Tlie world has grown wiser and less credulous ; and 
the tales which then delighted delight no longer. 
But man has not changed his nature, lie still re- 
tains the same curiosity ,^the same love of novelty* 
the same fondness for romance and talcs by the chim- 
ney corner, and the same desire of wearing out the 
rainy day and the long winter evening with the illu- 
sions of fancy and the fairy sketches of the poet's 
imagination. It is as true now as ever, that 

** Off Ul}'8, and tryfiilles, many man tellys ; 

6umc byn trew, and sume cIUb ; 

A mail may dryfe forthc the day that long tyme dwcllls 
Wj’th harpyng, and pipyng, and other mcry spclUi, 

Wyth glc, and with game.*’ 

The I'ays d'Outre-Mcr, or the Land beyond the Sea, 
is a name by which the pilgrims and cnisadera of old 
usually designated the Holy Land. I. too, in a cer- 
tain sense, have been a pilgrim of Outre-Mer ; for to 
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my youthful imagination the Old World was a kind 
of Holy Land, lying afar qft beyond the blue horizon 
of the ocean ; and when its shores first rose upon my 
sight, looming through the hazy atmosphere of the 
sea, my heart swelled with the deep emotions of the 
pilgrim, when he secs afar the spire which rises aboTe 
the shrine of his devotion. 

In this my pilgrimage, “ I have passed many 
lands and countries, and searched many full 
strange places.” I have traversed France from 
Normandy to Navarre; smoked my pipe in a 
Flemish inn j floated through Holland in a Trek- 
Bchuit; trimmed my midnight lamp in a German 
university ; wandered and mused amid the classic 
scenes of Italy ; and listened to the gay guitar and 
merry'^ castanct on the borders of the blue Guadal- 
quivir, The recollection of many of the scenes I 
have passed through is still fresh in my mind ; 
while the memory of others is fast fading away, or is 
blotted out for ever. But now I will stay the too 
busy hand of time, and call back the shadowy 
past. Perchance the old and the wise may accuse 
me of frivolity' ; but I see in this fair company the 
bright eye and listening ear of ymuth, — an age less 
rigid in its censure and more willing to be pleased. 

“ To gentlewomen and their loves is consecrated nil 
the wooing language, allusions to love-passions, and 
swrect cmbraccmciits feigned by the Muse 'mongst 
hills and rivers; whatsoever tastes of description, 
battle, story, abstruse antiquity, and law of tU*^ 
kingdom, to the more severe critic. To the one 
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contenting enjoyments “of their auspicious desires • 
to the other, a happy a^.iendance of their chosen 
Muses.*'* 

And iiour, fair dames and courteous gentlemen^ 
give me attentive audience : — 

“ Lordyng lystuith to my tale, 

Tliat is mcryer than the nif^htingralo.*' 


• Selden’s Prefatory Discoune to the Notes in Dratmi'a Fot 
OtftioQ. 



FRANCE. 


THE 

NORMAN DILIGENCE. 


Hu French guidet, otherwiee called fho poatilliana, have one 
moat dlabolicall cuatome In their travelling upon the wayea. 
Diabolicall it may be well called ; tar whenaoever their horses 
doe a little anger them, they will aay, in their ftiry, AlUm*^ 
diahUf — ^that Is^ Go^ thou dlvel. Xtaia 1 know by my own ez» 
peilenoe. 

CtonTAT’s Gnuomu. 


It was early in the '* leafy month of June that I 
travelled through the beautiful province of Nor- 
mandy. As France was the first foreign country I 
visited, every thing wore an air of freshness and 
novelty, which pleased my eye, and kept my fancy 
constantly busy. Life was like a dream. It was a 
luxury to breathe again«^^ie free air, after having 
been so long cooped up ax sea ; and, like a long im- 
prisoned bird let loose from its cage, I revelled in the 
freshness and sunshine of the morning IsMdscape. 

On every side, valley and hill were covered with 
a carpet of soft velvet green. The birds were sing- 
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ing merrily in the treoA, and the landscape wore that 
look of gaiety so well described in the quaint lan- 
guage of an old romance, making the sad, pensive, 
and aching heart to rejoice, and to throw off mourn- 
ing and sadness.** Here and there a cluster of 
chestnut- trees shaded a thatched-roof cottage, and 
little patches of vineyard were scattered on the slope 
of the hills, mingling their delicate green with the 
deep hues of the early summer grain. The whole 
landscape had a fresh, breezy look. It was not 
hedged in from the highways, but lay open to the 
eye of the traveller, and seemed to welcome him 
with open arms. I felt less a stranger in the land ; 
and as my eye traced the dusty road winding along 
through a rich cultivated country, skirted on either 
side with blossoming fruit-trees, and occasionally 
caught glimpses of a little farm-house resting in a 
green hollow and lapped in the bosom of plenty, I 
felt that 1 was in a prosperous, hospitable, and happy 
land. 

I had taken my seat on top of the diligence, in 
order to have a better view of the country. It was 
one of those ponderous vehicles which totter slowly 
along the paved roads of France, labouring beneath 
a mountain of trunks and bales of all descriptions ; 
and, like the Trojan horse, bearing a groaning mul« 
titi le within it. It was a curious and cumbersome 
machine, resembling the bodies of three coaches 
placed unajL one carriage, with a cabriolet on top for 
outside pHHngers. On the panels of each door were 
painted the iieurs-dc-lis of France, and upon the 
side of the coach emblazoned, in golden characters, 
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** Exploitation Oenirdk dot ifettageriet Royaloo det 
Diligenoot pour le Ilavre, RnUm, et Paris.** 

It would bo useless to describe the motley groups 
that filled the four quarters of this little world. 
There was the dusty tradesman, with green coat and 
cotton umbrella ; the sallow invalid, in skullcap and 
cloth shoes ; the priest in his cassock ; tlie peasant in 
his frock ; and a whole family of squalling children. 
My fellow-travellers on top were a gay subaitem, 
with fierce mustache, and a nut-brown village beauty 
of sweet sixteen. The subaltern wore a military 
undress, and a little blue cloth cap, in the shape of a 
cow-bell, trimmed smartly with silver lace, and 
cocked on one side of his head. The brunette was 
decked out with a staid white Norman cap, nicely 
starched and plaited, and nearly three feet high, a 
rosary and cross about her neck, a linsey-woolsey 
gown, and wooden shoes. 

The personage who seemed to rule this little world 
with absolute sway was a short pursy man, with a 
busy, self-satisfied air, and the sonorous title of 
Monsieur le Conducteur. As insignia of office, he 
wore a little round fur cap and fur- trimmed jacket ; 
and carried in his hand a small leathern portfolio, 
containing his way-bill. He sat with us on top of the 
diligence, and with comic gravity issued his man- 
dates to the postillion below, like some petty monarch 
speaking from his throne. In every dingy village 
we thundered through he had a thouMad commis* 
sions to execute and to receive ; a pac)al|e to throw 
out on this side, and another to take in on that : a 
whisper for the landlady at the inn ; a love-letter 
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Rnd a kiss for her daiighter ; and a wink or a snap* 
of his fingers for the cliambermaid at the window. 
Then there were so many questions to be asked and 
answered, while changing horses ! Every body had 
a word to say. It was Mojiaieur le Conducteur I here ; 
Monsieur le Conducteur / there. He was in complete 
bustle ; till at length crying En route / he ascended 
the dizzy height, and we lumbered away in a cloud 
of dust. 

But what most attracted my attention was the 
grotesque appearance of the postillion and the horses. 
He was a comical -looking little fellow, already 
past the heyday of life, with a thin, sharp counten- 
ance, to which the smoke of tobacco and the fumes 
of wine had given the dusty look of parchment. He 
was eqxiipped in a short jacket of purple velvet, set 
ofif with a red collar, and adorned with silken cord. 
Tight breeches of bright yellow leather arrayed his 
pipe-stem legs, and were swallowed up in a huge 
pair of wooden boots, iron-fastened, and armed with 
long rattling spurs. His shirt-collar was of vast 
dimensions, and between it and the broad brim of his 
high, bell-crowned, varnished hat projected an eel- 
skin queue, with a little tuft of frizzled hair, like a 
powder puff, at the end, bobbing up and down with 
the motion of the rider, and scattering a white cloud 
aroui I him. 

The horses which drew the diligence were harnes- 
sed to it ropes and leather thongs, in the most 
uncouth IRIncr imaginable. They were five in 
number ; black, white, and grey, — as various in size 
as in colour. Their tales w'cre braided and tied up^ 
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with whisps of straw; and when the postillion mount- 
ed and cracked his heavy whfp, oif they started ; one 
pulling this%ray, another ttat, — one on the gallop, 
another trotting, and the rest dragging along at a 
scrambling pace, between a trot and a walk. No 
sooner did the vehicle get comfortably in motion, than 
the postillion, throwing the reins upon his horse’s neck, 
and drawing a flint and steel from one pocket and a 
short-stemmed pipe from another, leisurely struck 
fire, and began to smoke. Ever and ahon some part 
of the rope harness would give way ; Mtmsieur le 
Conducteur from on high would thunder forth an oath 
or two ; a head would be popped out at every win- 
dow ; half a dozen voices exclaim at once, ” What’a 
the matter ? ’* and the postillion, apostrophizing the 
diable as usual, would thrust his long whip into the 
leg of his boot, leisurely dismount, and drawing a 
handful of packthread firom his pocket, quietly set 
himself to mend matters in the best way possible. 

In this manner wc toiled slowly along the dusty 
highway. Occasionally the scene was enlivened by a 
gi'oup of peasants, driving before them a little ass, 
laden with vegetables for a neighbouring market. 
Then wc would pass a solitary shepherd, sitting by 
the road-side, with a shaggy dog at his feet, guard- 
ing his flock, and making his scanty meal on the 
contents of his wallet ; or perchance a little peasant- 
girl, in wooden shoes, leading a cow by a cord at • 
tached to her horns, to browse along thagj^e of the 
ditch. Then wc would all alight to s^^nd some 
formidable hill on foot, and be escorted up by a 
clamorous group of sturdy mendicants, — annoyed by 
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the ceaseless imporfi^ty of worthless beggary, or 
moved to pity by the p|Llsicd limbs of ^e aged, and 
the sightless eyeballs of the blind. 

Occasionally, too, the postillion drew up in front of 
a dingy little cabaret, completely overshadowed by 
wide-spreading trees. A lusty grape-vine clambered 
up beside the door ; and a pine-bough was thrust- out 
from a hole in the wall, by way of tavem-bush. 
Upon the front of the house was generally inscribed 
in large black letters, “ Ici on donne a boibe et a 
manoeb; on loge a pied et a chbval;*' a sign 
which may be thus paraphrased, — “ Good entertain- 
ment for man and beast;*' but which was once 
translated by a foreigner, ** Here they give to eat 
and drinlt ; they lodge on foot and on horseback ! " 

Thus one object of curiosity succeeded another ; 
hill, valley, stream, and woodland flitted by me like 
the shifting scenes of a magic lantern, and one train 
of thought gave place to another ; till at length, in 
the after port of the day, we entered the broad and 
shady avenue of fine old trees which leads to the 
western gate of Houen, and a few moments afterward 
were lost in the crowds and confusion of its narrow 
streets. 



THE GOLDEN LION INN 


Monsieur Jo veux abBolumcnt wn IJon d’Or; parce 

qu'on dit, C)u allcz-voua ? Au Lion d’Or !— D’ou vcncz-vous T 
Du Lion d’Or I — Ou irons-nous ? Au Lion d’Or ! — Ou y a-t-il do 
bon vin! Au Lion d’Or 1 

La RfiBK Rovax. 


This answer of Monsieur Viiiot must have been 
running in my head as the diligence stopped at the 
Messagerie ; for when the porter, who took my 
luggage, said : — 

“ Ou allez~voiiSf Monsieur? 

I answered, -without reflection (for, he it said with 
all the veracity of a traveller, at that time I did not 
know there was a Golden Lion- in the city), — 

** Au Lion Or,'* 

And so to the liion d’Or we went. 

’ihe hostess of the Golden Lion received me with 
a courtesy and a smile, rang the house-bell for a ser- 
vant, and told him to take the gentleman’s things to 
Qumber thirty-five. I followed him up sta|ps. One, 
two, three, four, five, six, seven ! Seven stories 
aigh, by Our Lady ! — I counted them every one ; 
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and when I went d^iwn to remonstrate, I counted 
them again ; so that 'there was no possibility of a 
mistake. When I at^ked for a lower room, the 
hostess told me the house was full; and when I 
spoke of going to another hotel, she said she should 
be BO very sorry, so ddsoUe, to have Monsieur leave 
her, that I marched up again to number thirty-five. 

After finding all the fault I could with the cham- 
ber, I ended, as is generally the case with most men 
on such occasions, by being very well pleased with 
it. The only thing I could possibly complain of was 
my being lodged in the seventh story, and in the 
immediate neighbourhood of a gentleman who 
was learning to play the French horn. But to 
remunerate me for these disadvantages, my window 
looked down into a market-place, and gave me a dis- 
tant view of the towers of the cathedral, and the 
ruins of the church and abbey of St. Ouen. 

When I had Sully prepared myself for a ramble 
through the city, it was already sunset ; and after 
the heat and dust of the day, the freshness of the 
long evening twilight was delightful. ANTicn I enter 
anew city, 1 cannot rest till I have satisfied the first 
cravings of curiosity by rambling through its streets. 
Nor can I endure a cicerone, with his eternal This 
way. Sir." I never desire to be led directly to an 
obj^ jt worthy of a traveller’s notice, but prefer a 
thousand times to find my own way, and come upon 
it by surprise. This was particularly the case at 
Rouen. It w'as the first European city of importance 
that I visited. There was an air of antiquity about 
the whole city that breathed of the Middle Ages ; and 
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6o Strong and delightful was the impression that it 
made upon my youthful ima^nation, that nothing 
which I afterwards saw could Either equal or efface it. 
I have since passed through that city, but I did not 
stop. I was unwilling to destroy an impression 
which, even at this distant day, is m fresh upon my 
mind as if it were of yesterday. 

With these delightful feelings I rambled on from 
street to street, till at length, after threading a nar- 
row alley, I unexpectedly came out in front of the 
magnificent cathedral. If it had suddenly risen from 
the earth, the effect could not have been more power- 
ful and instantaneous. It completely overwhelmed 
my imagination ; and I stood for a long time motion- 
less, gazing entranced upon the stupendous edifice. 
I had before seen no specimen of Gothic architecture, 
save the remains of a little church at Havre ; and 
the massive towers before me, the lofty windows of 
stained glass, the low portal, with its receding arches 
and rude statues, all produced upon my untravelled 
mind an impression of awful sublimity. When I 
entered the church, the impression was still more 
deep and solemn. It was the hour of vespers. The 
religious twilight of the place, the lamps that burned 
on the distant altar, the kneeling crowd, the tinkling 
bell, and the chant of the evening service that 
rolled along the vaulted roof in broken and repeated 
echoes, filled me with new and intense emotions. 
When I gazed on the stupendous architecture of the 
church, the huge colunms that the eye followed up 
till they were lost in the gathering dusk of the arches 
above, the long and shadowy aisles, the statutes ot 
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saints and martyrs that stood in every recess, tne 
figures of armed knigfits upon the tombs, the imcer- 
tain light that stole th]fough the painted windows o^ 
each little chapel, and the form of the cowled and 
solitary monk, kneeling at the shrine of his favourite 
saint, or passing between the lofty colunms of the 
church, — all I had read of, but had not seen, — 1 was 
transported back to the Dark Ages, and felt as I 
can never feel again. 

On the following day I visited the remains of an 
old palace, built by Edward the Third, now occupied 
08 the Palais de Justice, and the ruins of the church 
and monastry of Saint Antoine. I saw the hole in 
the tower where the ponderous bell of the abbey fell 
through ; and took a peep at the curious illuminated 
manuscript of Daniel d*Aubonne in the public 
library. Iho remainder of the morning was spent 
in visiting the ruins of the ancient abbey of St. Ouen, 
which is now transformed into the Hotel de Ville, 
and in strolling through its beautiful gardens, 
dreaming of the present and the past, and given up 
to a melancholy of my own.*' 

At the Table ^HAte of the Golden Lion, I fell into 
conversation with an elderly gentleman, who proved to 
he a great antiquarian, and thoroughly read in all the 
forgotten lore of the city. As our tastes were some- 
whe' similar, we were soon upon very friendly terms ; 
and after dinner we strolled out to visit some re- 
markable localities, and took the gloria together in 
the Chevalier Bayard. 

When we returned to the Golden Lion, he enter- 
tained me with many curious stories of the spots we 
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had been visiting. Among others, he related the fol- 
lowing singular adventure of h monk of the abbey of 
St. Antoine, which amused lAe so much that I cannot 
refrain from presenting it to my readers. I will not, 
however, vouch for the truth of the story ; for that 
the antiquarian himself would not do. He said he 
found it in an ancient manuscript of the Middle Ages, 
in the archives of the public library ; and 1 give it as 
it was told me, without note or comment. 



MARTIN FRANC 

AND 

THE MONK OF ST. ANTHON\. 


Seignor, oicz une mcrvcillr, 

C’cnques n*oiRtos sa pareillCy 
Qxie jo voH vueil dire ct con ter ; 

Or metez cuer a I’escontcr. 

FaHLIAO »U BoVCHIZR D*ABBBVII.t.E. 

Lystjoi Lordyngs to my talc, 

And yo shall hear of one story, 

Is bettor than any wyne or ale. 

That ever vras made in this cuntry. 

Ancient Metricai. Romance. 


In times of old, there lived in the tity of Rouen a 
tradesman named Martin Franc, who, by a series of 
misfortunes, had been reduced from opulence to 

• The outlines of the following tale were taken from a Norman 
Fabliau of the thirteenth century, entitled Le Segretain Maine. 
To by the numerous imitations of this story which still 

exist in old Norman poetry, it seems to have been a prodigious 
IhTOurlte of its day, and to have passed through as many hands 
as Old the body of Friar Gui. It probably had its origin in 
“ The S‘ory of the Little Hunchback,” a tale of the Arabian 
Nights ; and in modem times has been imitated in the poetic 
tale of Tht Knight and the Friar,” by George Colman. 
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poverty. But poverty, whictt generally makes men 
humble and laborious, onl^s served to make him 
proud and lazy: and in 4>roportion as he grew 
poorer and poorer, he grew also prouder and l^er. 
He contrived, however, to live along from to 
day, by now and then pawning a silken robe of his 
wife, or selling a silver spoon, or some other trifle 
saved from the wreck of his better fortunes ; and 
passed his time pleasantly enough in loitering about 
the market-place, and wh^dng up and down on the 
sunny side of the street. " 

The fair Marguerite, his wife, was celebrated 
through the whole city for her beauty, her wit, and 
hei* virtue. She was a brunette, with the blackest 
eye, the whitest teeth, and the ripest nut-brown 
cheek in all' Normandy; her figure was tall and 
stately, her hands and feet most delicately moulded, 
and her swimming gait like the motion of a swan* 
In happier days she had been the delight of the 
richest tradesmen in the city, and the envy of the 
fairest dames. 

The friends of Martin Franc, like the friends of 
many a ruined man before and since, deserted lum 
in the day of adversity. Of all that had eaten, his 
dinners, and drimk his wine, and fiattcred his wife, 
none sought the narrow alley and humble dwelling 
of the broken tradesman save one, and that one was 
Friar Gui, the sacristan of the abbey of Saint An tliony. 
He was a little, jolly, red-faced friar, with a leer in his 
eye, and rather a doubtful reputation ; but as he was 
a kind of travelling gazette, and always brought the 
latest news and gossip of the city, and besides was 

N 
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the only person that condescended to Tisit the house 
of Martin Franc, ^in line, for the want of a better* 
he was considered in the light of a friend. 

In these constant assiduities, Friar Gui had his 
secret motives, of which the single heart of Martin 
Franc was entirely unsuspicious. The keener eye of 
his wife, however, soon discovered two faces under 
the hood ; but she persevered in misconstruing the 
friar's intentions, and in dexterously turning aside 
any expressions of gallantry that fell from his lips. 
In this way Friar Qui was for a long time ' kept at 
bay; and Martin Franc preserved in the day of 
poverty and distress that consolation of all this 
world's afflictions, — a friend. But, finally, things 
came to such a pass, that the honest tradesman 
opened his eyes, and wondered he had been aslee|jt 
so long. Whereupon he was irreverent enough to 
thrust Friar Qui into the street by the shoulders. 

Meanwhile*^ the times grew worse and worse. On# 
family relic followdfi another, — the last silken robdV^ 
was pawned, the last silver spoon sold ; until at length 
poor Martin Franc was forced to *' drag the devil by 
the tail; " in other words, beggary stared him full 
in the face. But the fair Marguerite did not even 
then despair. In those days a belief in the immediate 
guardianship of the saints was much more strong and 
prevalent than in these lewd and degenerate times ; 
and as uiere seemed no great probability of improving 
their condition by any lucky change which could be 
brought about by mere human agency, she deter- 
mined to try what could be done by intercession with 
the patron saint of her husband. Accordingly she re- 
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paired one evening to the abbey of St. Anthony, to 
place a votive candle and offer her prayer at the 
altar, which stood in the little chapel dedicated to 
St. Martin. 

It was already sunset when she reached the 
church, and the evening service of the virgin had 
commenced. A cloud of incense floated befor<Pthe 
altar of the Madonna, and the organ rolled its deep 
melody along the dim arches of the church. Margue- 
rite mingled with the kneeling crowd, and repeated 
tlic responses in Latin, with as much devotion as the 
most learned clerk of the convent. When the ser- 
vice was over, she repaired to the chapel of St. 
Martin, and, lighting her votive taper at the silver 
l^amp which burned before his altar, knelt down in 
|i retired part of the chapel, and, with tears in her 
eyes, besought the saint for aid and protection. 
"M^ile she was thus engaged, the church became 
^aduully deserted, till she w'as left, as she thought, 
^one. But in this she was mistaken ; for, when she 
arose to depart, the portly figure of Friar Gxii was 
standing close to her elbow ! 

** Good evening, fair Margucrife^*’ said he. St. 
Martin has heard your prayer, and sent me to relieve 
your poverty." 

“ Then, by the Virgin ! " replied she, the gooa 
saint is not very fastidious in the choice of his mes- 
sengers." 

** Nay, goodwife," answered the friar, not at all 
abashed by this ungracious reply, ** if the tidings 
are good, what matters it who the messengei may 
be ? And how does Martin Fi’anc these days r " 
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" He is well/' rcpfied Marguerite ; “ and were he 
present, 1 doubt not^ would thank you heartily for 
the interest you still take in him and his poor <Arifc.'’ 

** He has done me ^vroiig/* continued the friar. 
“ But it i our duty to forgive our enemies ; and so 
let the past be forgotten. I know that he is in want. 
HA-c, take this to him, and tell him I am still his 
friend.** 

So saying he drew a small purse from the sleeve 
of his habit, and proffered it to his comx^anion. I 
know not whether it were a suggestion of St. Martin, 
but true it is that the fair Avife of Martin Franc 
seemed to lend a more willing ear to the earnest 
whispers of the friar. At length she said, — 

“ Put up your purse ; to-day I can neither deliver 
your gift nor your message. Martin Franc has gone 
from home.** 

** Then keep it for yourself.*' 

“ Nay, Sir Monk,” replied Marguerite, casting 
down her eyes ; “ I can take no bribes here in the 
church, and in the very chapel of my husband's 
patron saint. You shall bring it to me at my house, 
if you will.” 

The friar put up his purse, and the conversation 
which followed was in a low and indistinct under- 
tone, audible only to the ears for which it was in- 
tcT'ded. At length the interview ceased ; and — O 
woman ! — the last words that the virtuous Margue- 
rite uttered, as she glided from the church were, — 
To-night ; — when the abbey-clock strikes twelve ; 
remember ! ” 

It would be useless to relate how impatiently the 
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friar counted the hours and* the quarters as they 
chimed from the ancient to\^&r of the abbey, -while 
he paced to and fro along the gloomy cloister. At 
length the appointed hour approached ; and just be- 
fore the convent-bell sent forth its summons to call 
the friars of St. Anthony to their midnight devotions, 
a figure, with a cowl, stole out of a postern-gate, 
and, passing silently along the deserted streets, soon 
turned into the little alley which led to the dwelling 
of Martin Franc. It was none other than the Friar 
Gui. He rapped softly at the tradesman's door, nd 
casting a look up and down the street, as if to assure 
himself that his motions were unobserved, slipped 
into the house. 

“ Has Martin Franc. returned ? " inquired he in a 
whisper. 

“ No,*’ answered the sweet voice of his wife ; 
“ he will not be back to-night.” 

Then tdl good angels befriend us ! ” continued 
the monk, endeavouring to take her hand. 

“ Not so, good Monk,” said she, disengaging her- 
self. “You forget the conditions of our meeting.” 

The friar paused a moment ; and then, drawing a 
heavy leathern purse from his girdle, he tlirew it upon 
the table *, at the same moment a footste]) was heard 
behind him, and a heavy blow from a club threw him 
prostrate upon the floor. It came fron^ the strong 
arm of Martin Franc himself ! 

It is hardly necessary to say that his absence was 
feigned. His wife had invented the story to decoy 
the monk, and thereby to keep her husband from 
beggary, and to reheve herself, once for all, from the 
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importunities of a faj-se fnend. At first Martin 
Franc would not listen to the proposition; but at 
length he yielded to the urgent entreaties of his 
wife; and the plan finally agreed upon was» that 
Friar Oui, after leaving his purse behind him, should 
be sent back to the convent with a severer discipline 
than his shoulders had ever received from any peni- 
tence of his own. 

The affair, however, took a more serious turn than 
was intended ; for, when they tried to raise the friar 
from the ground, — he was dead. The blow aimed at 
his shoulders fell upon his shaven crown ; and, in 
the excitement of the moment, Martin Franc had 
dealt a heavier stroke than he intended. Amid the 
grief and consternation which jfollo wed this discoveryt 
tlie quick imagination of his wife suggested an ex - 
pedient of safety. A bunch of keys at the Friar's 
girdle caught her eye. Hastily unfastening the ring, 
she gave the keys to her husband, exclaiming, — 

“ For the Holy Virgin’s sake, be quick ! One of 
these keys doubtless unlocks the gate of the convent- 
garden. Carry the body tluther, and leave it among 
the trees ! '* 

Martin Franc threw the dead body of the monk 
across his shoulders, and with a heavy heart took the 
way to the abbey. It was a clear, starry night ; and 
though the moon had not yet risen, her light was 
iU' ie sky, and came rcficcted down in a soft twilight 
upon earth. Not a sound was heard through all 
the long and solitary streets, save at intervals the 
distant crowing of a cock, or the melancholy hoot of 
an owl from the lofty tower of the abbey. The 
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silence weighed like an aocuamg spirit upon the 
guilty conscience of Martijf Franc. He started at 
the sound of his own breathing, as he panted under 
the heavy burden of the z&onk's body ; and if, per- 
chance, a bat flitted near him on drowsy wings, he 
paused, and his heart beat audibly with terror. At 
length he reached the garden wall of the abbey, 
opened the postern-gate with the key, and, bearing 
the monk into the garden, seated him upon a stone 
bench by the edge of the fountain, with his head 
resting against a column, upon which was sculptured 
an image of the Madonna. He then replaced the 
bunch of keys at the monk's girdle, and returned 
home with hasty steps. 

When the prior of the convent, to whom the re- 
peated delinquencies of Friar Gui were but too well 
known, observed that he was again absent from his 
post at midnight prayers, he waxed exceedingly 
angry ; and no sooner were the duties of the chapel 
finished, than he sent a monk in pursuit of the 
truant sacristan, summoning him to appear im- 
mediately at his cell. By chance it happened that 
the monk chosen for this duty was an enemy ot 
Friar Gui ; and very shrewdly supposing that the 
sacristan had stolen out of the garden-gate on some 
midnight adventure, he took that direction in pur- 
suit. The moon was just climbing the con vent- wall, 
and threw its silvery light through the trees of the 
garden, and on the spjarkling waters of the fountain, 
that fell with a soft lulling sound into the deep basin 
below. As the monk passed on his way, he stopped 
to quench his thirst with a draught of the cool 
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iFater, and was turning to depart, when his eye 
caught the motionless l^rm of the sacristan, sitting 
erect in the shadow of the stone column. 

** How is this, Friar dui } ** quoth the monk. Is 
this a place to be sleeping at midnight, when the 
brotherhood are all at their prayers } '* 

Friar Gui made no answer. ^ 

** Up, up ! thou eternal sleeper, and do penance 
for thy negligence. The prior calls for thee at his 
cell ! '* continued the monk, growing angry, and 
shaking the sacristan by the shoulder. 

But still no answer. 

“ Then, by Saint Anthony, I T1 wake thee ! ** 

And saying this, he dealt the sacristan a heavy 
box on the ear. The body bent slowly forward from 
its erect position, and, giving a headlong plunge, sank 
with a heavy splash into the basin of the fountain. 
The monk waited a few moments in expectation of 
seeing Friar Gui rise dripping from his cold bath ; 
but he w'aited in vain ; for he lay motionless at the 
bottom of the basin, — ^his eyes open, and his ghastly 
face distorted by the ripples of the water. With a 
beating heart the monk stooped down, and, grasping 
the skirt of the sacristan’s habit, at length succeeded 
in drawing him from the water. All efforts, how- 
ever, to resuscitate him were unavailing. The monk 
was filled with terror, not doubting that the friar 
had died untimely by his hand ; and as the 
animosity between them was no secret in the con- 
vent, he feared, that, when the deed was known, he 
should be accused of murder. He therefore looked 
round for an expedient to relieve himself from the dead 
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body ; and the well known diaracter of the saenstan 
soon saggested one. lie determined to carry the 
body to the house of the mo^t noted beauty of Rouen, 
and leave it on the door-step ; so that all suspicion 
of the murder might fall upon the shoulders of some 
jealous husband. The beauty of Martin Franc’s 
wife had pehetrated even the thick walls of the con- 
vent, and there was not a friar in the whole abbey of 
Saint Anthony who had not done ‘penance for his 
truant imagination. Accordingly, the dead body of 
Friar Gui was laid upon the monk's brawny 
shoulders, carried back to the house of Martin Franc, 
and placed in an erect position against the door. 
The monk knocked loud and long ; and then, gliding 
through a by-lane, stole back to the convent. 

A troubled conscience would not suffer Martin 
Franc and his wife to close their eyes ; but they lay 
awake lamenting the doleful events of the night. 
The knock at the door sounded like a death-knell in 
their ears. It still continued at intervals, rap — rap — 
rap ! — with a dull low sound, as if something heavy 
were swinging against the panel ; for the wind had 
risen during the night, and every angry gust that 
swept down the alley swung the arms of the lifeless 
sacristan against the door. At length Martin Franc 
mustered courage enough to dress himself and go 
down, while his wife follow'ed him with a lamp in 
her hand ; but no sooner had he lifted the latch, than 
the ponderous body -of Friar Gui fell stark and 
heavy into his arms. 

** Jesu Maria ! ’* exclaimed Marguerite, crossing 
herself ; ** here is the monk again ! ” 
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“ Yes, and dripping wet, as if he had just beer 
dragged out of the river • " 

“ O, we are betrayed ! ” exclaimed Marguerite, in 
agony. 

** Then the devil himself has betrayed us,'* replied 
Martin Franc, disengaging himself from the embrace 
of the sacristan ; ** for I met not a living being ; the 
whole city was as silent as the grave." 

** Saint Martin defend us ! " continued his terrified 
wife. “ Here, take this scapular y to guard you from 
the Evil One ; and lose no time. You must throw 
the body into the river, or we are lost! Holy 
Virgin ! How bright the moon shines ! " 

Saying this, she threw round his neck a scapulary, 
with the figure of a cross on one end, and an image 
of the Virgin on the other ; and Martin Franc again 
took the dead friar upon his shoulders and with 
fearful misgivings departed on his dismal errand. 
He kept as much as possible in the shadow of the 
houses, and had nearly reached the quay, when sud- 
denly he thought he heard footsteps behind him. 
He stopped to listen; it was no vain imagination; 
they came along the pavement, tramp, tramp ! and 
every step grew louder and nearer. Martin Franc 
tried to quicken his pace, — ^but in vain ; his knees 
smote together, and he staggered against the wall. 
His hand relaxed its grasp, and the monk slid from 
his bacic and stood ghastly and straight beside him, 
supported by chance against the should^ of his 
bearer. At that moment a man came roimd the 
comer, tottering beneath the weight of a huge sack. 
As hu head was bent downwards, he did not per- 
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feive Martin Franc till he ^as close upon him ; and 
when, on looking up, he saw two figures standing 
motionless in the shadow of the wall, he thought 
himself waylaid, and, without waiting to be assaulted, 
dropped the sack from his shoulders and ran off at 
full speed. The sack fell heavily on the pavement, 
and directly at the feet of Martin Franc. In the fall 
the string was broken; and out came the bloody 
head, not of a dead monk, as it first seemed to the 
excited imagination of Martin Franc, but of a dead 
hog 1 When the terror and surprise caused by this 
singular event had a little subsided, an idea came 
into the mind of Martin Franc, very similar to what 
would have come into the mind of almost any person 
in similar circumstances. He took the hog out of the 
sack, and, putting the body of the monk into its 
place, secured it well with the remnants of the 
broken string, and then hurried homeward with the 
amimal upon his shoulders. 

He was hardly out of sight when the man with 
the sack returned, accompanied by two others. 
They were surprised to find the sack still lying on 
the ground, with no one near it, and began to jeer 
the former bearer, telling him he had been frightened 
at his own shadow on the wall. Then one of them 
took the sack upon his shoulders, without the least 
suspicion of the change that had been made m its 
contents, and all three disappeared. 

Now it happened that the city of Kouen was at 
the time infested by three street robbers, who ^ 
walked in darkness like the pestilence, and always 
carried the plunder of their midnight marauding tr 
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the Tete-de-Bceuf, a little tavern in one of the dark- 
est and narrowest lanes o£ the city. The host of the 
Tete-de-Bceuf was privy to all their schemes, and 
had an equal share in the profits of their nightly ex- 
cursions. He gave a helping hand, too, by the 
length of his bills, and by plundering the pockets 
of any chance traveller that was luckless enough to 
sleep under his roof. 

On the night of the disasterous adventure of Friar 
Oui, this little marauding party had been prowling 
about the city until a late hour, without finding any 
thing to reward their labours. At length, however, 
they chanced to spy a hog, hanging under a shed in 
a butcher’s yard, in readiness for the next day’s 
market ; and as they were not very fastidious in 
selecting their plunder, but, on the contrary, rather 
addicted to taking whatever they could lay their 
hands on, the hog was straightway purloined, thrust 
into a large sack, and sent to the Tete-de-Bceuf on 
the shoulders of one of the party, while the other two 
continued their nocturnal excursion. It was this 
person who had been so terrified at the appearance 
of Martin Franc and the dead monk; and as this 
encounter had interrupted any further operations of 
the party, the dawn of day being now near at hand- 
they all repaired to their gloomy den in the Tete-de, 
Boeuf. Tha host was impatiently waiting their re- 
turn ; and asking what plunder they had brought 
with them, proceeded without 'delay to remove it 
firom the sack. The first thing that presented itself, 
on untying the string, was the monk’s hood. 

The devil take the devil ! *’ cried the host, as he 
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Opened the neck of tho sack ;• ** what 'a this ? Your 
hog wears a cowl ! ” / 

** The poor devil has become disgusted with the 
world, and turned monk ! ** said he who held the 
light, a little surprised at seeing the head covered 
with a coarse grey cloth. 

** Sure enough he has/’ exclaimed another, start- 
ing back in dismay, as the shaven crown and ghastly 
face of the friar appeared. ** Holy St. Benedict be 
with us ! It is a monk stark dead ! ” 

** A dead monk, indeed ! ” said a third, with an 
incredulous shike of the head ; ** how could a dead 
monk get into this sack^ No, no; there is some 
diablerie in this. I have heard it said that Satan can 
take any shape he pleases ; and you may rely upon 
it this is Satan himself, who has taken the shape of 
a monk to get us all hanged.” 

** Then we had better kill the devil than have the 
devil kill us ! ” replied the host, crossing himself ; 
** and the sooner we do it the better ; for it is now 
daylight, and the people will soon be passing in the 
street.” 

** So say I,” rejoined the man of magic ; ** and 
my advice is, to take hihi to the butcher’s yard, and 
hang him up in the place where we found the hog.” 

This proposition so pleased the others that it was 
executed without delay. They carried the friar to 
the butcher’s house, and, passing a strong cord round 
his neck, suspended l^m to a beam in the shade^ 
and there left him. 

When the night was at length past, and daylight 
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began to peep into the eastern windows of the city, 
the butcher arose, antf prepared himself for market. 
He was easting up in his mind what the hog would 
bring at his stall, when, looking upward, lo ! in ^ts 
place he recognized the dead body of Friar Gui. 

By St. Denis ! ” quoth the butcher, “ I always 
feared that this friar would not die quietly*^ in his 
cell ; but I never thought I should find him hanging 
under my own roof. This must not be ; it will be 
said that I murdered him, and I shall pay for it with 
my life. I must contrive some way to get rid of 
him.” 

So saying, he called hj^ man, and, showing him 
what had been done, asked him how he should dis- 
pose of the body so that he might not be accused ot 
murder. The man, who was of a ready wit, reflected 
a moment, and then answered, — 

** This is indeed a difficult matter ; but there is no 
evil without its remedy. We will place the friar on 
horseback * * 

“ What ! a dead man on horseback P—impossible ! ” 
interrupted the butcher. Who ever heard of a 
dead man on horseback ! ” 

“ Hear me out, and thei^ judge. We must place 
the body on horseback as well as we may, and bind 
it fast with cords ; and then set the horse loose in 
the street, and pursue him, cr3ring out that the monk 
has tolen the horse. Thus all who meet him wrill 
■trike him with their staves as he passes, and it will 
be thought that he came to lus death that way.*' 
Though this seemed to the butcher rather a mad 
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project, yet, as no better o^e offered itself at the 
moment, and there 'was no time for reflection, mad 
as the project was, they determined to put it into 
execution. Accordingly the butcher's horse was 
brought out, and the friar was bound upon his back, 
and with much difficulty fixed in an upright position. 
The butcher then gave the horse a blow upon the 
crupper with his staff, which set him into a smart 
gallop down the street, and he and his man joined in 
pursuit, crying, — 

** Stop thief! Stop tliicf ! The fnar has stolen 
my horse " 

As it was now sunrise, the streets were full of 
people, — peasants driving their goods to market, and 
citizens going to their daily avocations. When they 
saw the friar dashing at full speed do'wn the street, 
they joined in the cry of ** Stop thief! — Stop thief! 
and many who endeavoured to seize the bridle, as 
the friar passed them at full speed, were thrown 
upon the pavement, and trampled under foot; 
others joined in the halloo and the pursuit ; but this 
only served to quicken the gallop of the frightened 
steed, who dashed down one street and up another 
like the wind, with t'WO or three mounted citizen i 
clattering in full cry at his heels. At length they 
reached the market-place. The people scattered 
right and left in dismay; and the steed and rider 
dashed onward, overthrowing in their course men 
and women, and stalls, and piles of merchandise, 
and sweeping away like a whirlwind. Tramp- 
tramp — tramp ! — they clattered on ; they had 



42 


MARTIN FRANC AND 


distanced all pursuit. • They reached the quay ; the 
wide pavement was cleared at a bound, — one more 
wild leap, — and splash ! — ^both horse and rider sank 
into the rapid current of the river, — swept down the 
stream,— and were seen no more I 
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II n'cst tcl plnisir 
Que d*estre a gesir 
Parmy Ics beaux chainpn, 
L'herbe verde choisir, 

£t prendre bon temps. 

Mautial D’Auvkkokr. 


The sultry heat of summer always brings with it, 
to the idler and the man of leisure, a longing for the 
leafy shade and the green luxuriance of the country. 
It is pleasant to interchange the din of the city, the 
moYcment of the crowd, and the gossip of society* 
with the silence of the hamlet, the quiet seclusion of 
the grove, and the gossip of a woodland brook. As 
is sung in the old ballad of Robin Hood, — 

** In somer, when the showes be sheyn. 

And IcTCB be large and long. 

Hit is fhll mcry in feyre forcstc. 

To hear the foulys song ; 

To se the dcrc draw to the dale 
And leve the hilles hee. 

And shadow hem in the leaves grene, 

Vnder the grene wodc tre." 
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It was a feeling uf ^this kind that prompted me» 
during my residence in. the North of France, to pass 
one of the summer months at Auteuil, the pleasantest 
of the many little villages that lie in the immediate 
vicinity of the metropolis. It is situated on the out* 
skirts of the Bois de Boulogne, a wood of some ex- 
tent, in whose green alleys the dusty cit enjoys the 
luxury of an evening drive, and gentlemen meet in 
the morning to give each other satisfaction in the 
usual way. A cross-road, skirted with green hegde- 
rows, and overshadowed by tall poplars, leads you 
from the noisy highway of St. Cloud and Versailles 
to the still retirement of this suburban hamlet. On 
either side the eye discovers old chateaux amid the 
trees, and green parks, whose pleasant shade xccall 
a thousand images of La Fontaine, Kacine, and 
Molicrc ; and on an eminence, overlooking the wind- 
ings of the Seine, and giving a beautiful though 
distant view of the domes and gardens of Paris, 
rises the village of Fassy, long the residence of our 
countryman Franklin and Count Rumford. 

I took up my abode at a maison de aant4 ; not that 
I was a valetudinari{in, but because I there found 
some one to whom I could whisper, How sweet is 
solitude ! ** Behind the house was a garden filled 
with fruit-trees of various kinds, and adorned with 
grave) -walks and green arbours, furnished with 
tables and rustic seats, for the repose of the 
invalid and the sleep of the indolent. Here the in- 
mates of the rural hospital met on common groundi 
to breathe the invigorating air of morning, and while 
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away the lazy noon or vacoiU evening with talcs of 
the sick-chamber. 

The establishment was k^pt by Dr. Dcntdelion, a 
dried-up little fellow* with red hair* a sandy com- 
plexion* and the physiognomy and gestures of a 
monkey. His character corresponded to his outward 
lineaments ; for he had all a monkey’s busy and 
curious impertinence. Nevertheless^ such as he was* 
the village ^sculapius strutted forth the little great 
man of Auteuil. The peasants looked up to him 
as to an oracle ; he contrived to be at the head of 
every thing, and lay claim to the credit of all public 
improvements in the village ; in fine* he was a great 
man on a small scale. 

It was within the dingy walla of this little poten- 
tate’s imperial palace that 1 chose my country 
residence. I had a chamber in the second story* 
with a solitary window* which looked upon the 
street* and gave me a peep into a neighbour’s garden. 
This I esteemed a great privilege ; for* as a stranger* 
I desired to see all that was passing out of doors » 
and the sight of green trees* though growing on 
another’s ground* is always a blessing. Within 
doors — had 1 been disposed to quarrel with my 
household gods — I might have taken some objection 
to my neighbourhood ; for* on one side of me was a 
consumptive patient* whose graveyard cough drove 
me from my chamber by day ; and on the other* on 
English colonel* whq^e incoherent ravings* in the 
delirium of a high and obstinate fever* often broke 
my slumbers by night ; but 1 found ample amends 
for these inconveniences in the society of those whe 
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were so little indispc^cd as hardly to know what 
ailed them, and those* who, in health themselves, 
had accompanied a friepd or relative to the shades 
of the country in pursuit of it. To these 1 am in- 
debted for much courtesy ; and particularly to one 
who, if these pages should ever meet her eye, will 
not, I hope, be unwilling to accept this slight me- 
morial of a former friendship. 

It was, however, to the Bois de Boulogne that I 
looked for my principal recreation. There I took 
my 8<ditary walk, morning and evening ; or, mounted 
on a little mouse-coloured donkey, paced demurely 
along the woodland pathway. I had a favourite 
seat beneath the shadow of a venerable oak, one of 
the few hoary patriarchs of the wood which had sur- 
vived the bivouacs of the allied armies. It stood 
upon the brink of a little glassy pool, whose tranquil 
bosom was the image of a qmet and secluded life, 
and stretched its parental arms over a rustic bench, 
that had been constructed beneath it for the ac- 
commodation of the foot-traveller, or, perchance, 
some idle dreamer like myself. It seemed to look 
round with a lordly air upon its old hereditary 
domain, whose stillness was no longer broken by the 
tap of the martial drum, nor the discordant clang 
of arms; and, as the breeze whispered among its 
branch' -, it seemed to be holding friendly colloquies 
with a few of its venerable contemporaries, who 
stooped from the opposite bai^k of the pool, nodding 
gravely now and then, and gazing at themselves 
with a sigh in the mirror below. 

In this quiet haunt of rural repose I used to sit at 
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noon, hear the birds sing, ** possess myself in 
much quietness.*’ Just at my feet lay the little 
silver pool, with the sky aqd the woods painted in its 
mimic vault, and occasionally the image of a bird, 
or the soft, watery outline of a cloud, floating 
silently through its sunny hollows. The water-lily 
spread its broad, green leaves on the surface, and 
rocked to sleep a little world of insect life in its 
golden cradle. Sometimes a wandering leaf came 
floating and wavering downward, and settled on the 
water; then a vagabond insect would break the 
smooth surface into a thousand ripples, or a green- 
coated frog slide from the bank, and, plump ! dive 
headlong to the botton. 

I entered, too, with some enthusiasm, into all the 
rural sports and merrimakes of the village. The 
holydays were so many little eras of mirth and good 
feeling ; for the French have that happy and sun- 
shine temperament, — thatmerry-go-mad character, — 
which renders all their social meetings scenes of 
enjoyment and hilarity. I made it a point never to 
miss any of the files champetrea, or rural dances, at 
the wood of Boulogne; though 1 confess it some- 
times gave me a momentary uneasiness to see my 
rustic throne beneath the oak usurped by a noisy 
group of girls, the silence and decorum of my im- 
aginary realm broken by music and laughter, and, 
in a word, my whole kingdom turned topsy-turvy 
with romping, fiddlihgi and dancing. But I am 
naturally, and from principle, too, a lover of all those 
innocent amusements which cheer the labourer’s 
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toil, and, as it were, piU their shoulders to the wheel 
of life, and help the poor man along with his load of 
' Cares. Hence I stfWwith no small delight the rustic 
awain astride the wooden horse of the carrousel^ and 
the village maiden whirling round and round in its 
dizzy car ; or took my stand on a rising ground that 
overlooked the dance, an idle spectator in a busy 
' throng. It wfta' just where the village touched the 
outward border of wood. There a little area had 
been levelled benea£. the .trees, surrounded by a 
painted rail, with a row of benches inside. The 
music was placed in a slight balcony, built round the 
trunk of a large tree in the centre ; and the lamps, 
hanging from the branches above, gave a gay, fan- 
tastic, and fairy look to the scene. How often in 
such moments did I recall the lines of Goldsmith, 
describing those ** kinder skies ” beneath which 
** France displays her bright domain,'* and feel how 
true and masterly the sketch, — 

** Alike all ages ; dames of ancient days 
Have led their children through the mirthfol maze. 

And the gay grandsire, skilled in gestio lore, 

Has frisked beneath the burden of threescore.** 

Nor must I forget to mention the fete paironale , — 
a kind of annual fair, which is held at midsummer, 
in honoU' of the patron saint of Auteuil. Then the 
principal street of the village is lilled yidth booths 
of every description; strolling players, and rope- 
dancers, and jugglers, and giants, and dwarfs, and 
\nld beasts, and all kinda of wonderful shows, excite 



THB VILLAOB OF AUTBUIL. 


49 


the gaping curiosity lof the ihrong ; and in dust» 
crowds, and confhsion, the Tillage rirals the capital 
itself. Then the goodly d|unes of Passy descend 
into the Tillage of Autcuil; then the brewers of 
Billancourt and the tanners of Seirres dance lusti^g^ 
under the greenwood tree ; and then, too, the sturdy 
fishmongers of Bretigny and Saint-Yon regale their 
fht wiTes with an airing in a swing, gnd their cus- 
tomers with eels and crawfish ; as is more poetic- 
ally set forth in an old Christmas carol, — 

** VooB eoBsles tu Tcnir tous ceux de Saint-Ton, 

£t ooux de Bretigny apportant du iKdaeon, 

Lea barbeaux ct gardona, unguiUea et caipettes 

Etoient a bon marche 
C?ro5’C*, 

A ccttc JouraeC'la, 

La. la. 

£t auasi lea perchettea." 

I found another source of amusement in obserring 
the Tarious personages that daily passed and repassed 
beneath my window. The character which most of 
all arrested my attention was a poor blind fiddler^ 
whom I first saw chanting a doleful ballad at tht 
door of a small taTem near the gate of the -village. 
He wore a brown coat, out at elbows, the fragment 
of a TclTet waistcoat, and a pair of tight nankeens, 
so short as hardly to reach below his cal-ves. A 
little foraging cap, that had long since seen its best 
days, set off an open, |ood-humoured countenance, 
bronsed by sun and wind. He -was led about by a 
brisk, middle-aged woman, in straw hat and wooden 
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shoes; and a little b^iiefooted boy, with clear, blue 
eyes and flaxen hair, held a tattered hat in his hand, 
in which he collected eleemosynary sous. The old 
fellow had a favourite song, which he used to sing 
with great glee to a merry, joyous air, the burden of 
which ran “ Chanto7ia V amour ct le pUiiair! '* I often 
thought it would have been a good lesson for the 
crabbed and discontented rich man to have heard 
this remnant of humanity, — poor, blind, and in rags, 
and dependent upon casual charity for his daily 
bread, singing in so cheerful a voice the charms of 
existence, and, as it were, flddling^life away to a 
merry tunc. 

I was one morning called to my window by the 
sound of rustic music. X looked out and beheld a 
procession of villagers advancing along the road, 
attired in gay dresses, and marching merrily on in 
the direction of the church. I soon perceived that 
it was a marriage-festival. The procession was led 
by a long orang-outang of a man, in a straw hat and 
white dimity bobcoat, playing on an asthmatic 
clarionet, from which he contrived to blow unhearthly 
sounds. Ever and anon squeaking off at right 
angles from his tunc, and winding up with a grand 
flourish on the guttural nbtes. Behind him, led by 
his little boy, came the blind fiddler, his honest fea- 
tiures glowing with all the hilarity of a rustic bridal, 
and, as he stumbled along, sawing away upon his 
fiddle till he made all cracl^ again. Then came the 
happy bridegroom, dressed in his Sunday suit of 
blue, with a large nosegay in his button-hole ; and 
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close beside him his blushing.bridc, with downcast 
eyes, clad in a white robe and slippers, and wearing a 
wreath of white rosea in her hair. The friends and 
relatives brought up the procession ; and a troop of 
village urchins came shouting along in the rear, 
scrambling among themselves for the largess of sous 
and sugar-plums that now and then issued in large 
handfuls from the pockets of a lean man in blacky 
who seemed to officiate as master of ecremonies on 
the occasion. I gazed on the procession till it was 
out of sight ; and when the last wheeze of the 
clarionet died upon my car, I could no^ help think- 
ing how happy were they who were thus to dwell 
together in the peaceful bosom of their nativo vil- 
lage, far from the gilded misery and the pestilential 
vices of the town. 

On the evening of the same day, I was sitting by 
the window, enjoying the freshness of the air and 
the beauty and stillness of the hour, when I heard 
the distant and solemn hymn of the Catholic burial- 
service, at tirst so faint and indistinct thii^it seemed 
an illusion. It rose mournfully on the hush of 
evening, — died gradually away,"~thcn ceased. Then 
it rose again, nearer and more distinct, iind soon 
after a funeral procession appeared, and passed 
directly beneath my window. It was led by a priest, 
bearing the banner of tlie church, and followed by 
two hoys, holding long dambeaux in their hands. 
Next came a double file ^f priests in their surplices, 
with a missal in one liana and a lighted wax ta^ier in 
the other, chantirg the funeral dirge at intervals, 
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now pausiii", and again taking up the mourn- 
ful burden of theii* Ian nutation, accompanied by 
others, who played upon a i ide kind of bassoon, 
with a dismal and wpiliiig sound. Then followed 
various symbols of the church, and the bier borne 
on the shoulders of four uumi. The coffin was 
covered with a velvet pall, and a chaplet of white 
flowers lay upon it, indicating that the deceased was 
unmarried. A few of the villagers came behind, 
clad in mourning robes, and bearing lighted tapers. 
The procession passed slowly along the same street 
that in the morning had been thronged by the gay 
oridal company. A melancholy train of thought 
forced itself home upon my mind. Tlie joys and 
sorrows of this Avorld are so strikingly mingled ! 
Our mirth and grief are brought so mournfully in 
contact ! AV’’e laugh while others weep, — and others 
rejoice when we are sad ! The light heart, and the 
heavy, walk side by side, and go about together 
Beneath the same roof are si^read the wedding-fca- 1- 
and the func;al-pall ! The bridal-song mingles with 
the burial-hymn ! One goes to tlic marriage-bed, 
another to the grave ; and all is mutable, uncertain, 
and transitory. 

It is with sensations of pure delight that I recur 
to the brief period of my existence which was passed 
in the peaceful shades of Auteuil. There is one 
kind 01 A’isdoin which we learn from the Avorld, and 
another kind which can be acquired in solitude only. 
In cities wc study those" around us; but in the 
retirement of the country wc learn to know our- 
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solves. The voice ^v'ithill us is more distinctly 
audible in. the stillness of the place ; and the gentler 
affections of our nature spring up more freshly in its 
tranquillity and sunshine, — mirtured by the healthy 
principle which w'e inhale wdth the pure air, and in- 
vigorated by the genial influences which descend 
into the heart from the quiet of the sylvan solitude 
around, and the soft seieuity of the sky above. 


o 2 



JACQUELINE 


Ijoath lirn on her, like an untimely frost 
Upon tlic Hweetest flower of all the field. 

SUAKKrKJlK. 


•* Dear mother, is it not the bell I hear > " 

Yes, my child; the boll for morning prayers, 
"^t is Sunday to-day.*’ 

** I had forgotten it. But now all d.'if’S are alike 
to me. Ifark ! it sounds again, — louder, — louder. 
')pen the window, for I love the sound. The sun- 
shine and the fresh morning air revive me. And 
the church-hcll, — O mother, — it reminds me of the 
holy Sabbath mornings by the Loire, — so calm, so 
hushed, so beautiful ! Now give me my prayer- 
book, and draw the curtain back, that I may see the 
green trees and the church-spire. I feel better to- 
day, dear mother.” 

It was a bright, cloudless morning in August, 
TTie dew still glistened on the trees ; and a sliglr 
breezv. wafted to the sick-cliamber of Jacqueline thi: 
song of the birds, the rus'^lc of the leaves, and the 
solemn chime of the church-bells. She had been 
raised up in bo^' and reclining upon the pillow, was 
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gazing wistfully upon the quiet scene without. Her 
mother gave her the prayer-book, and then turned 
away to hide a tear that stole^down her check. 

At lengtli the hells ceased. Jacqueline crossed 
herself, kissed a pearl crucifix that hung around her 
neck, and opened the silver clasps of her missal. 
For a time she seemed wholly absorbed in her de- 
votions. Her li])s moved, but no soun4 was audible. 
At intervals the solemn voice of the priest was hoard 
at a distance, and then the confused responses of the 
congregation, dying away in inarticulate murmurs. 
Ere long the thrilling chant of the Catholic service 
broke upon the ear. At first it was low, solemn, 
and indistinct; then it became more earnest and 
entreating, as if ijitercediiig and imploring j^ardon 
for sin; and tlien Jirose louder and louder, fiui. 
harmonious, majestic, as it wafted the song of praise 
to heaven, — and suddenly ceased. Then the sweet 
tones of the organ were heard, — trembling, thrilling, 
.'ind rising higher and higher, and filling the whole 
air w'ith their rich, melodious music. What exqui- 
site accords ! — what noble harmonies ! — what touch- 
ing pathos ! The soul of the sick girl seemed to 
kindle into more ardent devotion, and to be rapt 
away to heaven in the full, harmonious chorus, as 
it sw^elled onward, doubling and redoubling, and 
rolling upivard m a full burst of rapturous devotion ! 
Then all was hushed again. Once more the low 
sound of the bell smote Ahe air, and announced the 
elevation of the host. The invalid seemed entranced 
in prayer. Her book had fallen beside her,— her 
hands were clasped, — her eyes closed, — ^her soul re- 
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tired Avitliin its j*».ret eliamhors. Then a more 
triumphiint peal of hells arose. The tears gushed 
from her closed and swollen lids ; her cheek was 
flushed ; she opened her dark eyes, and fixed them 
with an expression of dt^ep atloration and penitence 
upon an image of the Saviour on tli(‘ cross, which 
hung at tlni foot of her bed, and her lips again 
moved in prayer. Her countenance expressed the 
dei'pest resignation. She seemed to ask only that 
she might die in peace, and go to the bosom of )ior 
Ib'deenier. 

The mother was kneeling hy the wiilow, witli her 
face eonceah'd in the folds of the curtain. She arose, 
and, going to the bedside of lier ebild, threw her 
arms aroTind her and burst into tears. 

“ My dear mother. I shall not live long; I fot*l it 
here. This pi<*reing pain, -at times it seizes me, 
and I cannot -cannot breathe.'’ 

** My child, you Mill be better soon.” 

** Yes, mother, T shall he better soon. All tears, 
and pain, and sorrow Mill he over. The hymn of 
adoration and entreaty I have just heard, 1 shall 
never hear again on earth. Next Sabbath, mother, 
kneel again hy that M'indoM' a-s to-day. I shall not 
be here, upon this bed of ])ain and sickness ; but 
when you hear the solemn hymn ofM'orship, and the 
he>c< hing tones that Ming the spirit up to God^ 
think, mother, that I am there, Mith my SM’oet sister 
v.ho has gone before ns, — kileeling at our Saviour’s 
foot, and happy, — O, how happy ! ” 

Tlie aUlicted mother made no reply, — her heart 
was too full to speak. 
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** You remomTier, mother, ltV>\v calmly Amie tlied. 
She was so young and beautiful ! I always pray 
that I may die as she did. I do not fear death as I 
did before she was taken ffom us. But, O, — this 
pain, — this cruel pain ! — it seems to draw my mind 
back from heaven. When it leaves me, I shall die 
in peace.” 

“ My poor child ! God’s holy will be done ! ” 

The invalid soon sank into a quiet sfumber. Tlie 
excitement was over, and exhausted natiirc sought 
relief in sleep. 

The persons between whom this scene passed 
M'erc a widow an<l her sick daughter, from the 
neighbourhood of Tours, They had left the banks 
of the Loire to consult the more experienced phy- 
sicians of the metroj^olis, and liad been directed to 
the niaison de mate at Auteiiil for the benefit of the 
port* air. But {dl in vain. The health of the un- 
com[)laining patient grew worse and worse, and it 
soon became evident that the closing scene was 
dl awing near. 

Of this Jacqueline herself seemed conscious ; and 
towards cveniug she expressed a wish to receive tlie 
last sacraments of the church. A priest was sent 
for ; and ere long the tinkling of a little bell in the 
street announced his approae.h. lie bore in liis 
hand a silver chalice containing the consecrated wafer, 
and a small vessel filled with tlie holy oil of the ex- 
treme unction hung f^om his neck. Before him 
M'alked ahoy, carrying a little bell, whose sound an- 
nounced the passing of these symbols of the Catholic 
faith. In the roar, a few of the villagers, bearing 
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lif'litcd wax tnpors, farmed a short and melancholy 
procession. Tlioy soon votcred the sick chamber, 
and the f,dimmer of the tapc'rs mingled with the red 
light of the s«'tting son that shot his farewell rays 
tliroiigli the optni w indow. The vessel of oil and the 
silver chalice were placed upon the table in front of 
a crucifix that hung upon the wall, and all present, 
excepting the pm^st, threw themselves upon their 
knees. The j)rie'it llien approached the bed of the 
dying giil, and said, in a slow and solemn tone, — 

“ 'I'he King of kings and Lord of lords has jiassed 
thy threshold. Is thy spirit ready to receive him ? ’* 
“ It is, father.” 

“ Hast thou confessed thy sins? ” 

“ Holy father, no.” 

“ (Confess thyself, then, that thy sins may be for- 
given, and thy name recorded in the book of life.” 

“ And, turning to the kneeling crowd around, he 
wUA'ed his hand tor them to retire, aiul was left alone 
with tlie sick girl, lie seated himself beside her 
pillow, and the .subdued i\hisper of the touies.sion 
mingled wilh tlu' murmur of the eviMiing air, which 
lifted the heavy folds of lh<‘ cui tains, and stole in upon 
the holy scene. Toor J.icnui-line had few sins to 
confess,-- a secret thought or two towards the plea- 
sures and delights of tlie world, — a wish to live, 
unut^'u-ed, but whii h, to the two of her self-accusing 
spirit, seemed to resist the wise providence of Clod ; - - 
no more. The confession of, a meek and lowly heart 
IS soon made. The door was again opened ; the 
attendants entered, and kneU. around the bed, and 
the juiest proceeded, — 
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A iid now prepare thyself to receive with con- 
trite heart the body of oiVr blessed I^ord and 
lledeemer. Dost thou believe tliiit our Lord Jesus 
Christ was conceived by the Holy Spirit, and born 
of the Virgin Mary?’* * 

“ I believe.” 

And all present joined in the solemn response, — 

“ I believe.” 

“ Dost thou believe that the Father is Ood, that 
the Son is (iod, and that the Holy Spirit is God. — 
three persons and one God r ” 

“ I believe.” 

“ Dost thou believe that the Son is seated on the 
right hand of the Majesty on high, whence he shall 
come to judge the quick and the dead? ” 

“ I beiiove.” 

“ Dost thou beiiove that by the holy sacraments of 
the church thy sins are forgiven thee, and that thus 
thou art made worthy of eternal life ? ” 

“ I believe.” 

“ Dost thou pardon, w'ith all thy heart, all who 
have ofTendod thee in thought, word, or deed r ” 

“ I pardon them.” 

“ And dost thou ask pardon of God and thy neigh- 
bour for all offences thou liast eoinmitted against 
them either in thought, word, or deed ? ” 

I do ! ” 

“ Then repeat after me, — O Lord Jesus, I am not 
W'orthy, nor do I merit, that thy divine majesty 
should enter this pooi^ tenement of clay ; but, ac- 
cording to thy holy promises, be my sins forgiven 
o It 
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and iny soul "«b.cd white from all transgres- 
sion/ 

Tlien, taking' a consecrated wafer from the vase, 
ho placed it between the lips of the dying girl, 
and, wliile the assistant sounded the little silver bell, 
said, — 

“ Corpm Domini nostri Jesn Christi evstodint an- 
imam tuam in vilum eternam” 

And the kneeling crowd smote their breasts and 
rcsxionded in one solemn voice, — 

** Amen ! ” 

'Phe priest tlien took a little golden rod, and, dip- 
ping it in holy oil, anointed the invalid ux)on the 
hands, feet, and breast, in the form of the cross. 
When these ceremonies were coiriideted, the priest 
and his attendants retired, leaving the mother alone 
with her dying child, wdio, from the exhaustion 
caused by the preceding scene, sank into a death- 
like sleep, 

“ lift wren two woiltN life hovc'Totl hko a Mar, 

’Twi-xl and mum, upon the liorirou’s vcrffc.” 

The long twilight of the summer evening stole 
on ; the shadows deepened without, and the night- 
lamp glimmered feebly in the sick-ehamber ; but 
still she shjit. She was lying with her hands 
clasped upon her breast, — her jiallid cheek resting 
upon -lie pillow, and her bloodless lips apart, but 
motionless and silent as the sleep of death. Not a 
breath interrupted the silcncetof her slumber. Not 
a movement uf the heavy and sunken eyelid, not a 
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trembling of the lip, not a shadow on the marble 
brow, told when the spii it took its flight. It passed 
to a better world than this : — 

“ There ’s a iierpctual sprftip, — ^perpetual youth j 
Nu joint-henuiubiiii; cold, nor ocorchuiK heat. 

Fan line, nor age, have any being there.” 
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Do you srt <lowu vour name in the scroll of yontli, that are 
written down oUl, with all the cliaraeters of iiffo? Have you not 
a moist eye, a dry hand, a yellow cheek, a white heard, a de- 
creasing leg. 

SlI\KSI’KA.RF. 


Therb he goes, in his long russet siirtout, sweeping 
down yonder gravel-walk, bcnejith tlie trees, like a 
yellow leaf in autumn wafted along by a fitful gust 
of wind. Now ho pauses, — now seems to be whirled 
round in an eddy, — and now rustles and brushes 
onward again, lie is talking to himself in an under- 
tone, as usual, and flourislies a pinch of snuff be- 
tween his forefinger and his thumb, ever and anon 
drumming on the cover of liis box, by way of em- 
phasis, with the sound like the tap of a woodpecker* 
ITe always lakes a raoriiirig walk in the garden, — in 
fact, I may say he passes tltc greater part of the day 
there, either strolling up and down the gravel-wailks, 
or sitting on a rustic bench in one of the leafy 
arbours, lie always wears thjit same dress, too; a 
hell-crow'nod hat, a frilled bosom, and white dimity 
vest, soiled with snuff, — flight nankeen breeches, and. 
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kver all, that long and floTV*4ng surtout of russet- 
brown Circassian, hanging in wrinkles round his 
slender body, and toying with his thin, rakish legs. 
Such is his constant garb, lAurning and e%'cning ; and 
it gives him a cool and breezy look, even in the heat 
of a noonday in August. 

The personage sketched in the preceding paragraph 
is Monsieur D’ Argent ville, a sexagenarian, with whom 
1 became acquainted during my residence at the ?nai- 
son cle sant^ of Autcuil. I found him there, and left him 
there. Nobody knew wdicn he came, — he had been 
there from time immemorial ; nor when he was going 
away, — for lie himself did not know ; nor wliat ailed 
him, — for though he was always complaining, yet 
he grew neither better nor worse, never consulted 
the physician, and ate voraciotisly three times a day. 
At table he was rather peevish, troubled his neigh- 
bours with his elbows, and uttered the monosyllable 
pish! rather oftciier than good-breeding and a due 
deference to the opinions of others seemed to justify. 
As soon as he seated himself at table, he breathed 
into his tumbler, and wiped it out with a napkin ; 
then wdiJed his plate, his spoon, his knife and fork 
in succession, and each with great care. After this 
he placed tlio napkin under his chin ; and, these 
preparations being completed, lie gave full swing to 
an appetite wliich was not inappropriately denom- 
inated, by one of our guests, ** una faim canim 

The old gentleman’s w’eak side was an affectation 
of youth and gallantry. Though “ written down 
old, with all the characters of age,” yet at times he 
seemed to think himself in the licyday of life ; and 
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thn assiduous ’'»urt lie paid to a fair countess, wlio 
was passing the sundry er at the 7naison de sante, was 
the source of no little iricrriment to all but himself. 
He loved, too, to recall the golden age of his eftnours » 
and would discourse with prolix eloquence, and a 
faint twinkle in his watery e^e, of his boyines fortunes 
ill times ol old, and the rigours that many a fair 
dame had suffered on his account. Indeed, his chief 
pride seemed ,to be to make his hearers believe that 
he had been a dangerous man in his youth, luid was 
not j’ct quite safe. 

As I also was a peripatetic of the garden, we 
encountered each other at eveiy turn. At first our 
couv(*rsation was limited to the usual salutations of 
the day, but ere long our casurd acquaintance ripened 
into a kind of intimacy. Step by Rtej) I won my 
way,- first into his socit'ty,-- then into his snuff-box. 
— and then into his heart. He was a great talker, 
and he found in me what he found in no other in- 
mate of the house, — a good listener, w ho ncvci* in- 
terrupted his long stories, nor contradicted his 
opinions. So he talked down one alley and up 
another, — from breakfaiiti till dinner, —from dinner 
till midnight, — at all times and at all places, when 
he could catch me by the button, till at last he had 
confided to my ear all the important and unimportant 
events of a life of sixty years. 

..loiisicur D' Argcntville was a shoot from a wealthy 
family of Nantes. Just before the Revolution, ho 
w'ent up to Paris to study lat/ at the University, and, 
like many other w^ealthy scholars of his age, was 
soon involved in the intrigues and dissipation of tlic 
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metropolis. lie first established himself in the Hue 
de rUiiivcrsite ; but a roguish pair of eyes at an 
opposite window soon drove from the field sui li 
heavy tacticians as lIugesDoneau and Gui Coquillo. 
A llirtatiun was commenced in duo form ; and a il.ig 
of triiee, oftbring to capitulate, was sent in the shape 
of a billet-doux. In the mean time ho regularly 
amused liis leisiue hours by blowing kisses across 
the street with an old pair of bellows. One after- 
noon, as ho was occupied in this way, a tall gentle- 
man with w'hiskers stepped into tlie room, just as he 
had charged the bellows to the muzzle, lie mut- 
tered something about an explanation, — his sister, — 
marriage, -and the satisfaction of a gentleman \ 
l*erhapH there is no situation in life so awkward to a 
man of real sensibility as that of being awed into 
matrimony or a duel by tlie w'liiskeis of a tall 
brother. 'I’lieic wms but one alternative; and the 
next morning a plaeard at the wdndow of the 
Hachclor of liove, w’itli the words “ h'urnislied 
Apartment to let,’* showed that the former occu- 
pant had found it convenient to change lodgings. 

lie next appeared in the Ghaussee-d’Antin, where 
he assiduously prepaied liiinself for future exigcneics 
by a course of daily les.sons in the use of tlic sniall- 
sw’ord. He soon after quarrelled with his best 
friend, about a little actress on the lioulevard, and 
had the satisfaction of being jilted, and then r.m 
through the body at the Hois dc Houlogne. I'his 
gave him new cclat^ in the fashionable world, and 
conseoueiitly he pursued jileasure with a keener 
relish than ever. He next had the yrandc pasiwiit 



^6 


THE sexagi:na.ilia.x. 


and narrowly c'r*a])ed marrydug an heiress of great 
expectations, and a countless number of chateaux. 
Just before the catastrojjii”, however, he had the 
good fortune to discover that the lady’s expectations 
were limited to his own po'cket, and that, as for her 
chateaux, they were all Chateux eti Espagne. 

About this time his l^ither died ; and the hopeful son 
was hardly well established in his inheritance, wdien 
the Kevolution broke out. Unfortunately, he W'as a 
firm upholder of the divine right of kings, and had 
the lionour of being among the first of the proscribed. 
He narrowly escaped the guillotine by jumping on 
board a vessel bound for America, and arrived at 
Boston with only a few francs in liis pocket ; but, as 
he knew how to accommodate liimself to circum- 
Btances, he continued to live by teaching fencing 
and French, and keeping a dancing-school and a 
milliner. 

At the restoration of the Bourbons, he returned to 
France, and from that time to the day of our ac- 
quaintance he had been engaged in a seiies of vexa- 
tious lawsuits, in the hope of recovering a portion of 
his property, wliit-h had been iutru-sted to a fiieiid 
for safe keeping at the commencement of the Revolu- 
tion. His friend, however, denied all knowledge of 
the trmisaetion, and the assignment w as very diffi- 
cult to prove. Twelve years of unsuccessful litiga- 
tion h‘’d completely soured the old gentleman's 
temper, and made him peevish and misanthropic ; 
and he liad come to Auteuil ^crcly to escape the 
noise of the city, and to brace his shattered nerves 
with pure air and quiet amusements. There ba 
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idled the time away, sauiiteruif' .nbout the garden oj 
the Witt won de sa/i^e, talking to hnnself when he could get 
no other listener, and occasionally reinforcing his mis- 
anthropy with a dose of tl^ Maxims of La lloclie- 
fouc-auld, or a visit to the scene of his duel in the 
Hois de Houlognc. 

Poor Monsieur d’Argcntville ! "What a miserable 
life he le d, — or rather dragged t)n, irom day to day ! 
A petulant, broken-down old man, who had outlived 
his fortune, and his friends, and his hopes, —yea, 
every thing but the sting of bad passions and the 
recollection of a life ill-spent! Whether he stil' 
wiilks the earth or slumbers in its bosom, I know 
not ; but a lively recollection of him will always 
mingle with my reminiscences of Autcuil. 
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Our fathers find their jfravos in our short memories, and sadly 
toll us how niav oe buried ui oui survivors. 

Oblivion is not to be hired. The greater part must be content 
to bo a« thou};h they had not been, — lo be fituud in the register 
of God, not in the ri'eurd of niaii. 

Sill TiIOM.IS IbUAVN’s UllN llVItlAL. 


Tut-’, ccnictovy of Pero la Chaiso is tlic ■Westminster 
Abliey of Paiis. Iloth arc the dwellings of the 
dead ; hut iii one they repose in green alleys 
and henealh the open sky, — in the other their rest- 
ing-]ilac;e is in the .sh.idowy aisle, and honoath the 
dim arches tif an ancient ahhey. One is a tein])lo of 
nature ; the olhc’r a temple of art. In one, the soft 
itielaueholy of the scene is rendered still more toiieh- 
ing by the waihio of birds and the shade of trees, 
ana the grave receives the gentle visit of the sun- 
shine and the shower : in the other, no sound but 
the passing footfall breaks the silence of the place 
the twilight steals in through high and dusky win- 
dows ; and the damps of the ^oomy vault lie heavy 
on the heal t, and leave their stain ujjon the mouldei- 
«g tracery of the tomb. 
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Perc lii Cliaiso stands jnst bovond tlu* lianicre 
d’Aulnoy, on a liill-sido» looking ton aids tlir city. 
Numerous walks, -winding thiou^li sliady 

avenues and between marble monuments, lead up 
from the principal entrance to a chapel on the sum- 
mit. There is hardly a grave that has not its little 
inelosurc planted with shrubbery ; and a thick mass 
of foliage half eoneetds each funwral stone. 'I’lic 
sighing of the wind, as the branches rise and fall 
upon it, — the occasional note of u binl among the 
trees, and tlie shifting of light and sliade upon the 
tombs beneath, have a soothing clfect upon the 
mind ; and I doubt wlietlier any one can nler that 
inclosure, where repose the dust and ashes of bo 
many groat and good men, A^ithout f ‘oling llu' reli- 
gion of the i)lace steal over him, and seeing s«)nio- 
thing of the dark ami gl(*omy ex])ressnm ])ass o(F 
from the stern conntenance of death. 

It was near the close of a bright summer aft ei noon 
tlnat 1 visited tliis celebrated spot for the lirst time. 
The first object that arrested my attention, on en- 
tering, was a monument in the form of a small 
Gothic chapel, whicli atamls near the entrance, in 
the avenue leading to the right hand. On the 
marble couch within arc .stretched two figures, 
cawed in stone and dressed in the antique' garb of 
the Middle Ages. It is the tomb of Abelard and 
IIeloi.se. The history of these unfortunate lover.s is 
too well known to m^-d recapitulation ; hut perh.ips 
it is not so well knoAvn how often their aslies were 
disturbed in the slumber of the grave. Abelard died 
in the monastry of Saint Marci-1, and was buried in 
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the vaults of the chu»*ch. Ill- body was afterwards 
removed to the convent of Paraclct, at the request of 
Ileloisc, and at her death ^ler body was deposited in 
the same tomb. Throe centuries they reposed to- 
gether ; after wliich they were separated to different 
sides of the church, to calm the delicate scruples of 
the lady-abbess of the convent. More than a cen- 
tury afterward, 'ihey were again united in the same 
tomb ; and when at length the Paraclet was des- 
troyed, their mouldering remains were transported 
to the church of Nogent-sur-Scine. They were 
next deposited in an ancient cloister at Paris ; and 
now repose near the gateway of the cemetery of 
Pere la Chaise, MTiat a singular destiny was 
theirs! that, after a life of such passionate and dis- 
asterous love, — such sorrows, and tears, and pen- 
itence, — their very dust should not be suffered to 
rest quietly in the grave ! — that their death should 
so much resemble their life in its changes and vicis- 
situdes, its partings and its meetings, its inquietudes 
and its persecutions ! — that mistaken zeal should 
follow them down to the very tomb, — as if earthly 
])assion could glimmer, like a funeral lamp, amid the 
damps of the charnel-house, and " even in their ashes 
burn their wonted fires ! ” 

As I g 'ed on the sculptured forms before me, and 
the little chapel, whose Gothic roof seemed to pro- 
tect their marble sleep, my busy memory swung 
back the dark portals of the past, and the picture of 
their sad and eventful lives came up before mo in 
the gloomy distance. AVhat a lesson for those who 
tre endowed with the fatal gift of genius ! It would 
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Bccm, iiidpcd, that IIo whj) “ tempers the wind to 
the shorn lamb " temperR iiiso his chastisements to 
the errors and infirmities of a weak and simple 
mind, — while the transgressions of him upon whose 
nature are more strongly marked the intellectual 
attributes of the Deity are followed even upon earth, 
by severer tokens of the divine displeasure. He who 
sins in the darkness of a benighted intellect sees not 
so clearly, through the shadows thaJt surround him, 
the countenance of an offended (Jod ; but he who 
sins in the broad noonday of a clear and radi.int 
mind, when at length the delirium of sensual passion 
has subsided, and the cloud flits away from before 
the sun, trembles beneath the searching eye of that 
accusing power which is strong in the strength of a 
godlike intellect. Thus the mind and tlie heart are 
closely linked together, and the errors of genius bear 
■w'ith them their own chastisement, even upon earth* 
The history of Abelard and llcloisc is an illustration 
of this truth. But at length they sleep \vell. Their 
lives arc like a tale that is told ; their errors arc 
“ folded up like a book;” and wh<!t mortal liand 
shall break the seal that death has set upon them ^ 
Leaving this interesting tomb behind me, I took 
a pathway to the left, which conducted me up the 
hill-side. I soon found myself in the deep shade of 
heavy foliage, where the branches of the yew and 
willow mingled, interwoven with the tendrils and 
blossoms of the honeysuckle. I now stood in the 
most populous part ofnhis city of tombs. Every step 
awakened a new train of thrilling recollections ; tor 
at every step my eye caught the name of some one 
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whose glory had o.'altc.d the character of his native 
land, and resounded uuf'fs the waters of the Atalan- 
tic. Philosophers, historian.*!, musicians, warriors, 
and poets slejit side by side around me ; some be- 
neath the gorgeous monuments, and some beneath 
the simple headstone. Hut the political intrigue, 
the dream of science, the historical research, the 
ravishing harmony of sound, tho tried courage, the 
inspiration of the lyre, — where are they ? With the 
living, and not wdth the dead ! 'JTie right hand has 
lost its cunning in the grave ; but the soul, whose high 
volitions it obeyed, still lives to reiiroduce itself in 
ages yet to come. 

Among tliesG graves of genius T observed hero and 
there a splendid monument, which had heen raised 
by the pride of family over the dust of men who 
could lay no claim either to tho gratitude or re- 
membrance of posterity. Their presence seemed 
like an intrusion into the sanctuary of genius. What 
had w'calth to do there ? Why should it crowd the 
dust of the great? That was no thoroughfare of 
business, — no' mart of gain ! There were no costly 
banquets there ; no silken gunneuts, nor gaudy 
livcric's, nor obsequious attendants ! “ AVTiat ser- 

vants,” says Jeremy Taylor, “ shall we have to 
W’ait upon us in the grave ? w hat friend.s to visit us ? 
what ofiicious people to cleanse away the moist 
and u -Wholesome cloud reflected upon our faces 
frojn the sides of the wccj)ing vaults, which arc the 
longest weepers for our funerids ? ” Material w'ealth 
gives a factitious superiority to the living, but the 
tri'iisurcs intellect give a real superiority to the 
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dead; and the rich man, who would not deign to 
walk the street with the atarying and penniless man 
of genius, deems it an honour, when death has rc> 
deemed the fame of the neglected, to have his o>vii 
ashes laid beside him, to claim W'ith him tho 
silent companionship of the grave. 

I continued myAvalk through the numerous Aiind- 
iiig paths, as chance or curiosity directed me. Now 
I was lost in a little green hollow, overhung with 
thick-lcavod shrubbery, and then came out upon an 
elevation, from which, through an opening in the 
trees, the eye caught glimpses of the city, and the 
little esplanade, at the foot of the hill, where the 
poor lie buried. There poverty hires its grave, and 
takes but a sliovt lease of the narroA^ house. At the 
end of a few months, or at most of a few years, the 
tenant is dislodged to give place to another, and he 
in turn to a third. WJio,*' says Sir Thomas 
Browne, “ knows the fate of his bones, or how often 
be is to be buiif'd? WIio hath the oracle of his 
ashes, or wliithcr they are to be scattered ? ** 

Yet, even in that neglected corner,* the hand or 
Rffcctioii had been busy in decorating the hired house. 
]Most of the graA'ca were surrounded with a slight 
w’oodeu paling, to secure them from the passing 
footstep ; there Avas liardly one so deserted as not to 
be marked wdth its little wooden cross, and decorated 
with a garland of flowers ; and hero and there I 
could percci\c a solitary mourner, clothed m black, 
stooping to plant a shfub on the grave, or sitting in 
motionless sorroAv beside it. 

As I passed on, amid the shadowy avenues of the 
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cemetery, I could not. help comparing my own im- 
pressions with those whitl' others have felt when 
walking alone among the dwellings of the dead. 
Are, then, the sculptured urn and storied monument 
nothing more than symbols of family pride ? Is all 
I see aiound me a memorial of the living more than 
of the dead, — an empty show of sorrow, which thus 
vaunts itself in mournful pageant and funeral parade ? 
Is it indeed trao, as some have said, that the simple 
wild-flower, which springs spontaneously upon the 
grave, and the rose, which the hand of affection 
plants there, are fitter objects wherewith to adorn 
the narrow house ? No ! I fed that it is not so I 
Lot the good and the great be honoured even in the 
grave. I^et the sculptured marble direct ouj foot- 
steps to the scene of their long sleep ; let the chisel- 
led epitaph repeat their names, and tell us where 
repose the nobly g(jod and wise ! It is not true that 
all are equal in the grave. There is no equality 
even there. The mere handful of dust and ashes, — 
the mere distinction of prince and beggar, —of a rich 
winding-sheet and a shroudless burial, — of a solitary 
grave and a family vault, — Avere this all, — then, in- 
deed, it Avould be true that death is a common level- 
ler. Such paltry distinctions as those of wealth and 
poverty are soon levelled hy the spade and mattock ; 
the damp breath of the grave blots them out for 
ever. But there arc other distinctions which even 
the mace of death cannot level or obliterate. Can 
it break down the distinctidn of virtue and vice ? 
Can it confound the good with the bad ? the noble 
with the base ? all that is truly great, and pure, and 
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f^odlikc, '\vith all that is scomcif, and sinful, and dew 
graded ? No J Then death is not a common level- 
ler ! Are all alike beloved in* death and honoured in 
their burial ? Is that ground holy where the bloody 
hand of the murderer sleeps from crime ? Docs 
every grave awaken the same emotions in our hearts ? 
and do the footsteps of the stranger pause as long 
beside caeh fun eral -stone ? No! Then all arc not 
c<pial in the grave ! And as long as the good and 
evil deeds of men live aftej* them, so long will there 
be distinctions even in the grave. TLlie superiority 
of one over another is in the nobler and better emo- 
tions which it excites ; in its more fervent axlnioni- 
tions to virtue ; in the livelier rccollei'tions ^^hich It 
awakens of the good and the great, ’\%hose bodies are 
crumbling to dust beneath our feet ! 

If, then, there are distinctions in the grave, surely 
it is not unwise to designate them by the external 
marks of honour. These ouUvard ai^pliances and 
memorials of respect, — the mournful • urn, — the 
sculptured bust, —the epitaph eloqueiLt in psaise, — • 
cannot indeed create these distinctions, but they 
servo to mark them. It is only when pride or w’eahh 
builds them to honour the slave of mammon or the 
slave of appetite, w'hen the voice from the gra\ e re- 
bukes the false and pompous epitaph, and the dust 
and ashes of the tomb seem struggling to maintain 
the superiority of mere >*'orldly rank, and to carry 
into the grave the baubles of earthly vanity, — it ia 
then, and then only, that we feel how utterly worth- 
less are all the devices of sculpture, and the empty 
pomp of monumental brass ! 

p 



After ramblin;^ leisurely about for Rome time, 
readinpr the inscription., on the various monuments 
which attracted my curiosity, and giving way to the 
difTerent retlections they suggested, I sat down to 
rest myself on a sunken tombstone. A winding 
gravel- walk, over.shaded by an avenue of trees, and 
lined on both sides with richly sculptured monu- 
ments, had gradually eondueted me to the suinmit 
of the hill, upon whose slope the cemetery stands, 
lleneath mo in the distance, and dim- discovered 
through the misty and smoky atmosphere of evening, 
rose the countless roofs and spires of the eity. Be- 
yond, throwing his level rays athwart the dusky 
landscape, .sank the broad red sun. The distant 
niuimur of the city rose upon my ear; and the 
toll of tlie evening bell eame up, mingled with the 
rattle of the paved street and tlie confused sounds of 
labour. What au hour for meditation ! What 
a contrast bi'twecn the metropolis of the living and 
the inetrop'^Iis of the dead ! I could not help calling 
to my minil that allegory of mortality, written by a 
hand which has been many a long year cold : — 

“ Farth gocth upon earth as man U]Km mould, 

Ijikc SIS oailli upon caith iirvor jro should, 

Fartli frwdh ii]Mm varth .is jrimtonmrr pold. 

And yet t-hsill earth unto eaitli rather tliiui he would. 

•' Lo, earth on earth, consider thou mav, 

How eaith comet li to esirtl’ naked alwsiy 
Wh> shsill earth uikiii eailh {?« S'tcmt or gay, 

Since earth out of earth s>hall pass in poor array.” 

• T suhjoin this relic of old Enfrlish verse entire, and in its 
oiitKiuated l.in{|^uagc, for those of my readers who may have an 
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TlL'forc I loft the pravoyarcf the shades of evening 
liad fallen and the objects around mo gron^i dim and 
indistinct. As I passed ^hc gatew'ay, I turned to 

luitiqu.irinn ta.stP. It is copied from a book whose title I have 
lorfcotten, and of which 1 liavc but u sinjrlc leaf, containing? the 
j'oem. In desen hinp the antiquities of the clnireh of Stratford* 
iilx>Ti-\von, the writer piA'i-s the follow'inp’ iU|Coniit of a veiy old 
paintinj? upon the Avail, and of the potun wliieh served as its 
motto. Th(‘ ]ia{iitinp is no longer visible, having been effaced in 
repairing the church. 

** Against the west wa^ of the nave, on the south side of the 
arch, was painted the martj'rdom of Thomas-a-IVcket, while 
kneeling at the altar of St. IJenediot in Canterbury eathedriil » 
biiow this was the figure of an angel, pr()b.ih1y St. Michael, sup- 
porting a long scroll, ujinn which were sevren stanzas in old 
Knglish, being an allegory of mortality : — 

“ Flrthe onto of Firthe ys wondurly wroght 
Kith hath gotyn upjjon erth a dygnyte of noght 
Krtli ypon t*rtli hath sett all hys thowht 
How erth a])on erth may be hey browght 

• 

“ Krth aiion erth wold be a kyng 
But how that erth gott to erth he thyngkys nothing 
When erth hiddjs eithhys rentys whom brj ng 
Then uehall erth apun erth have a hard pljing 

'* Krth apon erth wynnys easte]l|rs and towrys 
Then hpth erlh uii to erth this j-s all owrys 
When eith anto eith hath hylde hy** howrjs 
Then sc hall erth for ertli sutlur man} h.ird schowrys 

• 

* Erth goth iqion erth n^iinan apon inowid 
Lyke as erth apon erth neirr goo sdioltl 
Erth goth upon erth a> giisterj ng gold 
And yet scihull erlh unto eith rather than he wold 
r 2 
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take a parting 1. ok. I could distinguish only the 
chapel on the summit of the hill, and here and there 
a lofty obelisk of snow-white marble, rising from the 
black and heavy mass of foliage around, and pointing 
upward to the gleam of the departed sun, that still 
lingered in the sky, and mingled with the soft star- 
light of a summer evening. 

“ Why that erth loveth orth ironilur me thynko 
Or why that erth wold for erth other flwett or swynke 
When rrth apun erth ya broprht wt. yn the brynke 
Then shall erth ui)on erth have a fowll stynkc 

** Ix) erth on orth consednr thow may 
How eith eomytli to erth nukyd all way 
Why holiall erth apou erth proo alowte or gay 
Seth erth ow't of erth schall posse yn poor aray 

I counsill erth npon erth that ya w'ondiirly wrogt 
The whyl yt. erth ys upon erth to tome liys thowht 
And pray to gcKl upon erth yt.. all erth wroght 
That all crystyn soullys to ye. blya may be broght 

•* Beneath were two men, holding a scroll over a body wrapped 
in a wmdmg-shect, and covered with some emblems of mor- 
tality,” &c. 
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Jo ne concoiff qu'une raanicro dc voya^oif plun ogreablo qua 
d’lillcr a chcval ; c'ost d’allor a pivd. On part a son inomont, on 
a'arrotc a k.i volonto, on fait tant ct si pou d'cxcrcisc qu'on vout. 

C^uand on ne vcut qu’arriver, on ]K‘Ut eourir on chaise de 
postc ; mais quund on veut voyager, U faut aller a pled. 

Eoobsxav. 


In the beautiful month of October, I made a foo 
excursion along the banka of the Loire, from Orleans 
to Tours. This luxuriant region is justly called the 
garden of France. From Orleans to Blois, tlio 
1%’hole valley of the Loire is one continued vineyard. 
The bright green foliage of the vin(k spreads, like 
the undulations of the sea, over all the landscape, 
with here and there a silver Hash of the river, a 
sequestered hamlet, or the towers of an old chateau, 
to enliven and variegate the scene. 

The vintage had already commenced. 'Die pea- 
santry were busy in the fields, — the song that 
cheered their labour w’as on the breeze, and the 
heavy waggon totterctkby, laden with the clusters of 
the vine. Every thing around me wore tliat happy 
look which makes the heart glad. In the morning I 
arose with the lark ; and at night I slept where sunset 
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overtook me. The hcplthy exercise of foot- travel- 
ling, the ppire, bracin^; air of autumn, and the cheer- 
ful aspect of the whole Itii'ilscnpo about me, gave 
iresh elasticity to a mind not overburdened with 
care, and made me forget not only the fatigue ot 
walking, but also the consciousness of being alone. 

My first d.iy’s journey brought mo at evening to a 
village, whose n 'line I have forgotten, situated about 
eight leagues from Orleans. It is a small, obscure 
hamlet, not mentioned in the guide-book, and stands 
upon the precipitous banks of a deep ravine, through 
which a noisy brook leaps down to turn the ponder- 
ous wheel of a thatch-roofed mill. The village inn 
stands upon the highway ; but the village itself is 
not visible to the traveller as he x^nsses. It is com- 
pletely hidden in the lap of a wooded valley, and so 
embowered in trees that not a roof nor a chimney 
peeps out to betray its hiding-place. It is like the 
nest of aground-swallow, which the jjassing footstep 
almost treads upon, and yet it is not seen. I x)assed 
by without susx)ccting that a village w’as near ; and 
the little inn had a look so uninviting that I did not 
even enter it. 

After proceeding a mile or two farther, I perceived, 
U{x>u my left, a village spire ri.sing over the vine- 
yiirds. Towards this I directed my footsteps ; hut 
it seemed to recede us I advanced, and at last quite 
disapiicarcd. It w'as evidently many miles distant ; 
and as the path I followed descended from the high- 
way, it had gradually sunk beneath a swell of the 
vine-clad landscape. I now found myself in the 
midst of an extensive vineyard. It was just sunset ; 
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and the last golden rays lingered on the rich and 
mellow scenery around me. The peasantry were 
still busy at their task ; and the occasional bark of a 
dog, and the distant souiiil of an evening bell, gave 
fresh romance to the scene. The reality of many a 
day-dream of childhood, of many a poetic re very of 
youth, was before me. I stood at sunset amid the 
luxuriant vineyards of France ! 

'rhe first pt'rsoii I met w'as a poor old w'oman, a 
little bowed down with age, gathering grapes into a 
large basket. She was dressed like the poorest class 
of peasantry, and pursued her solitary task alone, 
licedless of the cheerful gossip and the merry laugh 
which came from a band of more youthful vintagers 
at a short distance from her. She >vas so intently 
eiigage<l ill her work, that she did not iierccive my 
ajipruach until 1 bade her good evening. On hear- 
ing my voice, she looked up from her labour, and 
returned the salutdiiou; and, on rny asking her if 
there were a tavern or a larin-house in the ncigh- 
bourlmod wdicre 1 could pass the night, she showed 
me the pathway through the vineyard that led to 
the village, and then added, with a look of 
curiosity, — 

“ You must be a stranger, sir, in these parts." 

“ Yes ; my borne is very far from here." 

“ lloivfar?" 

“ More than a thousand leagues." 

The old woman Icyikcd incredidous. 

“ I came from a distant land beyond the sea." 

“ More than a thousand leagues ! ” at length re- 
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peated she ; “ and why^have you come so far from 
home } ** 

«« To travel ; — to see how you live in this country," 
** Have you no relations in your own ! " 

'* Yes ; 1 have both brothers and sisters, a father 
and — ** 

“ And a mother ? " 

“ Thank Heaven, I have." 

“ And did you leave her / ** 

Here tlic old woman gave mo a piercing look of 
reproof ; shook her licad mournfully, and, with a 
deep sigh, as if some painful recollection had been 
awakened in her bosom, turned again to her solitary 
task. I felt rebuked ; for there is something almost 
prophetic in the admonitions of the old. The eye of 
age looks meekly into iny heart ! the voice of age 
echoes mournfully through it ! the hoary head and 
palsied haii \ of age jdcad irresistibly for its sympa- 
thies ! I venerate old age ; and I love not the man 
who can look without emotion upon the sunset of 
life, when the djisk of CA^ening begins to gather over 
the AA'dtcry eye, and the shadoAvs of twilight grow 
broader and deeper ux>oii the understanding ! 

I pursued the pathway Avhich led towards the 
village, and the next j^erson I encountered Avas an 
old man, stretched lazily beneath the vines ui)on a 
little strip of turf, at a point AAherc four paths met, 
forming a crossAA'ay in the vineyard. He was clad 
in a coarse garb of gray, Avith u.pair of long gaiters 
or spatterdashes, licsidc him lay a blue cloth cap, 
a stair, and an old Aveathcr-beaten knapsack. 1 saw 
at once that he a\ as a foot-traA ellcr like myself, ai^d 
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therefore, without more ado,» entered into conversa- 
tion with him. From his languag'c, and the peculiar 
manner in which lie now and then wiped* his upper 
lip -w-ith the back of hU h^d, as if in search of the 
mustache which was no longer there, I judged that 
he had been a soldier. In this opinion I was 
not mistaken. He had served under Napoleon, 
and had followed the imperial eagle across the 
Alps, and the l*yrenccs, and the “burning sands 
of lilgypt. Like every vieille moitstachey he spake 
with enthusiasm of the Little Corporal, and cursed 
the Fnglish, the Germans, the Spanish, and every 
other race on earth, except the Great nation, — his own, 
I like," said he, ♦* after a long day’s march to lie 
down in this way upon the grass, and enjoy the cool 
of the evening. It reminds me of the bivouacs of 
other days, and of old iHcnds who arc now up 
there.” 

Here he pointed with his finger to the sky. 

“ They have reached the last etape before me in 
the long march. But I shall go soon.. We shall all 

meet again at the last roll-call. S<icr4 fwm de . 

There *8 a tear ! ” 

He wii>cd it away with his sleeve. 

Here our colloquy was interrupted by the approach 
of a group of vintagers, who were returning home- 
ward from their labour. To this party I joined my- 
self, and invited the old soldier to do the same ; but 
he shook his head. , 

I thank you ; my pathway lies in a diflerent 
direction,” 
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“ But there is other village near, and the sun 
has already set.'* 

No matter, I am used to sleeping on the ground. 
Good night.’* 

I left the old man to his meditations, and walked 
on in company with the vintagers. Following a well 
trodden pathway through the vineyards, we soon 
descended the valley’s slope, and I suddenly found 
myself in the bosom of one of those little hamlets 
from which the labourer rises to his toil as the sky- 
lark to his song. My companions wished me a good 
night, as each entered his own thatch-roofed cottage, 
and a little girl led me out to the very inn which an 
hour or two before I had disdained to enter. 

When I awoke in the morning, a brilliant autumnal 
sun was shining in at my window. The merry song 
of birds mingled sweetly with the sound of rustling 
leaves and the gurgle of the brook. The vintagers 
were going forth to their toil ; the wine-press was 
busy in the shade, and the clatter of the mill kept 
time to the miller’s song, I loitered about the vil- 
lage with a feeling of calm delight. I was unwilling 
to leave the seclusion of this .sequestered hamlet ; 
but at length, wnth reluctant step, I took the cross- 
road through the vineyard, and in a moment the 
little village had sunk again, as if by enchtmtincnt, 
into the bosom of the earth. 

I breakfasted at the towm of Mcr ; and, leaving 
the high-road to Bluis on the fight, passed down to 
the banks of the Loire, through a long, broad avenue 
of poplars and sycamores, 1 crossed the rivtr in a 
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boat, and in the after part of the day I found myself 
before the high and massive walla of the chateau 
of ("hambord. This chateau is one of .the finest 
specimens of the ancient Gothic castle to be found in 
Europe. The little river Cosson fills its deep and 
amide moat, and above it the huge towers ajid heavy 
battlements rise in stern and solemn grandeur, moss- 
grown with ago, and blackened by the storms of 
three centuries. Within, all is mryiriiful and de- 
serted. The grass has overgrown the pavement of 
the courtyard, and the rude sculpture upon the 
walls is broken and defaced. Erom the courtyard 
I entered the central tOAver, and, ascending the 
])riucipal staircase, went out upon the battlements. 

I seemed to have stepped back into the precincts of 
the feudal ages ; and, as I passed along through 
echoing corridors, and A'ast, deserted halls, stripped 
of their furniture, and niouhlcring silently aAvay, 
the distant past came hack upon me ; and the times 
when the clang of arms, and the tramp of mail-clad 
men, and the sounds of music and revelr5’^ and was- 
sail, echoed along those high A'aiiltc^l and .solitary 
chambers ? 

My third day’s journey brought me to the ancient 
city of Ulois, the chief toAvn of the department of 
Ijoirc-ct-('licr. This city is celebrated for the purity 
with which cath the loAVcr classes of its inhabitanlH 
speak their native tongue. It rises prcc*ipitously from 
the northern bank of the Loire; and many of its streets 
arc so steep as to be almost impassable fur carriages. 
On the brow of the hill, overlooking the roofs of the 
city, and commanding a fine view of the Loire and 
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its noble bridgfe, and the surrounding country, 
sprinkled with cotlages aiid chateaux, runs an ample 
terrace, planted with trecc, and laid out as a public 
walk. The view from this terrace is one of the most 
beautiful in France. Bui what most strikes the eye 
of the traveller at Blois is an old, though still un- 
finished, castle. Its huge parapets of hewn stone 
stand upon either side of the street ; but they have 
walled up the v'ide gateway, from which the colossal 
drawbridge was to have sprung high in air, con- 
necting together the main towers of the building, 
and the two hills upon whose slope its foundations 
stand. The aspect of this vast pile is gloomy and 
desolate. It seems as if the strong hand of the builder 
had been arrested in the midst of liis ta^^k by the 
stronger hand of death ; and the unfinished fabric 
stands a lasting monument both of the power and 
W'eakness of man, — of his vast desires, his sanguine 
hopes, his ambitious purposes, — and of the unlooked- 
for conclusion, where all these desires, and hopes, 
and purposes arc so often arrested. There is also at 
Blois another "ancient chateau, to which some his- 
toric interest is attached, as being the scene of the 
massacre of the Duke of Guise. 

On the following day, I left Blois for Amboise ; 
and, after walking several leagues along the dusty 
highway, crossed the river in a boat to the little 
villa'^ ■; of Moines, which lies amid luxuriant vine- 
yards upon the southern bank of the Loire. From 
Moines to Amboise the roaci is truly delightful. 
The rich lowland scenery, by the margin of the 
river, is verdant even in October ; and occasionally 
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the landscape is diversified with the picturesque 
cottages of the vintagers, cilt in the rock along the 
road-side, and overhung by the thick folfhge of the 
vines above them. 

At Amboisc I took a cross-road, which led me to 
the romantic borders of the Cher and the chateau of 
Chcmanceau. This beautiful chateau, as well as 
that of Chambord, was built by the gay and munifi- 
cent Francis the First. One is a specimen of strong 
and massive architecture, — a dwelling for a wnnior ; 
but the other is of a lighter and more graceful con- 
struction, and was destined for those soft languish- 
ments of passion with which the fascinating Diane 
de Poitiers had filled the bosom of that voluptv^us 
monarch. 

The chateau of Chcmanceau is built upon arches 
across the river Cher, whose waters are made to 
supply the deep moat at each extremity. There is 
a spacious courtyard in front, from which a draw^ 
bridge conducts to the outer hall of the castle. 
There the arrauor of Francis the First still hangs 
upon the wall, — ^liis shield, and helm, and lance, — 
as if the chivalrous but dissolute prince had just ex- 
changed them for the silken robes of the drawing- 
room. From this hall a door opens into a long 
gallery, extending the whole length of the building 
across the Cher. The walls of the gallery are hung 
with the faded portraits of the long line of the descend- 
ants of Hugh Capet; and the w'indows, looking up 
and down the stream, command a fine reach of 
pleasant river scenery. This is said to be the only 
chateau in France in which the ancient furniture of 
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its original ago is preserved. In one part of the 
building, you arc siie'‘,vTi the bed-chamber of Diane 
do Pcitiefs, -with its antii,L^c chairs covered with 
faded damask and embroidery, her bed, and a por- 
trait of the royal favourite hanging over the mantel- 
piece. In another you see the apartment of the in- 
famous Catherine de’ Medici ; a venerable arm-chair 
and an autograph letter of Henry the Fourth ; and 
in an old labofatory, among broken crucibles, and 
ncckless retorts, and drums, and trumpets, and skins 
of wild boasts, and other ancient lumber of various 
kinds, are to be seen the bed-posts of Francis the 
First. Doubtless the naked walls and the vast soli- 
tary chambers of an old and desolate chateau inspire 
a feeling of greater solemnity and awe ; but when 
the antique furniture of the olden time remains, — the 
faded tapestry on the walls, and the arm-chair by 
the fireside, — the effect upon the mind is more 
magical and delightful. The old inhabitants ot the 
place, long gathered to their fathers, though living 
still in liistory, seem to have left their lialls for the 
chase or the tournament ; and as the heavy door 
swings upon its reluctant hinge, one almost expects 
to sec the gallant princes and courtly dames enter 
those halls again, and sweep in stately procession 
along the silent corridors. 

Kapt in such fancies as these, and gazing on the 
bcauLiCS of this noble edifice, and the soft scenery 
around it, I lingered, unwilling to depart, till the 
rays of the st'tting sun, streaming through the dusky 
windows, admonished me that the day was drawing 
rapidly to a close. I sallied forth from tho southern- 
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gate of the chateau, and, crossing the broken draw- 
bridge, pursued a pathway along the bank of a river, 
still gazing back upon those towering walls, now 
bathed in the rich glow of.suiiset, till a turn in the 
road and a clump of w'oodlaiid at length shut them 
out from my sight. 

A short time after candle-lighting, T reached the 
little tavern of the Btmle d’Or, a few leagues from 
Tours, where I passed the night. The follf)wing 
morning -was lo-wcring and sad. A veil of mist hung 
over the landscape, and ever and anon a heavy 
shower burst from the overburdened ch)uds, that 
W’ere driving by before a high and jnercing wind. 
This unpropitious state of the weather detained me 
until noon, -when a cabriolet for Tours drove up ; 
and taking a seat within it, T left the hostess of the 
Boulc d’Or, ill the middle of a long story about a rich 
countess, who always alighted there when she passed 
that w'ay. We drove leisurely along through a 
beautiful country, till at length we came to the brow 
of a steep hill, which commands a vi^w of the city 
of Tours and its delightful environs. But the scene 
■was shrouded by the heavy drifting mist, through 
which I could trace but indistinctly the graceful 
swoop of the Loire, and the spires and roofs of the 
city far below' me. 

The city of Tours and the delicious plain in -which 
it lies have been too often described by other tiavel- 
lers to render a new jjeseription, from so listless a 
pen as mine, cither necessary or desirable. After a 
sojourn of two cloudy and melancholy days, I set 
out on my return to Paris, by the way of Vendoine 
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and Chartrca. T stopped a few hours at the former 
place, to examine the ruins of a chateau built by 
Jeanne d’Albret, mother of Henry the Fourth. It 
stands upon the summit of a higli and precipitous 
hill, and almost overhangs the town beneath. The 
French He volution has completed the ruin that time 
had already begun ; and nothing now remains, but 
a broken and crumbling bastion, and here and there 
a solitary tower' dropping slowly to decay. In one 
of these is the grave of Jeanne d’Albret. A marble 
entablature in the wall above contains the inscrip- 
tion, which is nearly effaced, though enough still 
remains to tell the curious traveller that there lies 
buried the mother of the “ Bon Henri.” To this is 
added a prayer that the repose of the dead may be 
respected. 

Here ended my foot excursion. The object of my 
journey was accomplished ; and, delighted with this 
short ramble through the valley of the Loire, I took 
my seat in the diligence for Paris, and on the follow- 
ing day was again swallowed up in the crowds of the 
metropolis, like a drop in the bosom of the sea. 
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Quant recommence ct revient biaUK estex. 
Quo foillc et flor re<«plentHt par l^pschage, 
Que li froi« tarns cle rh3*vpr cs>t passes, 

Et cil oiscl chantent en lur languge, 

L.ors chanterui 
Et envoislcK serai 
Dc eucr verai. 

jAtlt'KS DK Cllisoy. 


The literature of France is peculiarly rich in poetry 
of the olden tinie^ We can trace up the stream of 
song until it is lost in the deepening shadows of the 
Middle Ages. Even there it is not a shallow tink- 
ling rill ; but it comes like a mountain stream, rush- 
ing and sounding onward through lAie enchanted 
regions of romance, and mingles its voice with the 
tramp of steeds and the brazen sound of arms. 

The glorious reign of Charlemagne,* at the close 
of the eighth and the commencement of the ninth 
century, seems to have breathed a spirit of learning 

• The following amusing description of this Restorer of Letters, 
as his biographers call him, i^ taken from the fabulous Clironicle 
of John Turpin, Chap. XX. 

“ The emperor was of a ruddy complexion, with brown hair ; 
of a well made, handsome form, but u stern visage, llis height 
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as well as of clii v viiry* throughout all France. The 
inonarch.f?stal)lishcd.scl. 'ols and acailciiiics in differ- 
ent parts of his realm, and took delight in the sochity 
and conversation of learnod men. It is amusing to see 
with what evident self-satisfaction some of the magi 
W'liom he gathered around him speak of their exer- 
tions in Avidening the sphere of human knowledge, 
and pouring ip light upon the darkness of their age, 
“For some," says Alcuin, the dir'^etor of the school 
of St. Martin de Tours, “ I cause the honey of the 
Holy Scrijitures to flow ; I intoxicate others with 
the old wine of ancient history; these I nourish 
with the fruits of grammar, gathered by my own 
hands ; and those I enlightened by pointing out to 
them tlie stars, like lamps attaclied by the vaulted 
ceiling of a great palace ! " 

Besides this classic erudition of the schools, the 
age had also its iiopular literature. Those Avho were 
untaught in scholastic Avisdom were learned in 

was about eight of his own feet, which were very long. ITe was 
of a strong robust make ; his legs anti thighs very stout, and Ilia 
siricw^s firm, llis face was thiilt'en inches lung; his beard a 
palm ; his nose half a palm ; his forehead a font over. Ills lion- 
like eyes flashed tire like carbuncles; his eyebrows were half a 
palm over. When he w^as angry, it was a terror to l(X»k uixm 
him. lie required eiglit spans for his girdle, besides Avhat hung 
loose. Tie ate sparingly of bread ; but a whole quarter of lamb, 
two ^ wls, a goose, or u large portion of pork; a peacock, a 
crane, or a whole hare, lie drank moderately of wine and 
water. lie was so strong, that ho could at a single blow cicavc 
asunder an armed soldier on horseback, from the head to the 
waist, and the horse likewise. He easily vaulted over four 
horses hamnssed together ; and could raise an armed man fmin 
tile ground to his head, as he stood erect upon Ids hand.” 
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trailitionary loro; for thcyhacl their bnlladi^, in 
wliicli were described tlic valour and achievements 
of the early kings of the l^ranks. These ballads, of 
Avhich a collection was mddc by order of Charle- 
magne, animated the rude soldier as he rushed to 
battle, and were sung in the midnight bivouacs of 
the camp. “ Perhaps it is not too much to say,*’ 
observes the literary historian Schlegel, “ that we 
have still in our possession, if not the original 
language and form, at least the substance, of many 
of those ancient poems which were collected by the 
orders of that prince ; — I refer to the Nibclungeiilicd, 
and the collection which goes by the name of the 
Jleldenbuch.’* 

'When at length the old Tudesque language, which 
was the court language of Charlemagne, had given 
place to the Langue d’Oil, the northern dialect of the 
X'ronch Ilomance, these ancient ballads passed from 
the memories ot the descendants of the Franks, and 
were succeeded by the romances of Charlemagne and 
his Twelve Peers, — of Rowland, and (>livir, and the 
other paladins who died at Roncesvalles. Robert 
Wace, aNormaiiTrouvere of the twelfth eeiiturj-, says 
ill one of his poems, that a minstrel named Taillefer,- 
mounted on a swift horse, went in front of the Norman 
army at the battle of Hastings, singing these ancient 
poems. 

These Chansoiix do Gesfe, or old liistoric romances 
of France, are epic in fneir character, though, with- 
out doubt, they were written to be chanted to the 
sound of an instrument. To what period many of 
them belong, in tlieir present form, has never yet 
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been fully determined { and should it finally be 
proved by philological research that they can claim 
no higher antiquity than the twelfth or thirteenth 
centurj', still there can oe little doubt that in their 
original form many of them reached far back into 
the ninth or tenth. The long prevalent theory, that 
the romances of the Twelve Peers of France all 
originated in the fabulous chronicle of Charlemagne 
and Rowland, written by the Archbishop Turpin 
in the twelfth century, if not as yet generally ex- 
ploded, is nevertheless fiist losing ground. 

To the twelfth and thirteenth centuries also be- 
long most of the Fabliaux, or metrical talcs of the 
Trouveres. Many of these compositions are re- 
markable for the inventive talent they display, but 
as poems they have, generally speaking, little merit, 
and at times exhibit such a want of refinement, such 
open and gross obscenity, as to be highly oflensivc. 

It is a remarkable circumstance in the literary 
histoiy of France, that, while her antiquarians and 
scholars have* devoted themselves to collecting and 
illustrating the poetry of the Troubadours, the early 
lyric poets of the South, that of the Trouveres, or 
T^roubadours of the North, has been almost entirely 
neglected. Ry a singular fatality, too, what little 
time and attention have hitherto been bestowed upon 
the f diers of French poetry have been so directed 
as to save from oblivion little of the most valuable 
portions of their writings ; while the more tedious 
and worthless parts have been brought forth to the 
public eye, as if to deaden curiosity, and to put an 
end to further research. The ancient historic roman- 
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ces of the land have, for the most part, been left to 
slumber unnoticed; 'while the obscene and tiresome 
Fabliaux have been ushered into the world as fair 
specimens of the ancient poetry of France. This 
has created unjust prejudices in the minds of many 
against the literature of the olden time, and has led 
them to regard it as nothing more than a confused 
mass of coarse and vulgar hetions, •adapted to a 
rude and inelegant state of society. 

Of late, however, a more discerning judgment lias 
been brought to the difficult task of ancient research ; 
and, in consequence of this, the long-established pre- 
judices against the crumbling monuments of the 
national literature of France during the Middle 
Ages is fast disappearing. Several learned men are 
engaged in rescuing from oblivion the ancient poetic 
romances ot Charlemagne and the Twelve Peers of 
France, and their labours seem destined to throw 
new light, not only upon the state of literature, but 
upon the state of society, during the twelfth and 
thirteenth centuries. * 

Among the voluminous remains of Troubadour 
literature, little else has yet been discovered than 
poems of a lyric character^ The lyre of the Trouba- 
dour seems to have responded to the im|)ulso of 
momentary feelings only, — to the touch of local 
and transitory circumstances. His song was a sud- 
den burst of excited feeling ; — it ceased when the 
passion was subdued, or father w'hen its first feverish 
excitement passed away ; and as the liveliest feel- 
ings are the most transitory, the songs which 
embodied them arc short, but full of spirit and 
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energy. On the other hsind, the great mass of the 
poetry cf the Trouverea is of a narrative or epic 
character. The genius of the North seems always 
to have deliglitcd in romantic fiction ; and whether 
we attribute the origin of modern romance to the 
Arabians or to tlie Scandinavians, this at least is 
certain, that there existed marvellous tiilcs in the 
northern languages, and from those, in part at least, 
the Trouveres imbibed the spirit of iiaiTative poetry. 
Tlicre arc no traces of lyric compositions among 
their writings, till about the commencement of the 
thirteenth century ; and it seems probable that the 
spirit of song- writing was imbibed from the Trouba- 
dours of the South, 

Unfortunately, the neglect which has so long 
attended the old histoi-ic and heroic romances of the 
Nortli of France lias also bclallen in some degree its 
early IjTic poetry. Little has yet been done to dis- 
cover and bring forth its riches ; and doubtless 
many a sweet little ballad and melancholy complaint 
lies buried in the dust of the thirteenth century. It 
is not, however, my object in this paper, to give a 
historical sketch of this ancient and almost forgotten 
poetry, but simply to bring forward a few specimens 
which shall exhibit its most striking and obvious 
ehariicteristics. 

Ill these examples it would be in vain to look for 
high-wrought expression suited to the prevailing 
taste of the present day. Their most striking 
peculiarity, and perhaps their greatest merit, con- 
sists in the simple and direct expression of feeling 
-w 'lich they contain. This feeling, too, is one which* 
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lironthca the languor of that submissive homage 
V'hich was paid to beauty in the days of#chivalry ; 
and I am aware, that, in this age of masculine and 
matter-of-fact thinking, tlfe love-conceits of a more 
poetic state of society are generally looked upon ns 
extremely trivial and puerile. Nevertheless I shall 
venture to present one or two of these sim]ile 
ballads, which, by recalling the distiuit age wherein 
they were composed, may peradventure please by 
the power of contrast. 

I have just remarked that one of the greatest 
beauties of these ancient ditties is naivete of thought 
and simplicity of expression. These I shall en- 
deavour to preserve as far as possible in the transla- 
tion, though I am fully conscious how much the 
sparkling beauty of an original loses in being filtered 
through the idioms of a foreign language. 

The favourite theme of the ancient lyric i)00ts of 
the North of France is the wayward passion of love. 
They all delight to sing “ les doiwes dolors et li mal 
plaisnnt de Jiuc amor,** AVith sucK feelings the 
beauties of tlie opening spring are naturally as- 
sociated. Almost every love-ditty of the old ia)cts 
commences with some such exordium as this:- 
“ When the snows of winter liave passed away, 
when the soft and gentle spring returns, and the 
fiower and leaf shoot in the groves, and the little 
birds warble to their mates in their own sv>eet 
language, — theji will Psing luy lady-love ! " 

Another favourite introduction to these little 
rhapsodies of romantic iiassion is the ajiproach of 
morning and its sweet-voiced herald, the lark. The 
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minstrers song to his lady-love frequently com- 
mences with an allusion to the hour 

** lYhen the rose-^d opes its een, 

And the bluebells droop and dUe, 

And upon the leaves so green 
Sparkling dew-drops lie,** 

The following is at once the simplest and prettiest 
piece of this kind which I have met with among the 
early lyric poets of the North of France. It is taken 
from an anonymous poem, entitled ** The Paradise 
of Love.** A lover having passed the ** livelong 
night in tears, as he was wont,'* goes forth to be- 
guile his sorrows with the fragrance and beauty of 
morning. The carol of the vaulting skylark salutes 
his ear, and to this merry musician he makes his 
complaint. 


Hark f hark 1 
Pretty lark I 

Littlo heedest thou my pain I 
But if tP these longing arms 
Pitying Love would yield the charms 
Of the fair 
With Hniling air. 

Blithe would beat my heart again. 

llork! hark I 
Pretty lark ! 

little heedest thou my i>ain 1 
Love may force me still to bear. 
While he lists, consuming care ; 

But in anguish. 

Though I languish, 

Vsithfol shall my heart remaiii. 
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The ancient lyric poets of France are generally 
spoken of as a class, and their beauties and defects 
referred to them collectively, and not individually. 
In truth, there are few characteristic marks by which 
any individual author can be singled out and ranked 
above the rest. The lyric poets of the thirteenth 
and fourteenth centuries stand upon nearly the same 
level. Hut in^hc fifteenth century there were two 
who surpassed all their contemporaries in the beauty 
and delicacy of their sentiments ; and in the sweet- 
ness of their diction, and the structure of their verse, 
stand far in advance of the age in which they lived. 
These are Charles d’Orleans and Clotilde do Surville. 

Charles. Duke of Orleans, the father of liouis the 
Twelfth, and uncle of Francis the First, was bom ki 
1391. In the general tenor of his life, the peculiar 
character of his mind, and his talent for poetry, there 
is a striking resemblance between this noble poet 
and James the First of Scotland, his contemporary. 
Both were remarkable for learning and refinement ; 
both passed a great portion of their lives in sorrow 
and imprisonment ; and both cheered the solitude ot 
their prison-walls with the charms of poetry. Charles 
d'Orlcans was taken prisoner at the battle of Agin- 
court, in 141 5, and carried into England, where he 
remained twenty-five years in captivity. It w as there 
that he composed the greater part of his i)oetry. 

TJio poems of this writer exhibit a singular delicacy 
of thought and sweetness of expression. The follow'- 
ing little Uenotuveavx^ or songs on the return of spring, 
are full of delicacy and beauty. 
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Now Time throws off feis cloak again 
Of onnlni'd frost, and wind, and rain, 
And clothes him in the embroidery 
Of glittering sun and clear blue sky. 
With beast and bir<f the forest rings, 
Each in his jargon cries or sings ; 
And Time throws off his cloak again 
Of erniined frost, and wind, and rain. 


lliver, and fount, and tinkling brook 
Wear in their dainty livery 
Drops of silver jewelry ; 

In new -made suit they merry look ! 

And 'J’ime throws off his cluiik again 
Of ermined fi^ost, ;ind wind, and rain. 

The second upon the same subject presents a still 
more agreeable picture of the departure of wiiitei 
and the return of spring. 

Gentle spring ! — ^in sunshine clad. 

Well (lost thou thj' power disjday ! 

For winter inakcth the light heart sad, 

And thou, — tliou makest the sad liesft-t gay. 
lie secs thee, and calls to his gloomy train, 

The sleet, and the snow, and the wind, and the rairi: 
And they shi ink away, and they flee in fear, 

When tliy merry step draws near. 

Winter givotli the flelds and the trees so old 
Their beards of icicles and snow ; 

And the rain, it rainotb so fast and cold, 

Wc must cover o»er the embers low ; 

And, snugly housed from the wind and weather, 

Mope like birds that arc changing feather. 

Hut the storm retires, and the sky grows clear 
When thy merry step draws near. 

0.2 
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Winter mnketh the sun in Ihc gloouiy sky 
Wrap him round in a mantle of cloud ; 

But ileavcn be praised, thj' step is nigh ; 

Thou tearcst away the mournful sliroud. 

And the earth looks bright, — anti winter surly, 

^Vho hiia toiled for naught both late and early, 

Is banislied af.ir by the new-born year. 

When thy mcn*y step draws near. 

The only person of that age who can dispute the 
laurel with Charles d’ Orleans is Clotildc do Surville. 
This poetess was htim in the Bas-Vivarais, in the 
year 1405. I for style is singularly elegant and cor- 
rect; and the reader who will take the trouble to 
decipher her rude provincial orthography will find 
her MTitings full of quiet beauty. The following 
lines, which hreatlie the very soul of maternal tender- 
ness, arc part of a poem to her iirst-bom. 

Sweet babe ! tmo portrait of thy father's face, 

Sleep on the iMSfiin that thy lips have pressed! 

Sleep, little one ; and closely, gently place 
Thy drowsy eyelid on thy mother’s breast ! 

Upon that tender eye, my little friend, 

Soft sleep sliall come that cometh not to me I 

I watch to sec thee, nounsh thee, defend 
*T IS sweet to watch for thee,— alone for thee I 

Ilis arm. fall down ; sleep sits uiwn his brow ; 

11 is eye is closed ; he sleeps, — how still and calm I 

Woie not Ids clieck tlic apple's ruddy glow, 

Would you not say he slept on death’s cold arm I 

Awake, my boy ! — tremble i^ith atfrlght 1 
Awake, and chas«; this fatal thought ! — unclose 

Thiiu eye but for one moment on the light ! 

Jiven at the price of thine, give me repose ! 
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Sweet error ! — ^he but slept ; — breathe 
Come, gentle dreams, the hour of sleep beg^e 1 
O, when shall he for whom I sigh in vain 
Beside me watch to see thy waking smile 7 


But upon lliis theme I have written enough, per- 
haps too much. • 

•* * This may be poetry, for augnt I jtnow. 

Says an old, worthy friend of mine, while leaning 
Over my shoulder as I write, — * although 
I can’t exactly comprehend its meaning.* ’* 

I have touched upon the subject before mo in a 
brief and desultory manner, and have purposely left 
my remarks unencumbered by learned reference and 
far-sought erudition ; for these are ornaments which 
would ill become so trivial a pen as this wherewith 
I write, though, perchance, the want of them will 
render my essay unsatisfactory to the scholar and 
the critic. But I am emboldened thiilk to skim with 
a light wing over this poetic lore of the past, by the 
reflection, that the greater part of my readers belong 
not to that grave and serious class who love the deep 
wisdom which lies in quoting from a quaint, for- 
gotten tome, and arc ready on all occasions to say. 
Commend me to the owl ! ” 



THE BAPTISM OF FI HE. 


The more yon mow us clown, the thicker we ri'»e ; the Cliristiftn 
hloocl you sijill is like the seed j’ou sow, — it springs from the 
earth ag.iin and li uclitics the more. 


As day was drawing to a close, and the rays of the 
settinjr sun climbed slowly np the dnni^con wall, the 
prisoner sat and read in a tonic with silver clasps. 
He was a man in the vigour of his days, with a pale 
and noble ccjuiitenuiiccs that wore loss the marks of 
worldly caro tliau of high and holy tliought. His 
temples wore diready bald ; but a thick and curling 
beard bespoke tlic strength of inauhood ; and lus eye, 
dark, full, and ebapieut, beamed with ail the en- 
thusiasm of a martyr. 

The book icforc him was a volume of the early 
Christian Fathers. He was reading the Apologetic 
of the elocpieiit Tcrtullian, the oldest and ablest 
wi*itcr of the Eatiii Church. At times he paused, 
and raised his eyt's to heavoK as if in prayer, and 
then read on again in silence. At length a passage 
setuTied to touch his inmost soul. He read aloud ; — 
Gh-e us> then, what names you jdeasc ; from the 
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• 

instruments of cruelty you torture us by, call UB 
Sarmenti clans and Semaxians, because yoji fasten us 
to trunks of trees, and stick us about with fagots to 
set us on fire ; yet let me tfell you, when we are thus 
begirt and dressed about with fire, wc are then in 
our most illustrious apparel. These arc our vic- 
torious i)aljns and robes of glory ; and, mounted on 
our funeral pile, wo look upon ourselves in our 
triumphal cliariot. No wonder, then, such passive 
heroes please not those they vanquish with such 
conquering sufForings. And therefore we pass for 
lUt-n of despair, and violently bent upon our own 
.destruction. However, what you arc pleased to 
call madness and despair in us are the very actions 
which, under virtue’s standard, lift up your sons of 
fume and glory, and emblazon them to future ages.” 

Ho arose and paced the dungeon to and fro, with 
folded arras and a firm step. His thoughts held 
communion with eternity. 

“Pathcr which art in heaven!” ho exclaimed, 

‘‘ give me strength to die like those hoiy men of old, 
who scorned to purchase life at the expense of 
truth. That truth lias made me free ; and though 
condemned on earth, 1 know that I am absolved 
in heaven ! *’ 

He again seated himself at his table, and read in 
that tome with silver clasps. 

This solitary prisoner was Anne Du Bourg; a 
man who feared not Ulan ; once a merciful judge 
in that august tribunal upon whose voice hung the 
life and death of those who were persecuted for con- 
science’s sake, he was now liimsclf an accused, a 
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convicted heretic, condemned to the baptism of fire, 
because would not unrighteously condemn others. 
He had dared to plead the cause of suffering hu- 
manity before that dread tribunal, and, in the pre- 
sence of the king himself, to dcchire that it was an 
offence to the majesty of God to shed man’s blood in 
his name. Six weary months ; --from June to De- 
cember, he had lain a prisoner in that dungeon, 
from which a death by lire was soon to set him 
free. Such was the clemency of Henry the 
Second. 

As the prisoner read, his eyes were filled with 
tears. He still gazed upon the printed page, but it 
was a blank before his eyes His thoughts M'cre far 
away amid the scenes of his childhood, amid the 
green valleys of Kiom and the Golden Mountains o^ 
Auvergne. Some simple word had called up the 
vision of the past. He was a child again. He was 
playing with the pebbles of the brook ; he was 
shouting to he echo of the hills ; he was praying at 
his mother’s knee, with his little hands clasped in 
hers. 

This dream of childhood was broken by the 
grating of bolts and bars, as the jailer opened his 
prison door. A moment afterward, his former col- 
league, I c Harley, stood at his side. 

“Thou here ! ” exclaimed the prisoner, surprised 
at the visit. “ 'fhou in the dungeon of a heretic * 
On what errand hast thou come ? ** 

“ On an errand of mercy,” replied De Harley, “I 
come to tell thee ” 

“ Tnat tlic hour of my death draAvs near ? ” 
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“That thou mayst still be saved.** 

** Yes ; if I will boar false w'itnoss against my God, 
— barter heaven tor cfirt]^, — an eternity for a few 
brief days of worldly existence. J iost, thou shouldst 
say, — lost, not saved ! ** 

“No, saved!” cried De Harley w-ith warmth; 
“ saved from a death of shame and an eternity of 
woe ! Ilenounce this false doctrine,— this abomina- 
ble heresy ; and return again to the bosom of the 
church which thou dost rend with strife and dissen- 
sion.*’ 

“ God judge between thee and me, which has 
embraced the truth.*' 

“Ilis hand already smites thee.” 

“It has fallen more heavily upon those who so 
unjustly persecute me. Where is the king? — he 
who said that with his own eyes he would behold 
me perish at the stake ? — he to whom the undaunted 
Du Faur cried, like Fllijah to Ahab, * It is thou who 
troublcst Israel ! ’— Where is the king? Called, 
through a sudden and violent death, to the judg- 
ment-scat of heaven ! — Where is Minard, the 
persecutor of the just? Slain by the hand of an 
assassin ! It w'as not without reason that I said to 
him, when standing before my accusers, ‘Tremble ! 
believe the word of one w'ho is about to appear 
before God ; thou likewise shalt stand there soon i 
— thou that sheddest^the blood of the children of 
peace.' He has gone to his account before me.*' 

“ And that menace has hastened thine own con- 
demnation. Minard was slain by the Huguenots, 
q3 
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and it is whispered that thou wast privy to his 
death/* * 

“ This, at least, might have been spared a dying 
man!" replied the prisoner, much agitated by so, 
unjust and so uncxi>ected an accusation. “As 1 
hope for mercy hereafter, I am innocent of the blood 
of this man, and of all knowledge of so foul a crime. 
!I3iit, tell me, hast thou come here only to embitter 
my last liours witli such an accusation as this ? If 
80 , 1 pray thee, leave me. My moments are precious. 
I would be alone.'* 

“ T eainc to offer thee life, Treedom, and happiness." 

“ Life — freedom — happiness ! At the price thou 
hast set upon them, I scorn them all ! Had the 
apostles and martyrs of the early Christian church 
listened to such paltry bribes as these, wlicre were 
now the faith in which we tmst ? These holy men 
of old shall answer for me. Hear what Justin 
Martyr says, in his earnest appeal to Antoiiine the 
Pious, in behalf of, the Christians who in his 
day were unjustly loaded with public odium and 
oppression.’* 

lie opened the volume before him and road : — 

“ I could wish you would take this also into con- 
sideration, that what W’e say is really for your own 
good ; fux it is in our power at any time to escape 
your torments by denying the faith, w'hcn you ques- 
tion us about it : but we scorn to purchase life at the 
expense of a lie ; for our souls arc winged Avith a 
desire of a life of eternal duration and purity, of an 
immediate conversation with Ood, the Father and 
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Maker ot all things. We are in haste to be confess- 
ing and finishing our faith ; being fiilljf persuaded 
that wc shall arrive at ^is blessed state, if ap- 
prove ourselves to God by- our works, and by our 
obedience express our passion for that divine life 
which is never interrupted by any clashing evil.** 

The Catholic and the l£uguenf>t reiisoned long and 
earnestly together ; but they reHsoued in vain. 
Each was firm in his belief ; and they parted to 
meet no more on earth. 

On the following day, Du Bourg was summoned 
before his judges to receive his final sentence. He 
heard it unmoved, and with a prayer to God that 
he would pardon those who had condemned him 
according to tlieir consciences. He then addressed 
his judges in an oration full of power and elo- 
quence. It closed with these words : 

“And noAV, ye judges, if, indeed, you hold tho 
sword of God as ministers of his wrath, to take ven- 
geance upon those who do #vil, beware, I charge 
you, bCAvare how you condemn us. Consider well 
what evil wc have done; and, b('forc all things, 
decide Avhether it be just that we should listen unto 
you rather than unto God. Arc you so drunken 
with the wine-cup of the great sorceress, that you 
drink poison for nourishment ? Are you not those 
who make the people sin, by turning tliem a^vay 
from the service of God ? xVnd if you regard moro 
the opinion of men than that of heaven, in Avhat 
esteem are you held by other nations, and principali- 
ties, and powers, for the martyrdoms you have 
caused in obedience to this blood-stained Phalaris ? 
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Ood grant, thou cruel tyrant, that by thy miserable 
death thou'mayst put an end to our groans ! 

“ Why weep yc ? \Vhat means this delay ? 
Yoiir hearts are heavy within you ; your consciences | 
arc haunted by the judgment of God. And thus 
it is that the condemned rejoice in the fires you have 
kindled, and think they never live better than in 
the midst of consuming flames. Torments affright 
them not ; insults enfeeble them not ; their honour 
is redeemed by death ; he that dies is the conqueror, 
and the conquered he that mourns. 

“No! whatever snares arc spread for us, what- 
ever suffering we endure, you cannot separate us 
from the love of Christ. Strike, then, — slay, — 
grind us to powder I Those that die in the Lord 
shall live again; we shall all be raised together. 
Condemn me as you will ; I am a Christian ; yes, 

1 am a Christian, and am ready to die for the 
glory of our Lord — for the truth of the Evangelists. 

“ Quench, then, y^pr fires ! Let the wicked 
abandon his way, and return unto the Lord, and he 
will have compassion on him. Live, — be happy • 
— and meditate on God, ye judges ! As forme, I go 
rejoicing to my death. What wait ye for ? Lead 
me to the scaffold I " 

They bound the prisoner’s hands, and, leading 
him forth from the council-chamber, placed him 
upon the cart that was to bear him to the Place de 
Greve. Before and behind marched a guard of five 
Imndrcd soldiers ; for I)u Bourg was beloved by the 
people and a popular tumult was apprehended. 
The day was overcast and sad ; and ever and anon 
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the sound of the tolling bell mingled its dismal 
clang with the solemn notes of the funei^l march. 
They soon reached the place of execution, which 
as already filled w'ith a dense and silent crowd, 
the centre stood the gallows, with a pile of fagots 
beneath it, and the hangman with a burning torch 
in his hand. Hut this funeral apparel inspired no 
terror in the heart of Du Boui*g. A Ibok of triumph 
beamed from his eye. and his countenance shone 
like that of an angel. With his own hands he di- 
vested himself of his outer garments, and, gazing 
round upon the breathless and sympathizing crowd, 
exclaimed : 

** My friends, I come not hither as a thief or a 
murderer ; but it is for the Gospel’s sake ' 

A cord was then fastened round his waist, and ho 
was drawn up into the air. At the same moment 
the burning torch of the executioner was applied to 
the fagots beneath, and the thick volumes of smoke 
concealed the martyr from the hqgror-stricken crowd. 
One stifled groan arose from all that vast multitude, 
like the moan of the sea, and all was hushed again ; 
save the crackling of the fagots, and at intervals the 
funeral knell, that smote the very soul. The ^'livcr- 
ing flames darted upward and around ; and an 
agonizing cry broke from the murky cloud ; 

“ My God ! my God ! forsake me not, that I 
forsake not thee ! ’* 

The wind lifted the reddening smoke like a veil, 
and the form of the martyr was seen to fall into the fire 
beneath. In a moment it rose again, its garments 
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all ill fliimc ; and again the faint, half-smothered 
cry of agVmy was heard : 

“ My Ood ! My God ! forsake me not, that I 
forsake not thee ! ” ^ 

Once more the quivering body descended into th^ 
flames ; and once more it was lifted into the air, a 
blackened, burning cinder. Again and again this 
flciidish mockery of baptism w'as repeated ; till the 
martyr, with a despairing suffocating voice exclaimed: 

“ O God ! 1 cannot die ! " 

The chief executioner came forward, and, either in 
mercy to the dying man or through fear of the popu- 
lace, throw a noose over his neck, and strangled the 
almost lifeless victim. At the same moment the 
cord which held the body was loosened, and it fell 
into the fire to rise no more. And thus was consum- 
mated the martyrdom of the Baxitism of Fire. 
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My brain, mcthinks, is like an hoiir-fflasa, 

■^'herein iny imaginations imi like sands. 

Filling up time ; but tlum arc turned, and turned. 
So that I know not w hat to stay uiion. 

And less to put m art. 

llKN JOMSOX. 


A iiAiNT and gltiomy muter was j'lst drawing to 
its close, when I left Paris for the South of France. 
We started at sunrise ; and as wc passed along the 
solitary streets of the vast and silent metropolis, 
drowsily one by one its clanging horoVigucs chimed 
the hour of six. Beyond the city gates the wide 
landscape was covered with a silvery network of 
frost; a Avreath of vapour overhung the windings 
of the Seine ; and every twig and shrub, -with its 
sheath of crystal, flashed in the level rays of the 
rising sun. Tlic sharp, frosty air seemed to quicken 
the sluggish blood of the old postillion*and his horses ; 
— a fresh team stood refidy in harness at each stage ; 
and notwithstanding the slipjicry pavement of the 
causeway, the long and tedious climbing the hill- 
side upward, and the equally long and tedious 
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d ‘Scent with chained wheels and the drag, just after 
nightfall the lumbering vehicle of Vincent Caillard 
stopped at the gateway. of the “Three Emperors/' 
in the famous city of Orleans. 

I cannot pride myself much upon being a good 
travelling-companion, for the rocking of a coach 
always lulls ine into forgetfulness of the present ; 
and no sooner docs the hollow, monotonous rumbling 
of the wheels reach my ear, than, like Nick Bottom, 
“I have an exposition of sleep come upon me.” It 
is not, however, the deep, sonorous slumber of a 
labourer, “ stufted with distressful bread,” but a 
kind of day-dream, -wherein the creations of fancy 
seem realities, and the real world, which swims 
dizzily before the half-shut, drowsy eye, becomes 
mingled with the imaginary world within. This is 
doubtless a very great failing in a traveller ; and I 
confess, wdth all humility, that at times the line of 
demarkation between truth and fiction is rendered 
thereby so ii^lefinite and indistinct, that 1 cannot 
always determine, with unening certainty, whether 
an event really happened to me, or whether I only 
di’cained it. 

Oil this account I shall not attempt a detailed 
descript’ 'in of my journey from Paris to Bordeaux. 
I was travelling like a bird of passage; and five 
weary days aniWour weary nights I was on the way. 
The diligence stopped only to change horses, and for 
the travellers to take their meals ; and by night I 
slept with my head under my wing in a snug corner 
o*‘ th. coach. 
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Strange as it may appear to some of my readers, 
this night-travelling is at times far from being dis- 
agreeable ; nay, if the country is flat and uninterest- 
ing, an^ you arc favoured .with a moon, it maybe 
A very pleasant. As the night advances, the con- 
versation around you gradually dies away, and is 
imperceptibly given up to some garrulous traveller 
who finds himself belated in the midst of a long 
story ; and when at length he puts out his feelers in 
the form of a question, discovers, by the silence 
around him, that the breathless attention of his 
audience is owing to their being asleep. All is now 
silent. You let down the window of the carriage, 
and the fresh night-air cools your flushed and burn- 
ing cheek. The landscape, though in reality dull 
and uninteresting, seems beautiful as it floats by in 
the soft moonshine. Every ruined hovel is changed 
by the magic of night to a trim cottage, every strag- 
gling and dilapidated hamlet becomes as beautiful 
as those we read of in poetry and romance. Over 
the lowland hangs a silver mist ; over^the hills peep 
the twinkling stars. The keen night-air is a spur 
to the postillion and his horses. In the words of the 
German ballad, — 

“ Halloo I halloo I away they go, 

Unheeding wet or dry. 

And hoi-sc and rider snort and 
And sparkling pebbles lly. 

And all on whi^h the moon doth shine 
Behind them flees afar. 

And backward sped, scud overhead, 

The sky and every star.** 
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Anon you stop at tHo rcl.^y. The droA\T5y hostler 
crawls out of the stable-yard; a few gruff words 
andstrarige oaths pass between him and the postillion, 
— then there is a coarse joke in patois^ of ^vkieh you 
understand the ribaldry only, and which is followed 
by a husky laugh, a sound between a hiss and a 
growl ; — and then you are ofl‘ again in a crack. 
Occasionally a way-lravollcr is uncaged, and a new- 
comer takes tlic vacant j^crch at your elbow. Mean- 
W'hile your busy fancy speculates upon all these 
things, and you fall asleep amid its thoussind vaga- 
ries. Soon you wake again, and snuff the morning 
air. It was but a moment, and yet the night is 
gone. The grey of twilight steals into the window', 
and gives a ghastly look to the countenances of the 
sleeping group around you. One sits bolt upright 
in a corner, offending none, and stiff and motionless 
as an Egyptian mummy ; another sits equally 
straight and immovable, but snores like a priest ; 
the head of a third is dangling over his shoulder, 
and the tassel ^of his nightcap tickles his neighbour’s 
ear ; a fourth has lost his hat, — his wig is awry, 
and his under-lip hangs lulling about like an idiot’s. 
The whole scene is a living caricature of man, 
prcsciiting human nature in some of the grotesque 
attitudes slie assumes, Avhen th.it pragmatical school- 
master, propriety, has fidlen asleep in his chair, and 
the unruly nicnj^crs of his charge arc freed from the 
thraldom of the rod. ^ 

On leaving Orleans, instead of following the 
great w'esteni mail-route through Tours, -Poitiers, 
and A 'goulcmc, and thciicc on to Bordeaux, I struck 
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across the departments of the Indre, the Haute- 
Vienne, and the Dordogne, passing through tho 
provincial capitals of Cliatcauroux, Limoges, and 
Perigueux. South of tho lioire tho country assumes 
a more mountainous aspect, and the landscape is 
broken by long sweeping hills and fertile valleys. 
Many a fair scene invites the traveller’s foot to 
pause ; and his eye roves with delight over the 
picturesque landscape of the valley of the Creusc, 
and the beautiful highland scenery near Perigueux. 
There are also many objects of art and antiquity 
which arrest his attention. Argenton boasts its 
Homan amphitheatre, and the ruins of an old castle 
built by King Pcpiii ; at Chains the tower beneath 
which Iticliard Cceur-dc-Lion was slain is still 
pointed out to tho curious traveller ; and Peri- 
giieux is full of crumbling monuments of the Middle 
Ages. 

Scenes like these, and the con.stant chatter of my 
fellow-travellers, ‘served to enliven the tedium of a 
long and fatiguing journey. The French are pre- 
eminently a talking people ; and every new object 
afforded a topic for light and aiiimutcd discussion. 
The affairs of church and state were, however, the 
themes oftenest touched upon. The bill for tho 
suppression of the liberty of the press was then 
under disemssion in the Chamber of Peers, and ex- 
cited tho most lively interest through tlie w'hole 
kingdom. Of course i^ w’as a subject not likely to 
be forgotten in a stage-coach. 

“Ahl mon Dicu!" said a brisk little man, Muth 
. snow-white hair and a blazing red face, at the same 
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time drawing up liis shouldcij to a level with hia 
ears ; “ t» 5 ic ministry are determined to carry their 
point at all events. They mean to break down the 
liberty of tlio i)ress, cosf what it will.’* 

“If they succeed,” added the person who sat 
opposite, “ we may thank the Jesuits for it. It is 
all their work. They rule the mind of our imbecile 
monarch, and* it is their miserable policy to keep the 
people in darkness.” 

“No doubt of that,” rejoined the first speaker. 

Why, no longer ago than yesterday I read in the 
Figaro that a printer had been prosecuted for pub- 
lishing the moral lessons of the Evangelists without 
the miracles.” 

“ Is it possible r” said I. “And are the people 
80 stupid as thus patiently to offer their shoulders to 
the pack-saddle ?” 

‘Most certainly not! We shall have another 
revolution.” 

“ If history speaks true, you have had revohitions 
enough, durilig the last century or two, to satisfy 
the most mercurial nation on earth. You have 
hardly been quiet a moment since the day of the 
Barricades and the memorable war of the pots-de- 
chambre in the times of the Grand C^ondc.” 

“You . .’c pleased to si^cak lightly of our revo- 
lutions, sir,” rejoined the politician, growing warm. 
“ You must, fiowcvcr, confess that each successive 
®ne has brought us nearer to our object. Old in- 
Etitutions, whose foundations lie deep in the pre- 
judices of a great nation, ore not to be toppled do-wn 
by the siningingof a single mine. You must confess, 
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too, that our national character is much improved 
since the days you speak of. The youth^of the 
present century arc not so frivolous as those of the 
last. They have no longer that unbounded levity 
and light-heartedness so generally ascribed to them. 
From tliis circumstance we have everything to hope. 
Our revolutions, likewise, must necessarily change 
their character, and secure to us more^solid advan- 
tages than heretofore.'* 

** Luck makes pluck, as the Germans say. You 
go on bravely ; but it gives me pain to see religion 
and the church so disregarded.** 

“ Superstition and the church, you mean,'* said the 
grey-headed man. “Why, sir, the church is nothing 
iiow-a-days but a tumble-down, dilapidated tower 
for rooks and daws, and such silly birds, to build 
their nests in !*' 

.It was now very evident that I had unearthed a 
radical : and there is no knowing when his harangue 
•would have ended, had not his voice been drouoied 
by the noise of the wheels, as we enter^ the paved 
street of the city of Limoges. 

A breakfast of boiled capon stuffed "with truffles, 
and accompanied by a iwte dc Pcriguett^, a dish -w'dl 
known to French gormands, restored us all to good- 
humour. While -we were at breakfast, a personage 
stalked into the room, whose strange appearance 
arrested my attention, and gave subject for further 
conversation to our party. He was a tall, thin 
figure, armed with a long whip, brass spurs, and 
black whiskers. He -wore a bell-crowned, varnished 
•hat, a blue frock-coat with standing collar, a red 
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•waistcoat, a pair of j'cllow leather breeches, and 
boots that reached to the knees. I at fii'st took him 
for a postillion, or a private courier ; but, ui)on 
inquiry, I found that he was only the son of a 
notary public, and that he dressed in this strange 
fashion to please his own fancy. 

As soon as we were comfortably seated in the 
diligence, I made some remark on the singular cos- 
tume of the ]>craonagc whom I had just seen at the 
tavern. 

•* These things arc so common with us,*’ said the 
politician, “ that we hardly notice them.” 

“ AVhat you want in liberty of si>eech, then, you 
make up in liberty of dress?” 

” Yes ; in this, at least, we are a free j)Cople.” 

I had not been long in France, before I dis- 
covered that a man may dress as he pleases, without 
being stared at. The most opposite styles of dress 
seem to be in vogue at the same moment. No 
strange gfirmcnt nor desperate hat excites cither 
ridicule or -jurprise, French fashions are known 
and imitated all the world over.” 

** Very true, indeed,” said a little man in gosling- 
greor “ AVe give fashions to all other nations.” 

“Fashions!” said the politician, with a kind of 
growl, — fashions ! Yes, sir, and some of us are 
simple enough to boast of it, as if wc were a nation 
of tailors.” 

“ Here the little man in gosling-green pulled up 
:he horns of his cotton shirt-collar. 

“I recollect,” said I, “that your Madame de 
Pompadour in one of her letters says something to 
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this effect, — ‘We furnisH our enemies with hair- 
dressers, ribands, and fashions ; and they fiymish us 
with laws.* ” 

“ That is not the only siliy thing she said in her 
lifetime. Ah ! sir, these Pompadours, and Main- 
tenons, and Montespans were the authors of much 
woe to Prance. Their follies and extravagances 
exhausted the public treasury, and made the nation 
poor. They built jialaces, and covered themselves 
with jewels, and ate from golden plate ; while the 
people who toiled fur them had hardly a crust to 
keep their own children from starvation ! And yet 
they preach to us the divine right of kings !’* 

My radical had got upon his high horse again ; 
and I know not whither it would have carried him, 
had not a thin man with a black, seedy coat, who 
sat at his elbow, at that moment crossed his path, 
by one of those abrupt and sudden transitions which 
leave you aghast at the strange association of ideas 
in the speaker’s mind.” 

** Apropos dc bottes!** exclaimed he^ ** speaking 
of boots, and notaries public, and such matters, — 
excuse me for interrupting you, sir, — a little story 
has just popped into my head which may amuse the 
company; and as I am not very fond of political 
discussions, — no offence, sir, — I will tell it, for the 
sake of changing the conversation.” 

Whereupon, without further preamble or apology, 
he proceeded to tell his story in, as nearly as may 
be, the following words. 



THE 

NOTARY OF PERIGUEUX. 


Do not trust thy body with a physician. He *11 make thy 
foolish bones go without llesh in a fortnight, and thy soul walk 
M ithout a body a seniiiglit after. 

SlIIUOUT. 


You must know, gentlemen, that there lived some 
years ago, in the city of Perigueux, an honest notary 
public, the descendant of a very ancient and broken- 
down family, and the occupant of one of those old 
weather-beaten tenements which remind you of the 
times of your great-grandfather. He was a man of an 
unoffending, quiet disposition ; the father of a family, 
though not the head of it, — for in that family “ the 
hen over-crowed the cook," and the neighbours, 
when they spake of the notary, shrugged their 
shoulders, and exclaimed, “ Poor fellow ! his spurs 
want sharpening.** In fine, — you imderstond me, 
gentlemen, — he was hen-pecked. 

Well, finding no peace at home, he sought it else- 
where, as was very natural for him to do ; and at 
hmgih discovered a xdace of rest, far beyond the 
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cares and clamours of domestic life. This was a 
little caft: estaminct^ a short way out of 4he city 
whither he repaired every evening to smoke his pipe, 
drink sugar-water, and pltiy his favourite game of 
domino. There he met the boon companies he most 
loved ; heard all the Heating chitchat of the day ; 
laughed wlien he was in a merry mood ; found con- 
solation when he was sad ; and at all times gave vent 
to his opinions, without fear of being snubbed short 
by a flat contradiction. 

Now, the notary’s bosom-friend was a dealer in 
claret and cognac, who lived about a league from 
the city, and always passed his evenings at the 
estnminfit, ITe was a gross, corpulent fellow, raised 
from a full-blooded Gascon breed, and sired by a 
comic actor of some rejiutation in his way. He was 
remarkable for nothing but his good-humour, his 
love of cards, and a strong propensity to lest the 
quality of his own liquors, by comparing those sold 
at other places. 

As evil communications corrupt good manners, 
the bad practices of the wine-dealer w'on insensibly 
upon the w'orthy notary ; and before he was aware 
of it, he found himself weaned from domino and 
sugar- Avater, and addicted to iflquet and spiced w'ine. 
Indeed,' it not unfrequently hapijcned, that, after a 
long session at the estaminet^ the two friends grew 
so urbane, that they would waste a full half-hour at 
the door in friendly dispute which should conduct 
the other home. 

Though this course of life agreed well enough 
.witli the sluggish, phlegmatic temperament of the 
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wine- dealer, it soon began to play the very deuse 
with the* more sensitive organization of the notary, 
and finally put his nervous system completely out 
of tunc, lie lost his appetite, became gaunt and 
haggard, and could get no sleep. Legions of blue- 
devils haunted him by day, and by night strange 
faces peeped through his bed-curtains, and the night- 
mare snorted in his ear. The worse he grew, the 
more he smoked and tippled; and the mure he 
smoked and tippled, why, as a matter of course, 
the worse he grew. Ilis wife alternately stormed, 
remonstrated, entreated ; but all in vain. She made 
the house too hot for him, — he retreated to the 
tavern ; she broke his long-stemmed pipes upon the 
andirons, — he substituted a short-stemmed one, 
which, for safe keeping, he carried in his waistcoat- 
pocket. 

Thus the unhappy notary ran gradually down at 
the heel. What with his bad habits and his do- 
mestic grievances, he became completely hipped. 
He imagined that he was going to die ; and suffered 
in quick succession all the diseases that ever beset 
mortal man. Every shooting pain was an alarming 
symptom, every uneasy feeling after dinner a sure 
prognostic of some mortal disease. In vain did his 
friends ei.Jcavour to reason, and then to laugh him 
out of his strange whims ; for when did ever jest or 
reason cure a sick imagination ? His only answer 
-tvas, “ Do let me alone ; 1 k?iow better than you what 
ails mo.** 

Well, gentlemen, things were in this state, when, 
one afternoon in December, as he sat moping in 
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his office, ivrapped in an overcoat, with a cap on 
his head, and his feet thrust into a paiv of furred 
slippers, a cabriolet stopped at the door, and a loud 
knocking without arous&d him from his gloomy 
revery. It was a message from his friend the wine- 
dealer, who had been suddenly attacked with a 
violent fever, and, growing worse and worse, had 
now sent in the greatest haste for the notary to draw 
up his last will and testament. The case was 
urgent, and admitted neither excuse nor delay ; and 
the notary, tying a handkerchief round his face, and 
buttoning up to the chin, jumped into the cabriolet, 
and suffered himself, though not without some dismal 
presentiments and misgivings of heart, to be driven 
to the wine-dealer's house. 

When he arrived, he found everything in the 
greatest confusion. On entering the house, he ran 
against the apothecary, who was coming down stairs, 
with a face as long as your arm, and a few steps 
further he met the housekeeper — for the wine- 
dealer was an old bachelor — runningmp and down, 
and wringing her hands, for fear that the good man 
should die without making his will. He soon reached 
the chamber of his sick friend, and found him 
tossing about in a paroxysm of fever, and calling 
aloud for a draught of cold water. The notary 
shook his head ; he thought this a fatal symptom ; 
for ten years back the wine-dealer had been suffering 
under a species of hydrophobia, which seemed sud- 
denly to have left him. 

Wlien the sick man saw who stood by his bed- 
side he stretched out his hand, and exclaimed : 
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** Ah, my dear friend ! have you come at last^ 
Vou sec it '’is all over with me. You have arrived 
just in time to draw up that — that passport of mine. 
Ah, grand diahU! how hot it is here ! Water, — 
water, — water ! Will nobody give me a drop of 
cold w’ater?” 

As the case was an urgent one, the notary made 
made no delay 'in getting his papers in readiness ; 
and in a short time the last will and testament of the 
wine-dealer was drawn up in due form, the notary 
guiding the sick man’s hand as he scrawled his 
signature at the bottom. 

As the evening wore away, the wine-dealer grew 
worse and worse, and at length became delirious, 
mingling in his incoherent ravings the phrases of 
the Credo and Paternoster with the shibboleth of 
the dram-shop and the card- table. 

** Take care ! take care ! There, now — Credo in 
— ^Pop! ting-a-ling-ling ! give me some of that. 
Cent-e-dize ! 'Why, you old publican, this wine is 
poisoned, — kAow your tricks ! — Sanctam ecclesiam 
Catholicam — Well, well, we shall see. Imbecile! 
to have a ticrcc-major and a seven of hearts, and 
discard the seven ! Py St. Anthony, capot ! You 
arc lurched — ^ha ! ha ! I told you so. I knew very 
well, — there, — there, — don’t interrupt me — Camia 
resurrectionem et vitam etemam!'* 

With these words upon his lips, the poor wine- 
dealer expired. Meanwhile tlie notary sat cowering 
over the fire, aghast at the fearful scene that was 
pass'ng ''cfore him, and now and then striving to 
keep up his courage by a glass of co'mac. Already 
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his fears were on. the alert ; and the idea of eontagion 
flitted to and fro through his mind. In order to quiet 
these thoughts of evil import, he lighted his pipe, 
and began to prepare for* returning liome. At that 
moment the apothecary turned round to him and 
said : 

** Dreadful sickly time, this ! The disorder seems 
to be spreading.” • 

« What disorder exclaimed the notary, with a 
movement of surprise. 

“Two died yesterday, and three to-day,” con- 
tinued the apothecary, without answering the ques- 
tion. “ Very sickly time, sir, — very.” 

“But what disorder is it? What disease has 
carried off my friend here so suddenly ?” 

“ What disease ? Why, scarlet fever, to be sure.” 

“ And is it conttigious 

i* Certainly.” 

“Then I am a dead man !” exclaimed the notary, 
putting his pipe into his waistcoat-pocket, and be- 
ginning to walk up and down the room in despair. 
“ I am a dead man ! Now don’t deceive me,— 
don't, will you ? What — ^what are Uie symptoms ?” 

“ A sharp burning pain in the right side,” said 
the apothecary. 

“ O, what a fool I was to come here !” 

In vain did the housekeeper and the apothecary 
strive to pacify him; — ^lie was not a man to be 
reasoned with ; he answered that he knew his own 
constitution better than they did, and insisted upon 
going home without delay. Unfortunately, the 
vehicle he came in had returned to the city ; and 
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the whole neighbourhood was a-bed and asleep. 
What was io be done ? Nothing in the world but 
to take the apothecary's horsc» which stood hitched 
at the door, patiently waiting his master's will. 

Well, gentlemen, as there was no remedy, our 
notary mounted this raw-boned steed, and set forth 
upon his homeward journey. The night was cold 
and gusty, and Che wind right in his teeth. Over- 
head the leaden clouds were beating to and fro, and 
through them the newly risen moon seemed to be 
tossing and drifting along like a cock-boat in the 
surf ; now swallowed up in a huge billow of cloud, 
and now lifted upon its bosom and dashed witli 
silvery spray. Tlie trees by the road-side groaned 
with a sound of evil omen; and before him lay 
three mortal miles, beset with a thousand imaginary 
perils. Obedient to the whip and spur, the steed 
leapt forward by fits and starts, now dashing away 
in a tremendous gallop, and now relaxing into a 
long, hard trot ; while the rider, filled with symp- 
toms of disease' and dire presentiments of death, 
urged him on, as if he were fleeing before the pesti- 
lence. 

In this way, by dint of whistling and shouting, 
and beating right and left, one mile of the fatal three 
was safely passed. The apprehensions of the notary 
had so far subsided, that he even suffered the poor 
horse to walk up hill ; but these apprehensions were 
suddenly revived again with tenfold violence by a 
sharp pain in the right side, which seemed to pierce 
him like a needle. 

* It is upon me at last 1" groaned the fear-stricken 
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man. Heaven be merciful to me, the greatest o 
sinners ! And must I die in a ditch, afte»all } He ! 
get up, — get up !’* 

And away went horse and rider at full speed, — 
hurry-scurry, — up hill and down, panting and blow- 
ing like a whirlwind. At every leap, the pain in 
the ridcr*s side seemed to increase. At first it was 
a little point like the prick of a needle, — then it 
spread to the size of a half-franc piece, — then covered 
a place as large as the palm of your hand. It 
gained upon him fast. The poor man groaned aloud 
in agony ; faster and faster sped the horse over the 
frozen ground, further and further spread the pain 
over his side. To complete the dismal picture, the 
storm commenced, — snow mingled M'ith rain. But 
snow, and rain, and cold were naught to him ; fort 
though his arms and legs were frozen to icicles, he 
felt it not ; the fatal symptom was upon him ; he 
was doomed to die, — not of cold, but of scorle, 
fever ! 

At length, he knew not how, more dead than 
alive, he reached the gate of the city. A baud of 
ill-bred dogs, that M'crc serenading at a corner of 
the street, seeing the notary da.^h by, joined in the 
hue and cry, and ran barking and yelping at his 
heels. It was now late at night, and only here and 
there a solitary lamp twinkled from an upper story. 
But on went the notary, down this street and up 
that, till at last h(? reached his own door. There 
was a light in his wife’s bed-chamber. The good 
woman came to the window, alarmed at such a 
knocking, and howling, and clattering at her door 
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SO late at night ; and the notary was too deeply 
absorbed in his own sorrows to observe that the 
lamp cast the shadow of two heads on the window- 
curtain. 

“ Lot mo in ! let me in ! Quick ! quick !” he 
exclaimed, almost breathless from terror and fatigue. 

“ Who are you, that come to disturb a lone woman 
at this hour of die niglit ?’* cried a sharp voice from 
above. “ Begone about your business, and let quiet 
people sleep.” 

“ O, diable! Come dowm and let me in! 

I am your husband. Don’t you know my voice ? 
Quick, I beseech you ; for I am dying hero in the 
street !” 

After a few moments of delay, and a few more 
words of parley, the door was oi)cued, and the 
notary stalked into his domicil, and haggard 
in aspect, and as stiff and straight as a ghost. Cased 
from head to heel in un armour of ice, as the glare 
of the lamp fell upon him, he looked like a knight- 
errant mailed ir. steel. But in one place his armour 
was broken. On his right side was a circular spot, 
ns large as the crown of your hat, and about as 
black ! 

“My dear wife !” he exclaimed, 'with more ten- 
derness than he had exhibited for many years, 
“reach me a chair. My hours arc numbered. I 
am a dead man !” 

Alarmed at these exclamations, his wife stripped 
of:’ his overcoat. Something fell from beneath it, 
and w'a« dashed to pieces on the hearth. It was 
tl\e notary’s inpe ! He placed his hand upon his 
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side, and, lo! it -viras bare to the skin) Coat, 
Ttra^coat, and linen were burnt thrt)ugh and’ 
thr^gh, and there was a blister on his side as large 
over as yOur head ! 

The mystery was soon explained, symptom and 
all. The notary had put his pipe into his pocket, 
without knocking out the ashes ! And so my story 
ends. • 


“ Is that all ?’* asked the radical, when the story- 
teller had finished. 

“ That is all.** 

“ Well, what does your story prove ?** 

** That is more than I can tell. All I know is 
that the story is true.** 

**And did he die?’* said the nice little man in 
gosling-green. 

“Yes! he died afterwards,** replied the story- 
teller, rather annoyed by the question. 

“ And what did he die of?’* continued gosling- 
green, following him up. • 

“What did he die of? why, he died — of a 
sudden !" 




SPAIN. 

XKK 

JOURNEY INTO SPAIN. 


A ri«siie cle Tyver quo le joly temps dc primavere commence, 
et qu’on voit arbres verdoyer, fleurs espanouir, ct qu’ou oit les 
oisillons chanter en toutc joic et doulccur, tant quo les verta 
bocaf^es retentissent de leurs sons et que ctt*urs tristes pensile y 
dolcns B*en esjonissent, e’emouvent a deloisser dcuil ct toute 
tristesse, et ee parforcent a valoir mirux. 

La Pl^lSAMTK UlSTOlKK PS GCSaiN Px MONOnAVIB. 


SoFT-BREATHiNQ Spring ! how jnany pleasant 
thoughts, how many delightful recolleittioiis, does 
thy name awaken in the mind of a traveller ! Whe- 
ther he has followed thee by the banks of the Loire 
or the Guadalquivir, or traced thy footsteps slowly 
climbing the sunny slope of Alp or Apenninc, the 
thought of thee shall summon up sweet visions of 
the past, and thy golden sunshine and soft vapory 
atmosphere become ik portion of his day-dreams and 
of him. Sweet images of thee, and scenes that have 
oft inspired the poet’s song, shall mingle in his re- 
collections of the past. The shooting of the tender 
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leaf, — the sweetness and elasticity of the air, — the 
blue sky,^ -the fleet- drifting cloud, — and the i^ks 
of wild fow'l wheeling in long-drawn phalanx thfl^h 
the air, iind screaming from their dizzy height, — all 
these shall pass like a dream before his imagination. 

“ And genlly o’er liis memory eomc at limes 
A f^Uiiipse of joys that liud their hirtli in tlice, 

Like a brief strain of some forffottcii time.’* 

It W'^as at the opening of this delightful season of 
the year that I passed through the South of France, 
and took the road of St. Jean de Luz for the Spanish 
frontier. I left Bordeaux amid all the noise and 
gaiety of the last scene of Carnival. The streets 
and public w'alks of the city were full of merry 
groups in masks, — at every corner crowds were 
listening to the discordant music of the wandering 
ballad-singer ; and grotesque figures, mounted on 
high stilts, and*drcsscd in the garb of the peasants 
of the Landes of Gasconj-, were stalking up and 
down like so many long-legged cranes ; others Avere 
amusing thcmseU'^cs Avith the tricks and grimaces of 
little monkeys, disguised like little men, boAviiig to 
the ladies, and figuring .lAvay in red coats and ruffles ; 
and here and there a band of chimney-sweeps w'cre 
staring in stupid A\'ondcr at the miracles of a shoAv- 
man’s box. In a word, all was so full of mirth and 
merrimake, that even beggary seemed to have for- 
gotten that it was Avrctchcd, and gloried in the 
ragged masquerade of one poor holiday. 

To t>us scene of noise and gaiety succeeded the 
silence and solitude of the Laudes of Gascony 
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The road from Bordeaux to Bayonne winds along 
thro^h immense pine-forests and sandy plains* 
spotted here and there with a dingy little hovel, 
and the silence is interrupted only by the dismal 
hollow roar of the wind among the melancholy and 
majestic pines. Occasionally, however, the way is 
enlivened by a market-town or a straggling village ; 
and T still recollect the feelings of dblight which I 
experienced, when, just after sunset, we passed 
through the romantic town of Iloquefort, built upon 
the sides of the green valley of the Douzc, which 
has scooped out a verdant hollow for it to nestle in, 
amid those barren tracts of sand. 

On leaving Bayonne, the scene assumes a charac- 
ter of greater beauty and sublimity. To the vast 
forests of the Landes of Gascony succeeds a scene 
of picturesque beauty, delightful to the traveller's 
eye. Before him rise the snowy Pymenccs, — a long 
line of undulating hills, — 

“Uounrtrd nf.ir by peak aspiring bold,. 

Like capped >vitb helm of burnished ^old.” 

To the left, as far as the eye can reach, streten 
the delicious valleys of the Nive and Adour ; 
and to the right the sea flashes along the pebbly 
margin of its silver beach, forming a thousand 
little bays and irdets, or comes tumbling in among 
the cliffs of a rock-bound coast, and beats against 
its massive barriers wifli a distant, hollow, continual 
roar. 

Should these pages meet the eye of any solitary 
traveller who is journeying into Spain by the road 
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I here speak of, I would advise him to travel 
from BfTyonne to St. Jean de Luz on hors|}>ack. 
At the gate of Bayonne he will find a steed ready 
caparisoned for him, with a dark-eyed Basque 
girl for his companion and guide, who is to sit 
beside him upon the same horse. 

This style of travelling is, I believe, peculiar 
to the Basque provinces ; at all events, I have 
seen it nowhere else. The saddle is constructed 
with a large frame-work extending on each side, 
and covered with cushions ; and the traveller 
and his guide, being placed on the opposite ex- 
tremities, serve as a balance to each other. We 
overtook many travellers mounted in this way, 
and 1 could not help thinking it a mode of tra- 
velling far preferable to being cooped up in a dili- 
gence. 

The Basque girls arc generally beautiful ; and 
there was one of these merry guides we met 
upon the road to Bidart, w'hosc image haunts me 
still. She had large and expressive black eyes, 
teeth like pearls, a rich and sunburnt complexion, 
and hair of a glossy blackness, parted on the fore- 
head, and falling down behind in a large braid, so 
long as almost to touch the ground with the little 
riband that confined it at the end. She wore the 
common dress of the peasantry of the South of 
France, and a large gipsy straw hat was thrown 
back over her shoulder, and tied by a riband about 
her neck. There was hardly a dusty traveller in 
tlie Cv.ach who did not envy her companion the seat 
he occupied beside her. 
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Just at nightfall we entered the town of St. 
Jean de Luz, and dashed down its narrow streets 
at full gallop. The little madcap postillion cracked 
his knotted whip incessantly, and the souud echoed 
back from the high dingy walls like the report of a 
pistol. The coach wheels nearly touched the houses 
on each side of us ; the idlers in the street jumped 
right and left to save themselves ; window-shutters 
flew open in all directions ; a thousand heads pop- 
ped out from cellar and upper story ; “ Socr-r-rrf 
matin! ” shouted the postillion, — and we rattled on 
like an earthquake. 

St. Jean de liuz is a smoky little fishing town, 
situated on the low grounds at the mouth of 
the Nivelle, and a bridge connects it with the fau- 
bourg of Sibourne, which stands on the opposite 
bank of the river. I had no time, however, to note 
the peculiarities of the place, for I was whirled 
out of it with the same speed and confusion with 
which I had been whirled in, and I can only recol- 
lect the sw’eep of the road across the'Niyclle, — the 
church of Sibourne by the water’s edge ; — the 
narrow streets, — the smoky-looking houses with red 
window-shutters, and ** a very ancient and fish-like 
smell.” 

I passed by moonlight the little river Bidasoa. 
which forms the boundary between France and 
Spain ; and when the morning broke, found myself 
(ax up among the mowtains of San Salvador, the 
most westerly links of the great Pyrenean chain. 
The mountains around me were neither rugged nor 
precipitous, but they rose one above another in 
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a long, majestic swell, and the trace of the 
ploiighshurc was occasionally visible to their sum- 
mits. They seemed entirely destitute of forest- 
scenery ; and as the season of vegetation had 
not yet commenced, their huge outlines lay 
black, and barren, and desolate against the sky. 
But it was a glorious morning, and the sun rose 
up into a clo'udless heaven, and poured a flood of 
gorgeous splendour over the mountain landscape, 
as if proud of the realm he shone upon. The 
scene was enlivened by the dashing of a swollen 
mountain-brook, whose course we followed for 
miles down the valley, as it leaped onward to 
its journey's end, now breaking into a white 
cascade, and now foaming and chafing beneath a 
rustic bridge. 

Now and then wc rode through a dilapidated 
town, with a group of idlers at every corner, 
wrapped in tattered brown cloaks ; and smoking 
their little paper cigars in the sun ; then would 
succeed de'bolate tract of country, cheered only 
by the tinkle of a mule-bell, or the song of a 
muleteer ; then we would meet a solitary travel- 
ler mounted on horseback, and wrapped in the 
ample frMs of his cloak, with a gun hanging at 
the pommel of his saddle. Occasionally, too, 
among the bleak inhospitable hills, we passed 
a rude little chapel, with a cluster of ruined 
cottages around it ; and whenever our carriage 
stopped at the relay, or loitered sloAvly up the hill- 
side, u, crowd of children would gather around us, 
with little images and crucifixes for sale, curiously 
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ornamented with ribands and little bits of tawdry 
finery. • 

A day's journey from the frontier brought us 
to Vitoria, where the diligence stopped for tho 
night. I spent the scanty remnant of daylight 
in rambling about the streets of the city, with no 
other guide but the wliim of the moment. Now 
I i>lungcd down a dark and narrow alley, now 
emerged into a wide street or a spacious market- 
place, and now aroused the drowsy echoes of a 
church or cloister with the sound of my intrud- 
ing footsteps. But descriptions of churches and 
public squares are dull and tedious matters for 
those readers who are in search of amusement, 
and not of instruction ; and if any one has accom- 
panied me thus f«vr on my fatiguing journey towards 
the Spanish capital, 1 will readily excuse him from 
the toil of an evening ramble through the streets of 
Vitoria. 

On tho following morning, we left the town, long 
before daybreak, and during our forenofm's^ journey 
the postillion drew up at an inn, on the southern 
slope of the Sierra do San Lorenzo, in tho jiroviiicc 
of Old Castile. The house w as an old, dilapidated 
tenement, built of rough stone, and coarsely plastered 
ui^on the outside. The tiled roof had long been the 
sport of wind and rain, the motley coat of plaster 
was broken and time- worn, and tire whole building 
sadly out of repair ; thofigh the fanciful mouldings 
under the caves, and the curiously carved wood- 
work that supported the little balcony over the prin- 
•cipal entrance, spoke of better days gone by. The 
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-whole building reminded me of a dilapidated Spanish 
Don, dtiwn at the heel and out at elbows, but 
with here ninl there a remnant of former mag- 
nihceiice peeping through the loopholes of his tat- 
tered cloak, 

A w’ide gateway ushered the traveller into the 
interior of the building, and conducted him to a low- 
roofed aparfment, paved with round stones, and 
serving both as a court-yard and a stable. It seemed 
to be a neutral ground for man and beast, — a little 
republic, where a horse and rider had common 
privileges, and mule and muleteer lay clicek by jowl. 
In one corner a poor jackass was patiently devouring 
a bundle of musty straw, — in another its master 
lay sound asleep, with his saddle-cloth for a pillow ; 
here a group of muleteers were quarrelling over a 
pack of dirty cards, — and there the -village barber, 
with a self-important air, stood laving the alcalde’s 
chin from the helmet of Mambrino. On the wall, a 
little taper glimmered feebly before an image of St, 
Anthony ; 'directly opposite these a leathern wine- 
bottle hung by the neck from a pair of ox-horns ; 
and the pavement below was covered with a curious 
maJley of boxes, and bags, and cloaks, and pack- 
saddles, and sacks of grain, and skins of wine, and 
all kinas of lumber. 

A small door upon the right led us into the inn- 
kitchen. It was a room about ten feet square, and 
literally all chimney; fox' the hearth was in the 
centre ot the floor, and the walls sloped upward in 
the form of a long, narrow pjTamid, with an open- 
ing at the top for the escape of the smoke. Quite 
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round this little room ran a row of benches, upon 
which sat one or two grave personages Slnoking 
paper cigars. Upon the hearth blazed a handful of 
fagots, whose bright flame danced merrily among a 
motley congregation of pots and kettles, and a long 
wreath of smoke wound lazily up through the huge 
tunnel of the roof above. The walls were black 
with soot, and ornamented with suifJry logs of 
bacon and festoons of sausages ; and as there were 
no windows in this dingy abode, the only light 
which cheered the darkness within came flickering 
from the hre upon the hearth, and the smoky 
sunbeams that peeped down the long-necked 
chimney. 

I had not been long seated by the fire, when the 
tinkling of mule-bells, the clatter of hoofs, and the 
hoarse voice of a muleteer in the outer apartment, 
announced the arrival of new guests. A few mo- 
ments afterwards the kitchen- door opened, and a 
person entered, whose appearance strongly arrested 
my attention. It was a tall, athletic figure, with 
the majestic carriage of a grandee, and a dark, sun- 
burnt countenance, that indicated an age of about 
fifty years, llis dress was singular, and such as 1 
had not before seen. He wore a round hat with 
wide, flapping brim, from beneath which his long, 
black hair hung in curls upon his shoulders; a 
leather jerkin, with cloth sleeves, descended to his 
hips ; around his waist whs closely buckled a leather 
belt, with a cartouch-box on one side; a pair of 
loose trousers of black serge hung in ample folds to 
the knees, around which they were closely gathered 
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by embroidered garters of blue silk; and black 
broadclotli leggins, buttoned close to the calves, 
and strapped over a pair of brown leather shoes, 
completed the singuldr dress of the stranger. He 
doffed his hat as he entered, and, salutmg the com- 
pany with a “ Dios guardc d Vstedes, caballeroSy* 
(God guard you, gejitlcincn), took a seat by the 
fire, and entered into conversation with those around 
him. 

As my curiosity was not a little excited by the 
peculiar dress of this person, I inciuirod of a travel- 
ling companion, who sat at my elbow, who and 
what this new-comer was. Prom him I learned that 
ho was a muleteer of the Maragatcria, — a name 
given to a cluster of small towns which lie in the 
mountainous country between Astorga and Vil- 
latranca, in the western corner of the kingdom of 
Leon. 

“ Nearly every province in Spain,*' said he ** has 
its peculiar costume, as you w^ill see, when you have 
advanced further into our country. For instance, 
the Catalonians wear crimson caps, hanging down 
upon the shoulder like a sack; wide pantaloons 
of green velvet, long enough in the w'aistband to 
cover the whole breast; and a little strip of a 
jacket, made of the same material, and so short 
as to bring the pocket dirccQy under the armpit. 
The Volencians, on the contrary, go almost naked : 
a linen shirt, white linen tlouscrs, reaching no lower 
than the knees, and a pair of coarse leather sandals 
com]^ Y'tc their simple garb ; it is only in mid-winter 
that they indulge in the luxury of a jacket. The 
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most beautiful and expensive costume, however, is 
that of Andalusia: it consists of a velvet jjickct, 
faced with rich and various-coloured embroidery, 
and covered with tassels and silken cord ; a waist- 
coat of some gay colour; a silken handkerchief 
round the nock, and a crimson sash round the 
waist ; breeches that ])utton down each side ; gaiter . 
and shoes of white leather ; and a hamyccrchief of 
bright- coloured silk wound about the head like a 
turban, and surmounted by a velvet cap or a little 
round hat, with a wide band, and an abundance of 
silken loops and tassels. The Old Castilians are 
more grave in their attire: they wear a leather 
breast- plate instead of a jacket, breeches and leg- 
gins, and a montera cap. Tliis fcdlow is a Maragato ; 
and in the villages of the Maragateria the cos- 
tume varies a little from the rest of Leon and 
Castile.” 

** If he is indeed a Maragato,” said I, jestingly, 

who knows but he may bo a descendant of the 
muleteer who behaved so naughtily at Ca^abelos, as 
related in the second chapter of the varacious history 
of Oil 131as de Santillana ?” 

Quicn sabcf’ was the reply. “ Notwithstand- 
ing the pride wliich even the meanest Castilian feels 
in counting over a long line of good-lor-nothing 
ancestors, the science T>f genealogy has become of 
late a very intricate study in Spain.” 

Here our conversation* was cut short by the 
^nnyoral of the diligence, who came to tell us that 
the midcs wore waiting ; and before mairy hours 
had elapsed, we were scrambling llurough the 
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square of the ancient city of Burgos. On the 
morrow we crossed the river Ducro and the Gua- 
darrama Mountains, and early in the afternoon 
entered the “Heroica Villa" of Madrid, by the 
Puerta dc Fuciicarral. 
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Santiago y cierra Espana ! 

SrANxsit Wab-Crt. 


It is a beautiful morning in June ; — so beautiful^ 
that I almost fancy myself in Spain. The tessellated 
shadow of the honeysuckle lies n^otionless upon the 
floor, as if it W'ere a figure in the carpet ; and 
through the open window comes the fragrance of 
the wild-brier and the mock-orange, reminding me 
of that soft, sunny clime where the very air is 
laden, like the bcc, with sweetness, and the south 
wind , 

** ComcB over gardens, and the flowers 
That kissed it arc betrayed.** 

The birds are carolling in the trees, and their 
shadows flit across the window as they dart to and 
fro in the sunshine ; while the murmur of the bee, 
the cooing of the doves from the caves, and the 
whirring of a little huraming-bii*d that has its nest 
in the honeysuckle, sen^ up a sound of joy to meet 
the rising sun. How like the climate of the south ! 
How like a summer morning in Spain 1 
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My recollections of Spai*' are of the most lively 
and delightful kind. The character of the soil and 
of its inhabitants, — the stormy mountains and free 
spirits of the North, — ^thc prodigal luxuriance and 
gay voluptuousness of the South, — the history 
and traditions of the past, resembling more the 
fables of romance than the solemn chronicle of 
events, — a soft and yet majestic language that falls 
like martial music on the car, and a literature rich 
in the attractive lore of poetry and fiction, — these, 
but not these alone, arc my reminisccncos of Spain. 
With these I recall the thousand little circumstances 
and enjoyments Avliich always give a colouring to 
our recollections of the past ; the clear sky, — the 
pure, balmy air, — the delicious fruits and flowers, — 
the wild- fig and fkc aloe, — the palm-tree and the 
olive by the wayside, — all, all that makes existence 
so joyous, and renders the sons and daughters of 
that clime the children of impulse and sensation. 

As I write these words, a shade of sadness steals 
over me. When I think what that glorious land 
might be, and what it is, — what Nature intended it 
should be, and what man has made it, — my very 
heart sinks within me. My mind instinctively re- 
verts froij the degradation of the present to the 
glory of the past : or, looking forward with strong 
misgivings, but with vet stronger hopes, interrogates 
the future. 

The burnished rrm cur of the Cid stands in the 
archives of the royal mi*se^mi of Madrid, and there, 
too, is seen the armour of Ferdinand and Isabel, of 
Guzn» ai the Good and Gonzalo dc Coidova, and of 
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other early champions of Spain ; but what hand 
shall now wield the sword of the CampcaQor or lift 
up the banner of Leon and Castile? The ruins of 
Christian castle and Ivloorish alcazar still look forth, 
from the hills of Spain ; but where, O, where is the 
spirit of freedom that once fired the children of the 
Goth ? Where is the spirit of Bernardo del Corpio, 
and Perez deVergas, and Alonzo dc Aguilar? Shall 
it for ever sleep ? Shall it never again beat high in 
the hearts of their degenerate sons? Shall the 
descendants of Pelayo bow for ever beneath an iron 
3'okc, like cattle whose despair is dumb?" 

The dust of the Cid lies mingling with the dust 
of Old Castile ; but his spirit is not buried with his 
ashes. It sleeps, but is not ddad. The day will 
come, when the foot of the tyrant shall be shaken 
from the neck of Si)aiil ; when a brave and generous 
people, though now ignorant, degraded, and much 
qbused, shall “know their rights, and knowing dare 
iiuiintain." 

Of the national character of Spain I Tiave brought 
away this impression ; that its prominent traits are 
a generous pride of birth, a superstitious devotion 
to the dogmas of the chtirch, and an innate dignity, 
which exhibits itself even in the common and every- 
day employments of life. Castilian pride is pro- 
verbial. A beggar wraps his tattered cloak around 
him with all the dignity of a Koman senator ; and 
a muleteer bestrides his beast of burden with the 
air of a grandee. 

I have thought, too, that there was a tinge of 
sadness in the Spanish character. The national 
s 
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music of the land is remarkable for its melancholy 
tone ; and at times the voice of a peasant, singing 
amid the silence and solitude of the mountains, falls 
upon the car like a funeral chant. Even a Spanish 
holiday wears a look of sadness, — a circumstance 
which some writers attribute to the cruel and over- 
bearing spirit of the municipal laws. “On the 
greatest festivals,** says Jovellanos, “ instead of that 
boisterous merriment and noise which should be- 
speak the joy of the inhabitants, there reigns 
throughout the streets and market-places a slothful 
inactivity, a gloomy stillness, which cannot be re- 
marked without mingled emotions of surprise and 
pity. The few persons who leave their houses seem 
to be driven from them by listlessness, and dragged 
as far as the threshold, tl.e market, or the church- 
door ; there, muffled in their cloaks, leaning against 
a corner, seated on a bench, or loimging to and fro, 
without object, aim, or purpose, they pass their 
hours, their whole evenings, without mirth, recrea- 
tion, or amusement. When you add to tliis picture 
the dreariness and filth of the villages, the poor and 
slovenly dress of the inhabitants, the gloominess and 
silence of their air, the laziness, the want of concert 
and union so striking everywhere, who but would be 
astonished, who but would be afflicted by so mourn- 
ful a phenomenon ? This is not, indeed, the placo to 
expose the errors which conspire to produce it ; bi;t, 
whatever those errors may be, one point is clear, — 
that they are all to be found in the laws \”* 

* Iniorme a la Real Academia de Historia Bobro Juegos, 
Espectaculof, y Diversloncs Publicas. 
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Of the same serious, sombre character is the 
favourite national sport, — the bull-fight. ^ It is a 
barbarous amusement, bu^ of all others the most 
exciting, the most spirit-stirring ; and in Spain, the 
most popular. ** If Home lived content -with bread 
and arms,” says the author I have just quoted, in a 
spirited little discourse entitled Pany Toros^ ** Madrid 
lives content with bread and bulls.” 

Shall I describe a Spanish bull-fight ^ No. It 
has been so often and so well described by other 
pens that mine shall not undertake it, though it is a 
tempting theme. I cannot, however, refuse myself 
the pleasure of quoting here a few lines from one of 
the old Spanish ballads upon this subject. It is 
entitled “The Bull-fight of Oanzul.” Tlxe des- 
cription of the bull, which is contained in the pas- 
sage I here extract, is drawn with a master’s hand. 
It is rather a paraphrase than a translation, by Mr. 
Lockhart. 

** From Goadiana cornea he not, he comes not fhrni Xcnil, 

From Guadalarif of the plain, nor Barves of the hill ; 

But where fTom out the forest burst Xarama’s waters clear. 
Beneath the oak-trees was he nursed, this proud and stately steer. 

Dark is hia hide on either side, hut the blood within doth boil. 
And the dun hide glows, as if on fire as he paws to the turmoil. 
His eyes are jet, and they are set in crystal rings of snow ; 

But now they store with one red glare of brass upon the foe. 

Upon the forehead of the bull the horns stand close and near. 
From out the broad and wrinkled skull like daggers they appear. 
His neck is massy, like the trunk of some old, knotted tree, 
'Whereon the monster’s shaggy mane, like billows curled, ye see. 
82 
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His legs arc short, his hams arc thick, his hoofs arc black as night, 

Jake a sl% mg flail he holds his tail, in fierceness of his might; 

Like bometliing molten ont of iron, or hewn from foilh the rock, 

Ilarpado of Xaraiua stands to hide the Alcayde’s shock. 

Now stops the drum, — dose, close they come ; thrice meet and 
thrice give back ; 

Tlie white foam of Ilarpatlo lies on the charger’s breast of 
black ; 

The white foam of the charger on lIari>ado’s front of dun ; — 

Once more advance upon his lance, — once more, thou fearless 
one ! ’* 

There arc various circumstances closely connected 
with the train of thought I have here touched upon ; 
but I forbear to mention them, for fear of drawing 
out this introductory chapter to too great a length. 
Some of them -will naturally find a place hereefter. 
Meanwhile lot us turn the leaf to a new chapter, and 
to subjects of a livelier nature. 
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Nedyls, tlircdc, tbymbcll, sbcrs, and all siAlic knackes. 

The Fovu Ps. 


I. 

A TAiLOH'a drawer, did you say ? 

Yes; a tailor’s drawer. It is, indeed, rather a 
quaint rubric for a chaiitcr in the jiilgrim’s breviary ; 
albeit it well befits tlic motley character of the 
following pages. It is a title which the Spaniards 
give to a desultory discourse, wdicrein various and 
discordant themes are touched upon, and which is 
crammed full of little shreds and patches of erudi- 
tion ! and certainly it is not inapprojniate to a 
cliapter whose contents arc of every shape and hue, 
and “ do no more adhere and keep pace together 
than the hundredth psalm to the tune of “ Green 
Sleeves,” 


II. 

It is recorded in the Adventures of Gil Bias de 
Santillana, that, whennhis renowned personage first 
visited the city of Madrid, he took lodgings at the 
house of Mateo Malandez, in the Buerta del Sol. 
In choosing a xdace of abode in the Bjianish court, T 
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followed, as far as practicable, this illustrious ex- 
ample; bv.t« as the kind-hearted Mateo had been 
long gathered to his fathers, I was content to take 
up my residence in the*^ hired house of Valentin 
Gonzalez, at the foot of the Calle de la Montera. 
My apartments were in the third story, above the 
dust, though not beyond the rattle, of the street ; 
and my balconijs looked down into the Puerta del 
Sol, the heart of Madrid, through which circulates 
the living current of its population at least once 
every twenty-four hours. 

The Puerta del Sol is a public square, from which 
diverge the live principal streets of the metropolis. 
It is the great rendezvous of grave and gay, — of 
priest and layman, — of gentle and simple, — the mart 
of business and of gossip, — the place where the 
creditor seeks his debtor, ivhere the lawyer seeks 
his client, where the stranger seeks amusement, 
where the friend seeks his friend, and the foe his 
foe ; where the idler seeks the sun in winter, and 
the shade in Lummer, and the busybody seeks the 
daily new's, and picks up the crumbs of gossip to 
fly away with them in his beak to the tertulia of 
Dona Puqiiita ! 

Tell me, ye who have sojourned in foreign lands, 
and know in what bubbles a traveller’s happiness 
consists, — is it not a blessing to have your window 
overlook a scene like this ? 

III. 

There — take that chair upon the balcony, and 
let us look down upon the busy scene beneath us. 
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What a continued roar the* crowded thoroughfare 
sends up ! Though three stories high, we can hardly- 
hear the sound of our own voices ! TlTe London 
cries arc whispers, when c;pmparcd w'ith the cries of 
Madrid. 

See, — yonder stalks a gigantic peasant of New 
Castile, with a moiitera cap, brown jacket and 
breeches, and coarse blue stockings, forcing his way 
through the crowd, and leading a donky laden with 
charcoal, whose sonorous bray is in unison with the 
harsh voice of his master. Close at his elbow goes 
a rosy-checked damsel, selling calico. She is an 
Asturian from the mountains of Santander. How 
do you know ? By her short yellow petticoats, — her 
blue bodice, — her coral necklace and earrings. 
Through the middle of the square struts a peasant 
of Old Castile, with his yellow leather jerkin strap- 
ped about his w-aist, — his brown Icggins and his blue 
garters, — driving, before him a flock of gabbling 
turkeys, and crying at the top of his voice, “ Pao, 
p€iOf pavUos, prtos/” Next comes a Valencian, w'ith 
his loose linen trousers and sandal shooi^ holding a 
huge sack of water-melons upon his shoulder with 
his left hand, and with his right balancing high in 
air a specimen of his luscious fruit, upon which is 
perched a little pyramid of the crimson pulp, while 
he tempts the passers-by with “ A cala^ y calando i 
una sandia vendo-o-o. Si esto es aangre T* (By the 
slice, — come and try — water-melon for sale. This 
is the real blood !) liis companion near him has a 
pair of scales thrown over his shoulder, and holds 
both arms full of musk-melons. He chimes into the 
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harmonious ditty with “ Melo — mc!o~o~o — meloncitos , 
aqul estd azucarC* (Melons, melons; here is the 
real sugar!) llchind them creeps a slow-moving 
Asturian, in heavy wooolcn shoes, crying water- 
cresses ; and a peasant woman from the Guadarrama 
Mountains, with a montcra cocked up in front, and 
a blue kerchief tied under her chin, swings in each 
hand a bunch ,^of li\'C chickens, that hang by the 
claws, head downwards, fluttering, scratcliing, crow- 
ing with all their might, while the good woman tries 
to drown their voices in the discordant cry of 
** iQiiien me compraun gallo^ — un jtar de gallinasf* 
(Who buys a cock, — a pair of fowls?) That tall 
fellow in blue, with a pot of flowers upon his 
shoulder, is a wag, beyond all dispute. Sec how 
cunningly ho cocks his eye up at us, and cries, “ 
yo turner a balcon !’* (If I only had a balcony !) 

What next? A Manchego with a sack of oil 
under his arm ; a G allego with a huge water-jar 
upon his shoulders ; an Italian pedler with images 
of saints and ijnadonnas; a razor-grinder with his 
wheel ; a nlendcr of pots and kettles, making music 
as he goes with a shovel and a frying-pan; and, in 
fine, a noisy, patchwork, ever-changing crowd, 
whose discordant cries mingle with the rumbling of 
wheels, the ».-attcr of hoofs, and the clang of church- 
bells ; and make the Puerta del Sol, at certain hours 
of the day, like a street in Babylon the Great. 


Chiton ! A beautiful girl, with flaxen hair, blue 
eyes, and the form of a fairy in a midsummer night’s 
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dream, has just stepped out on the balcony beneath 
us ! See how cotiuettishly she crosses her aiims upon 
the balcony, thrusts her dainty little foot through 
the bars, and plays with her slipper ! She is an 
Andalusian, from Malaga. Her brother is a bold 
dragoon, and wears a long sword ; so beware ! and 
“let not the ercaking of shoos and the rustling of 
silks betray thy poor heart to woman. V Her mother 
is a vulgar \voman, “ fat and forty eats garlic in 
her salad, and smokes cigars. 13ut mind ! that is x 
secret ; I tell it to you in conlidcnec. 


V. 

The following little ditty I translated from the 
Si)ani&h. It is as delicate as a dew-drop. 

She is a maiil of ai Uc‘'S grace, 

(icnlle in foim, and fail of face. 

Toll mo, thou ancient mariner, 

That saileit on the sea. 

If slnn, or sail, or e^ening star 
lie lialf fao tail as she 1 

Tell me, tliou gallant cavalier. 

Whose shining amis I m’C, 

If steed, or sword, or battlc-llcld 
Be half so fair as she I 

Tell mo, thou swain, that miards’t thy flock 
Beneath the sliadow'y tree. 

If floc-k, or vale, or mountain-ridt'C 
Be half so fair as she !” 


VI. 


A MILLER has just passed by, covered with flour 
from head to foot, and perched upon the tip end of u 
8 3 
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little donkey, crying “ Arre horrico / ** and at every 
cry sniirging a cudgel in his hand, and giving the 
ribs of the poor beast what in the vulgar dialect is 
called a cacJdporrazo, *1 could not help laughing, 
though I felt provoked with the fellow for his cruelty. 
The truth is, I have great regard for a jackass. Ilis 
meekness, and patience, and long-suffering are very 
amiable qualities, and, considering his situation, 
worthy of all praise. In Spain, a donkey plays as 
conspicuous a part as a priest or a village alcalde. 
There would be no getting along without him. And 
yet, who so beaten and abused as he ? 


VII. 

Here comes a gay gallant, with white kid gloves, 
a quizzing-glass, a black cane, with a white ivory 
pommel and a little hat, cocked pertly on one side 
of his head. lie is an exquisite fop, and a great 
lady's man. You will always find him on the Prado 
at sunset, when the crowd and dust arc thickest, 
ogling through his glass, flourishing his cane, and 
humming between his teeth some favourite air of 
the Semiramis, or the Barber of Seville. He is a 
great amateur, and patron of the Italian Opera ; 
beats time with his cane, — ^nods his head, and cries 
Bravo I — and fancies himself in love with the Prima 
Donna. The height of his ambition is to be thought 
the gay I^othario, — the gallant- Don Cortejo of his 
little sphere. He is a poet Withal, and daily besieges 
the heart of the cruel Dona Inez with sonnets and 
madrijals. She turns a deaf ear to his song, and is 
inexorable 
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** Mas quc no sea mas piadosu 
A doH escudos on prosa. 

No puedc scr.” 

VUI. 

WiiAT a contrast between this personage and the 
sallow, emaciated being who is now crossing the 
street ! It is a barefooted Carmelite,*— a monk of an 
austere order, — wasted by midnight vigils and long 
penance. Abstinence is written on that pale cheek, 
and the bowed head and downcast eye are in ac- 
cordance with the meek profession of a mendicant 
brotherhood. 

What is this world to thee, thou man of penitence 
and prayer ? What hast thou to do w’ith all this 
busy, turbulent scene about thee, — M'ith all the 
noise, and gaiety, and splendour of this thronged 
city ? Nothing. The 'wide world gives thee notliing, 
save thy daily crust, thy crucifix, thy convent-cell, 
thy pallet of straw ! Pilgrim of heaven ! thou 
hast no home on earth. Thou art journeying on- 
ward to “a house not made with hands;" and 
like the first apostles of thy faith, thou takest 
neither gold, nor silver, nor brass, nor scrip for thy 
journey. Thou hast shut thy heart to the endear- 
ments of earthly love, — thy shoulder beareth not 
the burden with thy fellow-man, — in all this vast 
crowd thou hast no friends, no hopes, no sympathies. 
Thou standcst aloo^ from man, — and art thou 
nearer God ? I know not. Thy motives, thy inten- 
tions, thy desires are registered in heaven. 1 am 
thy fellow-man, — and not thy judge. 
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•* Who is the greater >*' says the German moralist; 
** the wis9, man who lifts himself above tho storms 
of time, and from aloof looks down upon them, 
and yet takes no part therein, — or he who from the 
height of quiet and repose throws himself boldly 
into the battle-tumult of the world ? Glorious is it, 
when the eagle through the beating tempest flics 
into the bright blue heaven upward ; but far more 
glorious, when, poising in the blue sky over the 
black storm-abyss, he plunges downward to his 
aerie on the clifl*, where cower his unfledged brood, 
and tremble.’* 


IX. 

Sultry grows the day, and breathless ! The 
lately crowded street is silent and deserted, — hardly 
a footfall, — hardly here and there a solitary figure 
stealing along in tho narrow strip of shade beneath 
the eaves ! Silent, too, and deserted is the Puerta 
del Sol ; so silent, that even at this distance the 
splashing of i^;} fountain is distinctly audible, — so 
deserted, that not a living thing is visible there, 
save the outstretched and atheltic form of a Galician 
water- c irricr, who lies asleep upon the pavement in 
the cool shadow of the fountain ! There is not air 
enough to stir the leaves of the jasmine upon the 
balcony, or break the thin column of smoke that 
issues from the cigar of Don Diego, master of the 
noble Spanish tongue, y honikre de muchos dingolon-^ 
ilanyos. He sits bolt upright between the window 
and the door, with the collar of his snuff-coloured 
frock thrown back upon his shoulders, and his toes 
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turned out like a dnncing-master, poring over the 
Diario de Madrid^ to learn how high the tl^f rmome- 
tcr rose yesterday, — what patron saint has a festival 
to-day, — and at what hour to-morrow the “ King of 
Spain, Jerusalem, and the Canary Islands” will 
take his departure for the gardens of Aranjeuz. 

You have a proverb in your language) Don Diego, 
which says : — • 


Dospurs de comer 
Ni on Bobresicrito leer 

after dinner read not even the superscription of a 
letter. I shall obey, and indulge in the exquisite 
luxury of a siesta, I confess that I love this after- 
dinner nap. If I have a gift, a vocation for any- 
thing, it is for sleeping ; and from my heart I can 
say with honest Saneho, “ Blessed be the man that 
first invented sleep 1” In a sultry clime, too, where 
the noontide heat unmans you, and the cool starry 
night seems made for anything but slumber, I am 
willing to barter an hour or two of intwiso daylight 
for an hour or two of tranquil, lovely, dewy night ! 

Therefore, Don Diego, hasta la vista ! 

X. 

It is evening ; the day is gone ; fast gather and 
deepen the shades of twilight ! In the words of a 
German allegory, “ The babbling day has touched 
the hem of night’s garment, and, 'weary and stile 
drops asleep in her bosom.” 

The city awakens from its slumber. The convent- 
. bells ring solemnly and slow. The streets arl, 
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thronged again. Once more 1 hear the shrill cry, 
the rating 'wheel, the murmur of the crowd. The 
blast of a trumpet sounds from the Puerta del Sol, — 
then the tap of a drum a mounted guard opens the 
way, — the crowd dolT their hats, and the king sweeps 
by in a gilded coach drawn by six horses, and fol> 
lowed by a long train of uncouth, antiquated vehicles 
drawn by mqlcs. 

The living tide now sets towards the Prado, and 
the beautiful gardens of the Ketiro. Beautiful are 
they at this magic hour ! Beautiful, 'with the almond- 
tree in blossom, with the broad green leaves of the 
sycamore and the chestnut, with the fragrance of the 
orange and the lemon, with the beauty of a thousand 
flowers, with the soothing calm and the dewy fresh- 
ness of evening ! 


XI. 

I LO'VE to linger on the Prado till the crowd is 
gone and the night for advanced. There musing and 
alone I sit, a;id listen to the lulling fall of waters in 
their ma^rble fountains, and watch the moon as it 
rises over the gardens of the Rctiro, brighter than 
a northern sun. The beautiful scene lies half in 
shadow, half in light, — almost a fairy land. Oc- 
casionally the sound of a guitar, or a distant voice, 
breaks in upon my revery. Then the form of a 
monk, from the neighbouring convent, sweeps by me 
like a shadow, and disappears in the gloom of the 
leafy avenues ; and far away from the streets of the 
city comes the voice of the watchman telling tlie 
midnight hour. 
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Lovely art thou, O Night, beneath the skies of 
Spain ! Day, panting with heat, and laden with a 
thousand cares, toils onward like a beast of burden ; 
but night, calm silent, hol^ night, is a ministering 
angel that cools with its dewy breath the toU-heated 
brow ; and like the Homan sisterhood, stoops down 
to bathe the pilgrim’s feet. How grateful is the 
starry twilight ! How grateful the gentle radiance 
of the moon ! How grateful the delicious coolness 
of “the omnipresent and deep-breathing air!” 
Lovely art thou, O night, beneath the skies of 
Spain! 
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■ I love a ballad but even too well, if it be doleful matter merrily 
BCt down, or a very pleasant thing indeed, and sung lamentably. 

WiNTEii’s Tale, 


How universal is the love of poetry I Every 
nation has its popular songs, the olispring of a 
credulous simplicity, and an unschooled fancy. Tlie 
peasant of the North, as he sits by the evening fire, 
sings the traditionary ballad to his children, — 

** Nor wants bo gleeful tales, while round 
The nut-brown bowl doth trot.” 

•I 

Tlie peasant of the South, as he lies at noon in the 
shade of the sycamore, or sits by his door in the 
evening twilight, sings his amorous lay, and list- 
lessly, 

“ On hollow' quillH of oaten straw. 

He pipetb melody.” 

The muleteer of Spain carofs with the early lark, 
amid the stormy mountains of his native land. The 
vintag. T of Sicily, has his evening liyinn ; the fisher- 
man of Naples his boat-song ; the gondolier of 
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V’cnice his midnight Bcrcnadc. The goatherd of 
Switzerland and the Tyrol I the Carpathian boor, the 
Scotch Highlander, — the English ploughbo^, sing- 
ing as he drives his team a-tjeld, — peasant, — serf, — 
slave, — all, all have their ballads and traditionary 
songs. Music is the universal language of mankind, 
— poetry their universal pastime and delight. 

The ancient ballads of S^iain hold a x>i^oniincnt 
rank in her literary history. Their number is truly 
astonishing, and may well staitle the most enthu- 
siastic lover ^ popular song. The Komanccro 
General* contains upwards of a thousand; and 
though uijon many of these may justly be bestowed 
the encomimu w'hich honest Izaak Walton pro- 
nounces upon the old English ballad of the Pas- 
sionate Shepherd, — “old-fashioned poetry, but 
choicely good,” — yet, as a whole, they are, 
perhaps, more remarkable for their number than 
for their beauty. Every great historic event, 
every marvellous tradition, has its popular ballad. 
Don llodcrick, Bernardo del Carpio, ^iid the Cid 
Campeador are not more the heroes of» ancient 
chronicle than of ancient song ; and the imaginary 
champions of Christendom, the tw'elvo peers of 
Charlemagne, have found a historianin the wan- 
dering ballad-singer no less authentic than the good 
Archbishop Turpin. 

Most of these ancient ballads had their origin 
during the dominion of the Moors in Spain. Many 

* Romanccro General, cn quo se contione todos los Romances 
^ue andun impresos. 4to. Madrid, l(iU4. 
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of them, doubtless, are nearly as oM as the events 
they celebrate; though in their present form the 
greater part belong to the fourteenth century. The 
language in which they arc now preserved indicates 
no higher antiquity ; but wlio shall say how long 
they had been handed down by tradition, ere they 
were taken from the lips of the wandering minstrel, 
and recorded in a more permanent form ? 

The seven centuries of the Moorish sovereignty 
in Spain arc the heroic ages of her history and hcv 
poetry. What the warrior achieved with his sword 
the minstrel published in his song. The character 
of those ages is seen in the character of their litera- 
ture. History casts its shadow far into the land of 
song. Indeed, the most prominent characteristic of 
the ancient Spanish ballads is their warlike spirit. 
They shadow forth the majestic lineaments of the 
warlike ages ; and through every line breathes a 
high and peculiar tone of chivalrous feeling. It is 
not the piping sound of peace, but a blast, — a loud, 
long blast frpin the war-horn, — 

A trump with a stem breath, 

'Which is doped the trump of death.’* 

And V 'th this mingles the voice of lamentation, — 
the requiem for the slain, with a melancholy sweet- 
ness ; — 


Bio Verde, Bio Verde! 

Many a coipse is bathed in thee. 
Both of Moors and eke of Christians, 
Slain with swords most cruelly. 
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And thy pure and chrystal waters 
Dappled are with crimson gore ; 

For between the Moors and Christians 

Long has been the fight and sore. 

• 

Dukes and counts fell bleeding near thee. 

Lords of high renown were slain. 

Perished many a brave hidalgo 
Of the noblemen of Spain. 

#Another prominent characteristic of these ancient 
ballads is their energetic and beautiful simplicity. 
A great historic event is described in the fewest 
possible words ; there is no ornament, no artifice. 
The poet's intention was to narrate, not to embellish. 
It is truly wonderful to observe what force, and 
beauty, and dramatic power arc given to the old 
romances by this single circumstance. When Ber- 
nardo del Carpio leads forth his valiant Leoncse 
against the hosts of Charlemagne, he animates their 
courage by alluding to their battles with the Moors, 
and exclaims, ** Shall the lions that have bathed 
their paws in Libyan gore now crouch bclore the 
Frank?" When he enters the palace of the treach- 
erous Alfonso, to upbraid him for a broken promise, 
and the king orders him to be arrested for contumely, 
he lays his hand upon his sword and cries, ** Let no 
one stir ! L am Bernardo ; and my sword is not 
subject even to kings !’* When the Count Alarcos 
prepares to put to death diis own wife at the king's 
command, she submits patiently to her fate, asks 
time to say a prayer, and then exclaims, **Now 
bring me my infant boy, that I may give him suck^ 
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as my last farewell ! ” Is there in Homer an inci- 
dent m%. re touching, or more true to nature ? 

The ancient Spanish ballads naturally divide 
themselves into three* classes : — the Historic, the 
Homuntic, and the Moorish. It must be confessed, 
however, that the line of ckmiarkation between 
these three classes is not well defined ; for many 
of the Motirish ballads arc liistoric, and many 
others occupy a kind of debatable ground betwe^ 
the liistoric and the romantic. I have adopted thra 
classification for the sake of its convenience, and 
shall now make a few hasty observations upon each 
class, and illustrate my remarks by specimens of the 
ballads. 

Tlie historic ballads are those which recount the 
noble deeds of the early heroes of Spain ; of Ber- 
nardo del Carpio, the Cid, Martin Pelaez, Garcia 
Perez de Vargas, Alonso de Aguilar, and many 
others whose names stand conspicuous in S^ianish 
history. Indeed, these ballads may themselves be 
regardcfl iA the light of historic documents ; they 
are portraits of long-departed ages, and if at times 
their features are exaggerated and coloured wdth too 
bold a contrast of light and shade, yet the free and 
spirited touches of a master’s hand are recognized 
in all. They are instinct, too, wdth the spirit of 
Castilian pride, with the high and dauntless spirit of 
liberty that burned so fiercely of old in the heart of 
the brave hidalgo. Take, Tor example, the ballad of 
the Five Farthings. King Alfonso the Eighth, 
having exhausted his treasury in w'ar, wishes to lay 
a tax of five farthings upon each of the Castiliaii 



ANCIENT SPANISH BALLADS. 169 

liidalgps, in order to defray the expenses of a jour- 
ney from Burgos to Cuenca. This proposition of 
the king was mot with disdain by the noblemen who 
had been assembled on the ifccasion : — 

** Don Nimo, Count of Lara, 

In nngor and in pridr, 

Forpot all reverence for the king. 

And thus in wrath replied 

* Our noble ancestors/ quoth he, 

* Ne’er such a tribute paid ; 

Nor shall the Idng receive of us 
What they have once gainsaid. 

nie hasc-bom soul who dooms it just 
bfay hero u ith thoo remain ; 

Rut follow me, yc cavaliers. 

Ye noblemen of Spain, 

Forth follow ort they the noble count, 

They marched to fJlera’s plain ; 

Out of three thousand g.tllant knights 
Did only thiee remain. 

They tied the tribute to their spears, 

They raised it in the air. 

And they sent to tell their lord the king 
That his tax was ready there, 

* Hr may send and take hy force,* said they, 

This paltry sum of gold ; 

But the gotxUy gift of liberty 
Cannot bo bought and sold.* ** 

• 

llie same gallant spirit breathes through all the 
historic ballads ; but, perhaps, most fervently in 
•those uhich relate to Bernardo del Carpio. How 
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spirit'Stirring^ are all the speeches 'which the bsllad- 
'writers 'Aave put into the mouth of this valiaAt 
hero! ** Ours is the blood of the Ooth/' says he to 
King Alfonso ; ** sweet to us is liberty, and bondage 
odious !** *' The king may give bis castles to the 

Frank, but not his vassals; for kings themselves 
hold no dominion over the free 'will 1*' He and his 
followers wo\ild rather die freemen than live slaves ! 
If these are the common watchwords of liberty at 
the present day, they were no less so among the 
high-born and high-soulcd Spaniards of the eighth 
century. 

One of the finest of the historic ballads is that 
which describes Bernardo's march to Roncesvalles. 
He sallies forth ** with three thousand Leonese and 
more,** to protect the glory and freedom of his 
native land. From all sides, the peasantry of the 
land flock to the hcro*8 standard : — 


* The Tiearant eaves his plough a-flcld. 
The reaper leaves his hook. 

And from his hand the shepherd-boy 
Lets fall the pastoral crook. 


IT* ' young set up a shout of Joy, 

The old forget their years. 

The feeble man grows stout of heart. 
No more the craven fears. 

All rush to Bernard’s standard. 

And on liberty they call ; 

They cannot brook to wear the yoke. 
When threatened by the GauU 
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« Free were we l)om,* »ti« thus they cry, 
• And irlllinprly pay we 
The duty that we owe our kinp. 

By the divine decree. • 

*But C3od forbid that we obey 
The laws of foreign knaves. 

Tarnish the glory of our sires^ 

And make our children slaves. 

• Our hearts have not so craven grown. 

So bloodless all our veins. 

So vigourless our brawny arms^ 

An to submit to chains. 

*IIan the andociouH Frank, fornooth. 
Subdued these seas and lands ? 

Shall he a bloodless victory have T 
No ; not while we have hands. 

• He shall learn that the gallant LeoBCM 

Can bravely flght and fall ; 

But that they know not how to jdrid ; 
They arc Castilians all. 

• Was it for this the Homan power. 

Of old was made to yield 
Unto Numantia’s valiant host% 

On many a bloody field T 

• Shall the bold lions that have bathed 

Their paws in Libyan gore. 

Crouch basely to a feebler too. 

And dare the strife im more I 

• XiCt the false king sell town and tower 

But not his vassals free ; 

For to subdue the free-bom soul 
No royal power hath he !• ” 
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These short specimens will suffice to show the 
BiDirit of the old heroic ballads of Spain ; the Ro- 
mances del Cid, and those that rehearse the gallant 
achievements of many other champions, brave and 
stalwart knights of old, I must leave unnoticed, 
and pass to another field of chivalry and song. 

Tlic next class of the ancient Spanish ballads is 
the Romantic, including those which relate to the 
Twelve Peers of Charlemjigne other imaginary 
heroes of the days of chivalry. There is an ex- 
aggeration in the prowess of these heroes of romance 
which is in accordance with the warmth of a Spanish 
imagination ; and the ballads which celebrate their 
achievements still go from mouth to mouth among 
the peasantry of Spain, and arc hawked about the 
streets by the blind ballad-monger. 

Among the romantic ballads, those of the Twelve 
Peers stand pre-eminent; not so much for their 
poetic merit as for the fame of their heroes. In 
them are sung the valiant knights whose history is 
written more at large in the prose romances of 
chivalry, — Orlando, and Oliver, and Montesinos, 
and Duran darte, and the Marques de Mantua, and 
the other paladins, ** que m %ma 7nesa comian pan** 
These ’ illads are of different length and various 
degrees of merit. Of some a few lines' only re- 
main ; they ai'c evidently fragments of larger works ; 
while others, on the contrary, aspire to the length 
and dignity of epic poems ; — witness the ballads of 
the Condc dc Irlos, and the Marques de Mantua, 
each of which consists of nearly a thousand long 
and sonorous hexameters. 
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Among these ballads of the Twelve Peers there 
are many of great beauty ; others po^css little 
merit, and are wanting in vigour and conciseness. 
Prom the structure of the versidention, I should 
rank them among the oldest of the Spanish ballads. 
They are all monrhythmic, with full consonant 
rhymes. 

To the romantic ballads belong alsc^ a great num- 
ber which recount the deeds of less celebrated 
heroes ; but among them all none is so curious as 
that of Virgil. Like the old French romance WTiters 
of the Middle Ages, the early Spanish poets intro- 
duce the Mantuan bard as a knight of chivalry. 
The ballad informs us that a certain king kept him 
imprisoned seven years, for what old Bran tome 
would call outrecuydance with a certain Dona Isabel. 
But being at mass on Sunday, the recollection of 
Virgil comes suddenly into his mind, when he 
ought to be attending to the priest ; and, turning to 
his knights, he asks them what has become of Virgil, 
One of them replies : ** Your Ilighnesii has him im- 
prisoned in your dungeons to which* the king 
makes answer with the greatest coolness, by telling 
them that the dinner is waiting, and that after they 
have dined they will pay Virgil a visit in his prison. 
Then up and spake the queen like a true heroine ; 
quoth she, will not dine w'ithout him;” and 
straightway they all repaired to the i)rison, where 
they find the incarcerated knight engaged in the plea- 
sant pastime of combing his hair and arranging his 
beard. He tells the king very coolly that on that very 
day he has been a prisoner seven years ; to this the 
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king replies, ** Hush, hush, \ Irgil ; it takes three 
more to make ten.” “Sire,” says Virgil, with the 
same philosophical composure, “if your Highness 
so ordains, I will pass my whole life here.*’ “ As a 
reward for your patience, you shall dine with me to- 
day,” says the king. “My coat is torn,” says 
Virgil ; “ I am not in Jrim to make a leg.” But 
this difficulty^ is removed by the promise of a new 
suit from the king ; and they go to dinner. Virgil 
delights both knights and damsels, but most of all 
Dona Isabel. The archbishop is called in ; they arc 
married forthwith, and the ballad closes like a scene 
in some old play : — “ He takes her by the hand, and 
leads her to the garden,” 

Such is this curious ballad. 

I now turn to one of the most beautihil of these 
ancient Spanish poems; — it is the lioinance del 
Conde Alarcos; a ballad full of interest and oi 
touching pathos. The story is briefly this. The 
Count Alarcos, after being secretly betrothed to the 
Infanta Solisa, forsakes her and weds another lady. 
Many years afterward, the i>riiicess, sitting alone, as 
she w’as wont, and bemoaning her forsaken lot, 
resol \es to tell the cause of her secret sorrow to the 
king her father ; and, after confessing her clandestine 
love for Count Alarcos, demands the death of the 
countess, to heal her wounded honour. Her story 
awakens the w'rath of the king; he acknowledges the 
justness of her demand, s'^eks an interview wdth 
the count, and sets the case before him in so strong 
a ligl t, that Anally he wrings from him a promise 
to put his wife to death with his own hand. The 
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count returns homeward a grief-stricken man, weep- 
ing the sad destiny of his w'ife, and saying within 
himself, “ How shall I look upon her smile of joy, 
w'hen she comes forth to mrtit me The countess 
welcomes his return W'ith an affectionate tenderness ; 
but he is heavy at heart and disconsolate. He sits 
down to supper with liis children around him, but 
the food is untasted ; he hides his face *n his hands, 
and weeps. At length they retire to their chamber. 
In the language of Mr. Lockhart's translation, — 


“ They came together to the bower, where they were used to 
rest, — 

None ^ith them but the little babe that was upon the breast . 
The count hml b.irrcJ the chamber-doors, — they ne’er were 
barred till tlien : 

* Unhappy lady,’ he began, ’and I most lost of men!’ 


* Now speak not so, my noble lord, my husband, and my life ! 
Unhappy never can she be that is Alarcos’s wife !* 

’ Alas I unhappy lady, ’tis but little that you know ; 

For in that very word you’ve said is gathered all ]g>ur woe. 

• 

* Long since I loved a lady,— long since I oaths did plight 
To be that lady’s husband, to love her day and night ; 

Ilcr father is our lord the king, — ^to him the thing is known ; 
And now — ^tbat 1 the news should bring !— she claims me for her 
own, 

* Alas I my love, alas ! my life, the right is on their side ; 

Ere I had seen your face, Bw#et wife, she was betrothed my 
bride; 

But— O, that I should speak the word ! — since in her place you 
lie, 

U is the bidding of oui* lord that you this night naost die.* 

T 2 
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* Are these the wages of my lovt;, so lowly and so leal 7 

O, kill me not, thou noble Count, when at thy foot I kneel ! 

But send me to m> father’s house, where once 1 dwelt in glee ; 
There will 1 live a lone, chaste life, and rear my children three.* 

‘It may not be, — ^minc oath is strong,— ere dawn of day you 
die.* 

‘ O, well, ’tis seen how all |^one upon the earth am I ! — 

My father is an old, frail man ; my mother’s in her grave ; 

And dead is stout Don Garci,— alas I iny brother brave ! 

•’Twas at this coward king’s command they slew my brother 
dear. 

And now I’m helpless in the land ! — ^it is not death I fear. 

But loth, loth am I to dopai't, and leave my children so 
Now let me lay them to my lieart, and kiss them, ere 1 go.* 

Kiss him that lies upon thy breast,— the rest thou mayst not 
see.* 

‘I fain would say an Ave.* * Then say it siwedily.’ 

She knelt her down upon her knee,—* O Lord, behold my case I 
Judge not my deeds, but look on me in pity and great grace I* 

Vnien she had made her orison, up from her knees she rose 
‘ Be kind, Al-’.rcos, to our babes, and pray for my repose; 

And noW give me my boy once more, upon my breast to hold. 
That he may drink one farewell drink before my breast be cold.* 

* Vliy would you waken the poor child! you see he is asleep ; 
Prepare, dear wife, there is no time, the dawn begins to peep.' 

* Now, ' ear me. Count Alarcos I I give thee pardon free ; 

I pardon thee for the love’s s ike wherewith I’ve loved thee ; — 

‘But they have not my pardon, — ^the king and his proud 
daughter ; 

The curse of God be on them for this unchristian slaughter ! 

1 charge them with my dying breath, ere thirty days be gone. 

To acet me in the realm of death, and at God’s awful throne ’* 
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The count then strangles her with a scarf, and the 
ballad concludes with the fuldlmcnt of tWlJ dying 
lady’s prayer, in the death of the king and the 
Infanta 'witliin twenty days of her own. 

Few, I think, will be disposed to question the 
beauty of this ancient ballad, though the refined and 
cultivated taste of many may revolt from the seem- 
ingly unnatural incident upon which if is founded. 
It must be recollected that thi& is a scene taken from 
a barbarous age, when the life of even the most 
cherished and beloved was held of little value in 
comparison with a chivalrous but false and exag- 
gerated point of honour. It must be borne in mind 
also, that, notwithstanding the boasted liberty ol 
the Castilian hidalgos, and their frequent rebellions 
against the crown, a deep reverence for the divine 
right of kings, and a consequent disposition to obey 
the mandates of the throne, at almost any sacrifice, 
has always been one of the prominent traits of the 
Spanish character. When taken in connection with 
these circumstances, the story of thil old ballad 
ceases to be so grossly improbable as it seems at 
first sight ; and, indeed, becomes an illustration of 
national character. In all probability, the story of 
the Conde Alarcos had some foundation in fact.* 

The third class of the ancient Spanish ballads is 
the Moorish. Here we enter a new world, more 

• This exaggerated rcvcrenc^for the person and prerogatives 
of the king has furnished the groundwork of two of t)ie best 
dramas in the Spanish language: La Mirella de Sevilla, by 
Lope de Vega, and Del Rey ahtyo Ninguno, by Francuoo do 
Bojas. 
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gorgeous and more dazzling than that of Gothic 
chronicl'^ and tradition. The stern spirits of Ber- 
nardo, the Cid, and Mudarra have passed away ; the 
mail-clad forms of Guarinos, Orlando, and Duran- 
dartc are not here ; the scene is clianged ; it is the 
bridal of Andalla ; the bull-fight of Ganzul. The 
sunshine of Andalusia glances upon the nruirhle halls 
of Granada, *Yind green are the banks of the Xcnil 
and the Darro. A bimd of Moorish knights gaily 
arrayed in gambesons of crimson silk, with scarves 
of blue and jew’elled tuhalics, sweep like the wind 
through the square of Vivaranibla. They ride to 
the Tournament of Heeds? the Moorish maiden 
leans from the balcony ; bright eyes glisten from 
many a lattice ; and the victorious knight receives 
the prize of valour from the hand of her whose 
beauty is like the star-lit night. These are the 
Xarifas, the Celindas, and liindaraxas, — the An- 
dallas, Ganzules, and Abenzaydes of Moorish song. 

Then comes the sound of the silver clarion, and 
the roll of the Moorish atabal, down from the snowy 
pass of the Sierra Nevada and across the gardens of 
the Vega. Alhama has fallen ! woe is me, Alhama ! 
The Christian is at the gates of Granada ; the 
banner of the cross floats from the towers of the 
Alhambra! And these, too, are themes for the 
xninstrel, — themes sung alike by Moor and Spaniard. 

Among the Moorish ballads are included not only 
those which were originally composed in Arabic, 
but all that relate to the manners, customs, and 
histc :y of the Moors in Spain. In most of them 
the influence of an Oriental taste is clearly visible ; 
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their spirit is more refined and effeminate than that 
of the historic and romantic ballads, in ^'’hich no 
trace of such an influence is perceptible. The 
spirit of the Cid is stern, * unbending', steel-clad; 
his liand grasps his sword Tizona ; his heel wounds 
the flank of his steed liabicca. 

*' L:i inuno upriota a Tizona, ^ 

Y ol talon iicre a Uiibieoa." 


But the spirit of Arbolan the Moor, though resolute 
in camps, is efleminate in courts ; he is a diamond 
among scymitars, yet graceful in the dance : — 

“ Pinmunte entre los alfanfcc**, 

Grucioso cn bii}lur Iur /am bras.’* 

The ancient ballads arc stamped with the character 
of their heroes. Abundant illustrations of this 
could be given, but it is not necessary. 

Among the most spirited of the Moorish ballads 
are those which are interwoven in thb History of 
the Civil Wars of Granada. The following, en- 
titled “ A very mournful Ballad on the Siege and 
Conquest of Alhama,” is very beautiful ; and such 
was the effect it produced upon the Moors, that it 
w'as forbidden, on pain of death, to sing it within 
the Willis of Granada. The translation, which is 
executed with great skill and fidelity, is from the 
pen of Lord Byron, * 


“ The Moorinh king rideB up and down. 
Through Granada’s royal town ; 
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From Flvira’s grates to those 
Of Bivarambla on he gr^^s. 

Woe is me, Alhama ! 

T^etters to the monarch tell 
How Alhama’s city fell ; 

In the fire the scroll lie threw. 

And the messenj^f'r he slew. 

Woe is me, AUiama 1 

lie quits his mule, and mounts his horse. 
And throuKh the street directs his course 
Tlirout^h the street of Zacntin 
To the Alhambra spurringr m> 

Woe is me, Alhama ! 

■Wlicn the Alhambra’s walls he gained. 
On the moment lie ordained 
That the trumpet straight should sound 
With the silver clarion round. 

Woe is me, Albania I 

And w'hcn the hollow drums of war 
Beat the loud a'urm afar, 

That the Moors of town and plain 
Might answer to the martial strain,-— 
Woe is me, Alhama I 

Then the Moors, by this aware 
T^'at bloody Mars rceallcd them thexe^ 

One by one, and two by two. 

To a mighty sciuadron grew. 

W'oe is me, Alhama ! 

Out then spake an aged M'tor 
In these words the king before : — 

* Wherefore call on us, O king T 
Wliat may mean this gathering t* 

Woe is me, Alhama ! 
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* Friends ! ye have, alas ! to £now 
Of a mO!»t disastrous blow ; 

That the Clirlstians, stem and bold. 

Have obtained Alhama's hold.** 

Woe is me, Albania I » 

Out then spake old Alfaqui, 

With his beard so wliitc to sec 

* Good kin{p, thou art justly served ; 

Goofl king:, this thou host deserved. 

Woe is me, Alliama ! 

* By thee were slain, in evil hour, 

The Abcnccrrage, Granada’s flower ; 

And strangers were received by thee 
Of Cordova the chivalry. 

Woe is me, Alhama 1 

* And for this, O king ! is sent 
On thcc a double chastisement ; 

'I'hec and thine, thy crown and realm. 

One lust wreck shall overwhelm. 

Woe is me, AUiama I 

* He who holds no laws in awe. 

He must iierish by the law; 

And Granada must be won. 

And thyself w-ith her undone.* 

Woe is me, Alhama I 

* Fire flashed ftom out the old Moor’s eyea $ 
The monarch’s w'rath began to rise. 
Because lie ani>wercd, and because 

He spake exceeding well of laws. 

AVoc is me, Alhama ! 

* There is no law to liay such things 
As may disgust the car of kings 1* 

T 3 
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Thu<«, snorting -with his cht^lrr, said 
The Moorish king, and doomed him dead. 

, Woe is me, Alhama 1 ’* 

Such are the ancicn<- ballads of Spain ; poems 
which, like the Gothic cathedrals of the Middle 
Ages, have outlived the names of their builders. 
They are the handiwork of wandering, homeless 
minstrels, who for their daily bread thus “ built the 
lofty rhyme and whose names, like their dust and 
ashes, have long, long been wrapped in a shroud. 
“ These poets," says an anonymous writer, “have 
left behind them no trace to which the imagination 
can attach itself; they have * died and made no sign.* 
We pass from the infancy of Spanish poetry to the 
age of Charles, through a long vista of monuments 
without inscriptions, as the traveller approaches the 
noise and bustle of modem Home through tlie lines 
of silent and unknown tombs that border the Appian 
Way.’ 

Before closing this essay, I must allude to the 
unfavourable opinion which the learned Dr. Southey 
has expressed concerning the merit of these old 
Spanish ballads. In his preface to the Chronicle of 
the Cid, he says, — “The heroic ballads of the 
Spaniards, have been overrated in this country; 
they axe infinitely and every way inferior to our 
own ; there are some spirited ones in the Guerras 
Civilcs de Granada, from which the rest have been 
estimated ; but, excepting these, I know none o£ 
any value among the many hundreds which I have 
perused." On this field 1 am willing to do battle, 
though it be with a veteran knight who bears en- 
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chanted arms, and whose sw6rd, like that of Martin 
Antolinez, “ illumines all tlie field.'* That the old 
Spanish ballads may have been ovcTrateo^ and that 
as a whole thej' are inferior to the English, I con- 
cede ; that many of the hundred ballads of the Cid 
are wanting in interest, and that many of those of 
the Twelve I’cers of France are languid, and drawn 
out beyond the patience of the most patient reader, 
1 concede ; I willingly confess, alsd, that among 
them all I have found none that can rival in graphic 
power the short but wonderful ballad of Sir Patrick 
Spence, wherein the mariner sees “ the new moon 
with the old moon in her arm," or the more modern 
one of the Battle of Agincourt, by Michael Drayton, 
beginning, — 

“ Fair stfxxl the wind for I'Vuncc, 

As M o our sails advance, 
lN'(»r now to prove our chance 
I.onm*r will tarry ; 

Hut putting to the main. 

At C'aux, the* mouth of Seine, 

With all his martial train, 

Landed King Harrj'.’* 

All this I readily concede ; but that the old Spanish 
ballads are infinitely and every way inferior to the 
English, and that among them all there are none of 
any value, save a few whicli celebrate the civil wars 
of Granada, — this I deny. The March of Bernardo 
del Carpio is hardly inferior to Chevy Chase ; and 
the ballad of the Conde Alarcos, in simplicity and 
pathos, has no peer in all English balladry, — it ia 
superior to Edcm o’ Gordon. 
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But a truce to criticism. Already, methinks, I 
hear the voice of a drowsy and prosaic herald pro- 
claiming, Ki the language of Don Quixote to the 
puppet-player, “ Make an end, Miistcr Peter; for it 
grows towards supper-time, and I have some symp- 
toms of hunger upon me/* 
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When tha lawyer is swallowed up with business, and the 
statesman is preventing or contriving plots, then we sit on cow- 
(dip banks, hear the birds sing, and possess ourselves in as much 
quietness as these silent silver streams we now see glide so quietly 
by ns. 

Isaak Walton. 


In that delicious season when the coy and capri- 
cious maidenhood of spring is swelling into the 
warmer, riper, and more voluptuous womanhood of 
summer, I left Madrid for the village of El Pardillo. 
I had already seen enough of the villages of the 
North of Spain to know that for the most part 
they have few charms to entice one from the city ; 
but I was curious to sec the peasantry of the land 
in their native homes, — to see how far the shep- 
herds of Castile resemble those who sigh and sing 
in the pastoral romances of Montemayor and Gaspar 
Gil Polo. 

I love the city and its busy hum ; I love that glad 
excitement of the crowd which makes the pulse 
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beat quick, the freedom from restraint, the absence 
of those curious eyes and idle tongues which per- 
secute one in villages and provincial towns. I 
love the country, too, in its season ; and there is 
no scene over which my eye roves with more delight 
than the face of a summer landscape dimpled with 
soft sunny hollows, and smiling in all the freshness 
and luxuriai|,cc of June. There is no book in w'hich 
I read sweeter lessons of virtue, or find the beauty 
of a quiet life more legibly recorded. My heart 
drinks in the traiKiuillity of the scene ; and I never 
hear the sweet warble of a bird from its native wood, 
without a silent wish that such a cheerful voice and 
peaceful shade were mine. There is a beautiful 
moral feeling connected with everything in rural 
life, wliich is not dreamed of in the philosophy of 
the city ; the voice of the brook and the language 
of the winds and woods are no poetic fiction. 
What an impressive lesson is there in the opening 
bud of spring ; what an eloquent homily in the fall 
of the autuyinal leaf ! How well docs the song of 
a passing bird represent the glad but transitory days 
of youth ! and in the hollow tree and hooting owl 
what a melancholy image of the decay and imbe- 
cility of c i age ! In the beautiful language of an 
English poet : — 

Your voiceless lips, O flowers, are living preachers. 

Each cup a pulpit, every lea( a book. 

Supplying to my fancy numerous teachers. 

From loneliest nook 
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’Neath cloistered boughs each floral bell that awingeth, 

And tolls its perfume on the passing air, 

Makes Sabbath in the fields, and ever ringeth • 

A call to prayer ; 

• 

Not to the domes 'where crumbling arch and column 
Attest the feebleness of mortal hand, 

But to that fane most catholic and solemn 
Which God hath planned ; 

• 

To that cathedral, boundless as our wonder. 

Whose quenchless lamps the sun and moon supply,— 

Its choir the winds and waves, — ^its organ thunder, — 

Its dome the sky. 

There, amid solitude and shade, I wander 
Through the green aisles, and, stretched upon the sod. 

Awed by the silence, reverently ponder 
The ways of God." 

But the traveller who journeys through the 
northern provinces of Spain will look in vain for 
the charms of rural scenery in the villages he 
passes. Instead of trim cottages, and gardens, 
and the grateful shade of trees, he will see a 
cluster of stone hovels roofed with red tiles and 
basking in the hot sun, without a single tree to 
lend him shade or shelter ; and instead of green 
meadows and woodlands vocal with the song of 
birds, he will find bleak and rugged mountains! 
and vast extended plains, that stretch away beyond 
his ken. 

It was my good fortune, however, to find, not 
many leagues from the metropolis, a village which 
.could boast the shadow of a few trees. £1 Pardillo 
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is situated on the southern slope of the Guador* 
rama Mountains, just where the last broken spurs 
of the sierra stretch forward into the vast table- 
land of New Castile. The village itself, like most 
other Castilian villages, is only a cluster of weather- 
stained and dilapidated houses, huddled together 
without beauty or regularity ; but the scenery 
around it is picturesque, — a mingling of hill and 
dale, sprinkled with patches of cultivated land and 
clumps of forest trees ; and in the background the 
blue, vapory outline of the Guadarrama Mountaius 
melting into the sky. 

In this quiet place I sojourned for a season, ac- 
companied by the publican Don Valentin and his 
fair daughter Florcncia. We took up our abode in 
the cottage of a peasant named Lucas, an honest 
tiller of the soil, simple and good-natured ; or, in 
the more emphatic language of Don Valentin, ** un 
hombre mmj infeliz^ y sin malicia ninguna** Not 
so his wife Martina ; she was a Tartar, and so 
mettlesome wdthal, that poor Lucas skulked 
doggedly! about his own premises with his head 
down and his tail between his logs. 

In this little village my occupations were few 
and simple. My morning's walk was to the Cross 
of Espalm^do, a large wooden crucifix in the fields ; 
the day was passed with books, or with any idle 
companion I was lucky enough to catch by the 
button, and bribe with a cigar into a long story^ 
or a little village gossip ; and I whiled aw'ay the 
evening in peeping round among the cottagers, 
studying the beautiful landscape that spread before 
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me, and watching the occasional gathering of a 
storm about the blue peaks of the Guadarrama 
Mountains. My favourite haunt was a Occluded 
spot in a little woodland valley, through which a 
chrj'stal brook ran brawling along its pebbly channel. 
There, stretched in the shadow of a tree, I often 
passed the hours of noontide heat, now reading the 
magic numbers of Garcilaso, and anon listening to 
the song of the nightingale overhead ; or watching 
the toil of a patient ant, as he rolled his stone, like 
Sisyphus, up-hill, or the flight of a bee darting 
from flower to flower, and “ hiding his murmurs in 
the rose.’* 

Blame me not thou studious moralist, — blame 
mo not unheard for this idle dreaming ; such mo- 
ments are not wholly thrown away. In the lan- 
guage of Goethe, “ 1 lie down in the grass near a 
falling brook, and close to the earth a thousand 
varieties of grasses become perceptible. WTien 
I listen to the hum of tlie little world between the 
stubble, and see the countless indesc^bable forms 
of insects, I feel the presence of the Almiighty who 
has created us, — the breath of the All-benevolent 
who supports us in perpetual enjoyment.*' 

The village church, too, was a spot around which 
1 occasionally lingered of an evening, when in 
pensive or melancholy mood. And here, gentle 
reader, thy imagination will straightway conjure 
up a scene of ideal beauty, — a village church with 
decent white- washed walls, and modest spire just 
peeping forth from a clump of trees ! No ; I will 
'not deceive thee ; — the church of El PardUlo resem- 
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bles not this picture of thy well tutored fancy. It 
is a gloomy little edifice, standing upon the out- 
skirts o^ the village, and built of dark and unhewn 
stone, with a spire like a sugar-loaf. There is 
no grass-plot in front, but a little esplanade 
beaten hard by the footsteps of the church-going 
peasantry. The tombstone of one of tlie patriarchs 
of the village serves as a door-step, and a single 
solitary tree throws its friendly shade upon the 
portals of the little sanctuary. 

One evening, as I loitered around this spot, the 
sound of an organ and the chant of youthful voices 
from within struck my ear; the church-door was 
a-jar, and I entered. There stood the priest, sur- 
rounded by a group of children, who were singing a 
hynm to the Virgin 

“ Ave, Regina coelorum, 

Avc, Domina angclorum.” 

There is something exceedingly thrilling in the 
voices of children singing Though their music be 
unskilful, yet it finds its way to the heart with 
wondeilul celerity. Voices of cherubs are they, for 
they breat'm of Paradise ; clear, liquid tones, that 
flow from pure lips and innocent hearts, like the 
sweetest notes of a flute, or the falling of water 
from a fountain ! When the chant was finished, the 
priest opened a little book which he held in his hand, 
and began, with a voice as solemn as a funeral bell, 
to quesvlon this class of roguish little catechumens, 
whom he was initiating into the mysterious doctrines 
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of the mother church. Some of the questions and 
answers were so curious, that I cannot refrain from 
repeating them here ; and should any one doubt 
their authenticity, he will And them in the Spanish 
catechisms. 

** In what consists the mystery of the Holy 
Trinity ? 

**In one God, who is three persons; and three 
persons, who are but one God.'* 

But tell me, — three human persons, are they not 
three men ? ” 

“ Yes, father." 

** Then why are not three divine persons three 
Gods ? " 

** Because three human persons have three human 
natures ; but the three divine persons have only one 
divine nature." 

** Can you explain this by an example ? 

** Yes, father ; as a tree which has three branches 
is still but one tree, since all the three branches 
spring from one trunk, so the three diwin^ persons 
arc but one God, because they all have the same 
divine nature.*' 

“ Where were these three divine persons before 
the heavens and the earth were created ? " 

“ In themselves." 

“ Which of them was made man ? " 

“ The Son." 

And after the Son was made man, was he still 
God?" 

” Yes, father ; for in becoming man he did not 
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cease to be God, any more than a man when he be- 
comes a ironk ceases to be a man.** 

“ How was the Son of God made flesh ?’* 

“ He was born of the most holy Virgin Mary.*' 

“ And can we still call her a virgin ? " 

“Yes, father; for as a ray of the sun may pass 
through a pane of glass, and the glass remain 
unbroken, so the Virgin Mary, after the birth of her 
son, w a pure and holy virgin as before.*’ ♦ 

“ Who died to save and redeem us? ’* 

“*rhe son of God : as man, and not as God.** 

“ How could he suffer and die as man only, 
being both God and man, and yet but one person ? '* 
“As in a heated bar of iron upon which water is 
thrown, the heat only is affected and not the iron, so 
the Son of God suffered in his human nature and 
not in his divine.’* 

“ And when the spirit was separated from his 
most precious body, whither did the spii'it go ! ’* 

* This illustration also made use of during the dark agra 
Pierre de Curbiac, a Troubadour of the thirteenth eentury, thus 
introduces it in a poem entitled Prayer to the Virgin:— 


“ Domna, verges pur’ e fina 
A ns que fos P enfuntamens, 
Et nprrs tot eissamens, 

De VOS trais sa earn huniana 
Jhesu-ChrLst nostre salvairc ; 
Si com ses trenojimens faire 
Inira ’1 hcl ruis quan solellia 
Per la fenestra vcirinu.” 
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“ To limbo, to glorify the souls of the holy 
fathers.’* • 

“ And the body ? ** 

“It was carried to the grave.” 

“ Did the divinity remain united with the spirit or 
with the body ? ” 

“ With both. As a soldier, when he unsheathes 
his sword, remains united both with the sword and 
the sheath, though they ore separated from each other, 
so did the divinity remain united both with the spirit 
and body of Christ, though the spirit was separated 
and removed from the body.” 

I did not quarrel with the priest for having been 
bom and educated in a different faith from mine; 
but as 1 left the cliurch and sauntered slowly home- 
ward, I could not help asking myself, in a whisper. 
Why perplex the spirit of a child with these meta- 
physical subtiltics, these dark, mysterious specula- 
tions, which man in all his pride of intellect cannot 
fathom or explain ? 

I must not forget, in this place, to make honoura- 
ble mention of the little great men of El Pardilio 
And first in order comes the priest. lie was a 
short, portly man, serious in manner, and of grave 
and reverend presence ; though at the same time 
there was a dash of the jolly-fat-friar about him ; 
and on hearing a good joke or a sly inuendo, a 
smile would gleam in his eye, and play over his 
round face, like the light of a glow-worm. llis 
housekeeper was a brisk, smiling little woman, on 
tlic shady side of thirty, and a cousin of his to boot. 
Whenever she was mentioned, Don Valentin looked 
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wise, US if this cousinship were apocryphal ; but he 
said nothing, — not he ; what right had he to be 
peeping into other people’s business, when he had 
only one eye to look after his own w'ithal ? Next 
in rank to the Dominic was the Alcalde, justice of 
the peace and quorum ; a most potent, grave, and 
reverend personage, with a long beak of a nose, 
and a pouch under his cliin, like a pelican. He was 
a man of few words, but great in authority ; and 
his importance was vastly increased in the village 
by a pair of double-barrelled spectacles, so contrived, 
that, when bent over his desk and deeply buried 
in his musty papers, he could look up and see what 
was going on around him without moving his head, 
whereby he got the reputation of seeing twice as 
much as other people. There was the village 
surgeon, too, a tall man with a varnished hat and 
a starved dog ; he had studied at the University 
of Salamanca, and was pompous and pcdandic, 
ever and anon quoting some threadbare maxim 
from the Greek philosophers, and embellishing it 
with a commentary of his own. Then there was 
the grey-headed Sacristan, who rang the church- 
bell, played on the organ, and was learned in tomb- 
stone lo.e ; a Politician, who talked me to death 
about taxes, liberty, and the days of the constitu- 
tion ; and a Notary Public, a poor man with a large 
family, who would make a paper-cigar last half an 
hour, and who kept up has respectability in the 
village by keeping a horse. 

Beneath the protecting shade of these great men 
full many an inhabitant of £1 Pardillo was born 
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and buried. The village continued to flourish, a 
quiet, happy place, though all unknown to fame. 
ITie inhabitants were orderly and industrious, went 
regularly to mass and confession, kept every saint’s 
day in the calendar, and devoutly hung Judas 
once a year in effigy. On Sundays and all other 
holydays, when mass was over, the time was de- 
voted to sports and recreation ; and thft day passed 
off in social visiting, and athletic exercises, such as 
running, leaping, wrestling, pitching quoits, and 
heaving the bar. When evening came, the merry 
sound of the guitar summoned to the dance ; then 
every nook and alley poured forth its youthful 
company, — flight of heart and heel, and decked out 
in all the holiday finery of flowers, and ribands, 
and crimson sashes. A group gathered before the 
cottage door ; the signal was given, and away 
whirled the merry dancers to the wild music of 
voice and guitar, and the measured beat of castanct 
and tambourine. 

I love these rural dances, — from my heart I 
love them. This world, at best, is so fulf of care 
and sorrow, — the life of a poor man is so stained 
with the sweat of his brow, — there is so much toil, 
and struggling, and anguish, and disappointment 
here below, that I gaze with delight on a scene 
where all tliese are laid aside and forgotten, and 
the heart of the toil-worn peasant seems to throw 
off its load, and to leap to^hc sound of music, when 
merrily, 

bcncatli noft ctc’b consenting star, 

. Fandango twirls his jocund castanet.” 
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Not many miles from the village of El Fardillo 
stands 'he ruined castle of Villafranca, an ancient 
stronghold of the Moors of the fifteenth century. 
Tt is built upon the summit of a hill, of easy ascent 
upon one side, but precipitous and inaccessible 
on the other. The front presents a large, square 
tower, constituting the main part of the castle; 
on one side of which an arched gateway leads 
to a spacioiis court-yard within, surrounded by 
battlements. The comer towers are circular, 
with beetling turrets ; and here and there, apart 
from the main body of the castle, stand several 
circular basements, whose towers have fallen and 
mouldered into dust. From the balcony in the 
square tower, the eye embraces the level landscape 
for leagues and leagues around; and beneath, in 
the depth of the valley, lies a beautiful grove, alive 
with the song of the nightingale. The whole cas- 
tle is in ruin, and occupied only as a hunting-lodge, 
being inhabited by a solitary'’ tenant, who has charge 
of the adjacent domain. 

One holyday, when mass was said and the 
whole village was let loose to play, we made a 
pilgrimage to the ruins of this old Moorish alcazar. 
Our cavalcade was as motley as that of old, — 
the pilgrims ** that toward Canterbury wolden 
ride ; '* for w'e had the priest, and the doctor of 
physic, and the man of laws, and a wife of 
Bath, and many more whom I must leave unsung. 
Merrily flew the hours and fast; and sitting after 
dinner in the gloomy hall of that old castle, many 
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a tale was told« and many a legend and tradition of 
the past conjured up to satisfy the ciyriosity of 
the present. 

Most of these tales wer^ about the Moors who 
built the castle, and the treasures they had buried 
beneath it. Then the priest told the story of a 
lawyer who sold himself to the devil for a pot of 
money, and was burnt by the Holy Inquisition 
therefor. In his confession, he told how he had 
learned from a Jew the secret of raising the devil ; 
how he went to the castle at midnight with a book 
which the Jew gave him, and, to make the charm 
sure, carried with him a loadstone, six nails from 
the coffin of a child of three years, six tapers of 
rosewax, made by a child of four years, the skin 
and blood of a young kid, an iron fork, with which 
the kid had been killed, a few hazcl>rods, a flask 
of high-proof brandy, and some lignum- vitae char- 
coal to make a fire. When he read in the book, 
the devil appeared in the shape of a man dressed 
in flesh-coloured clothes, with long nails, and large 
firey eyes, and he signed an agreement Vith him 
written in blood, promising never to go to mass, 
and to give him his soul at the end of eight 
years ; in return for this, he was to have a million 
of dollars in good money, which the devil was to 
bring to him the next night ; but when the next 
night came, and the lawyer had conjured from his 
book, instead of the devil, there appeared, — ^who do 
you think? — the alcalde with half the village at his 
heels, and the poor lawyer was handed over to 
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the Inquisition, and burnt for dealing in the black 
art. «. 

I intended to repeat here some of the many tales 
that were told ; but, upon reflection, they seem too 
frivolous, and must therefore give place to a more 
serious tlieme. 



THE 

DEVOTIONAL POETRY OF SPAIN 


Heaven’s dove, when hi^^hest he files. 

Flics with thy heavenly wings. 

Crash A w« 


There is hardly a chapter in literary history 
more strongly marked with the peculiarities of na- 
tional character than that which contains the moral 
and devotional poetry of Spain. It would naturally 
be expected that in this department of literature 
all the fervency and depth of national feeling would 
be exhibited. But still, as the spifit ^f morality 
and devotion is the same, wherever it exists, — as the 
enthusiasm of virtue and religion is everywhere 
essentially the same feeling, though modified in its 
degree and in its action by a variety of physical 
causes and local circumstances, — and as the subject 
of the didactic vcisc and the spiritual canticle 
cannot be materially changed by the change of 
nation and climate, it illight at the first glance seem 
quite as natural to expect that the moral and de- 
votional poetry of Christian countries would never 
17 2 
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be very strongly marked with national peculiarities. 
In other ^Avords, we should expect it to correspond 
to the warmth or coldness of national feeling, for it 
is the external and visible expression of this feeling ; 
but not to the distinctions of national character, 
because, its nature and object being everywhere the 
same, these distinctions become swallowed up in one 
universal Christian character. 

. In moral poetry this is doubtless true. The great 
principles of Christian morality being eternal and 
invariable, the verse which embodies and represents 
them must, from this very circumstance, be the 
same in its spirit through all Christian lands. The 
same, however, is not necessarily true of devotional 
or religious ijoetry. There, the langungc of poetry 
is something more than the visible image of a devo- 
tional spirit. It is also an expression of religious 
faith; shadowing forth, with greater or less dis- 
tinctness, its vitfious creeds and doctrines. As these 
are different in different nations, the spirit that 
breathes in r^digious song, and the letter that gives 
Utterance *to the doctrine of faith, will not be uni- 
versally the same. Thus, Catholic nations sing the 
praises of the Virgin Mary in language in which 
nations r'* the Protestant faith do not unite; and 
among Protestants themselves, the difference of in- 
terpretations, and the consequent belief or disbelief 
of certain doctrines, give a various spirit and ex- 
pression to religious poetry. And yet, in all, the 
devotional feelmg, the heavenward volition, is the 
same. 

As far, then, as peculiarities of religious faith . 
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exercise an influence upon intellectual habits, and 
thus become a part of national character, ^ far 'M’ill 
the devotional or religious poetry of a country 
exhibit the characteristic peculiarities resulting 
from this influence of faith, and its assimilation 
with the national mind. Now Spain is by pre-emi- 
nence the Catholic land of Christendom. Most of 
her historic recollections are more or fbss intimately 
associated with the triumphs of the Christian faith ; 
and many of her warriors — of her best and bravest 
— were martyrs in the holy cause, perishing in that 
war of centuries which was carried on within her 
own territories between the crescent of Mahomet 
and the cross of Christ. Indeed, the whole tissue of 
her history is intcrw’oven with miraculous tradition. 
The intervention of her patron saint has saved her 
honour in more than one dangerous pass ; and the 
war-shout of ** Santiago, y cierra Espana ! ** has 
worked like a charm upon the wavering spirit of the 
soldier. A reliance on the guardian ministry of the 
saints pervades the w'hole people, afld jdevotional 
offerings for signal preservation m times of danger 
and distress cover the consecrated walls of churches. 
An enthusiasm of religious feeling, and of external 
ritual observances, prevails throughout the land. 
But more particularly is the name of the Virgin 
honoured and adored. Ave Maria is the salutation 
of peace at the friendly threshold, and the God- 
speed to the w'ayfarer.* It is the evening orison, 
when the toils of day are done ; and at midnight it 
echoes along the solitary streets in the voice ol the 
watchman's cry. 
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These and similar peculiarities of religions faith 
arc breathing and moving through a large portion 
of the devotional poetry of Spain. It is not only 
instinct with religious feeling, but incorporated with 
the substance of things not seen.** Not only are 
the poet's lips touched with a coal from the alter, 
but his spirit is folded in the cloud of incense that 
rises before tile shrines '.of the Virgin Mother, and 
the glorious company of the saints and martyrs. 
His soul is not wholly swallowed up in the contem- 
plation of the sublime attributes of the Eternal 
Mind ; but, with its lamp trimmed and burning, it 
gocth out to meet the bridegroom, as if he were 
coming in a bodily presence. 

The history of the devotional poetry of Spain 
commences with tlie legendary lore of Maestro 
Gonzalo de Berceo, a secular priest, whose life was 
passed in the cloisters of a Benedictine convent, and 
amid the shadows of the thirteenth century. Tlie 
name of Berceo stands foremost on the catalogue of 
Spanish poets, for the author of the poem of the Cid 
is unknown, 'rhe old patriarch of Sj^anish poetry 
has left a monument of his existence in uj) wards of 
thirteen thousand alexandrines, celebrating the lives 
and mirav^ies of saints and the Virgin, as he found 
them written in the Latin chronicles and dusty 
legends of his monostry. In embodying these in 
rude verse in roman paladinOf or the old Spanish 
romance tongue, intelligible to the common people, 
Eray Gonzalo seems to have passed his life. His 
%vritings ore just such as wc should expect from the 
Ijcn of a monk of the thirteenth century. They are 
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more ghostly than poetical; and throughout, unction 
holds the place of inspiration. Accordingly, they 
illustrate very fully the precceding remarks; and 
the more so, inasmuch ds they are written with 
the most ample and childish credulity, and the ut- 
most singleness of faith touching the events and 
miracles described. 

The following extract is taken* from one ol 
Herceo’s poems, entitled — ** Vida de San Millan,*^ 
It is a description of the miraculous appearance 
of Santiago and San MUlnn, mounted on snow- 
white steeds, and fighting for the cause of Christ- 
endom, at the battle of Simancaa in the Campo de 
Toro I 

And when the kings were fai the field, —their squadrons in 
orray,— 

With lance in rest they onward pressed to mingle in the fray ; 
But soon upon the Christians fell a terror of their foes,— 

These were a numerous army,— a little handful those. 

And while the Christian people stood in this uncertainty, 

Upward to heaven they turned their eyes, and &e&their thoughts 
on high ; 

And there two figures they beheld, all bcautiftil and bright^ 

Even than the pure new4'allcn snow their garments were mort 
white. 

They rode upon two horses more white than crystal sheen, 

And arms they boro such as before no mortal man had seen; 

The one he held a crosier,— a pontiff's mitre wore ; 

The other held a crucifix,-^uch man ne’er saw before. 

Their faces were angelical, celestial forms had they,- 
And downward 'through the fields of air they urged their rapid 
way; 
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They looked upon the Moorish host ivith fierce and angry 
look, — 

And in thcii hands, with dire portent, their naked sabres shook. 

# 

The Christian host, beholding this, straightway take heart 
again ; 

They fall upon their bended knees, all resting on the plain. 

And each one with liia clenched fist to smite his breast begins, 
And promises to God on high he will forsake his sins. 

And when the heavenly knights drew near unto the battle- 
ground, 

They dashed among the Moors and dealt unerring blows 
around ; 

Such deadly havoc there they made the foremost ranks along, 

A panic terror spread unto the hindmost of the throng. 

Together with these two good knights, the champions of the 
sky, 

The Christians rallied and began to smite Ihll sore and high ; 

The Moars raised up their voices and by the Koran swore 
That in their lives such deadly fray they ne’er had seen 
before. 

Down went tha misbelievers, — fast sped the bloody fight,— 

Some ghastly and dismembered lay, and some half dead with 
fright : 

Pull sorely they rcjiented that to the field they came. 

For they saw that from the battle they should retreat with shame* 

Another thing befell them ; — ^they droamod not of such woes, — 
The very arrows that the Moors shot from their twanging bows 
Turned back against Uiem in their ftight and wounded them fUU 
sore. 

And every blow they dealt the foe was paid in drops of gore. 

• « « • • 
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Now he that bore the crosier, and the pai>al crown had on, 

Was the glorified Apostle, the brother of Saint John ; 

And he that held the crucifix, and wore the monkish hood. 

Was the holy San Millan of (k^lla’s neighbourhood. 

• 

Berceo's longest poem is entitled **Miraclos de 
Nuestra Miracles of Our Lady. It con- 

sists of nearly four thousand lines, and contains 
the description of twenty-five mirtwlcs. It is a 
complete homily on the homage and devotion due 
to the glorious Virgin, Madre de Jhu Xfo, Mother 
of Jesus Christ; but it is written in a low and vul- 
gar style, strikingly at variance with the elevated 
character of the subject. Thus, in the twentieth 
miracle, we have the account of a monk who became 
intoxicated in a wine-cellar. Having lain on the 
floor till the vesper-bell aroused him, he staggered 
off towards the church in most melancholy plight. 
The evil one besets him on the way, assuming 
the various shapes of a bull, a dog, and a lion ; but 
from all these perils he is miraculously saved by the 
timely intervention of the Virgin, who, finding him 
still too much intoxicated to make his%vay to bed, 
kindly takes him by the hand, leads him to his pal- 
let, covers him Avith a blanket and a counterpane, 
smooths his pillow, and, after making the sign of the 
cross over him, tells him to rest quietly, for sleep 
will do him good. 

To a certain class of minds there may be something 
interesting ai*l even^iffecting in descriptions which 
represent the spirit of a departed saint as thus as- 
suming a corporeal shape, in order to assist and 
u 3 
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console human nature even in its baser infirmities ; 
but it ought also to be considered how much such 
description^ tend to strip religion of its peculiar 
sanctity, to bTh|g it dowp from its heavenly abode, 
not merely to owcll among men, but, like an impri- 
soned culprit, to be chained to the derelict of prin- 
ciple, manacled wth the base desire and earthly 
passion, and forced to do the menial offices of a slave. 
In descriptions of this kind, as in the representations 
of our Saviour and of sainted spirits in a human 
shape, execution must of necessity fall far short of 
the conception. The handiwork cannot equal the 
glorious archetype, w'hich is visible only to the men- 
tal eye. Painting and sculpture are not adequate to 
the task of embodying in a permanent shape the 
glorious visions, the radiant forms, the glimpses of 
heaven, wdiich fill the imagination, when purified 
and exalted by devotion. The hand of man un- 
consciously inscribes upon all his works the sen- 
tence of imperfection, which the finger of the invi- 
sible hand wrote upon the wall of the Assyrian 
monarch. From this it would seem to be not only 
a natural but a necessary conclusion, that all the 
descriptions of poetry w’hich borrow anything, cither 
directly or indirectly, from these bodily and imper- 
fect repret,w*ntations, must partake of their imperfec- 
tion, and assume a more earthly and material cha- 
racter than those which come glowing and burning 
from the more spiritualized perceptions of the 
internal sense. 

It is very far from my intention to utter any 
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sweeping denunciation against the divine arts of 
painting and sculpture, as employed in the exhibition 
of scriptural scenes and personages. Th^c I esteem 
meet ornaments for the house of though, as I 

have already said, their execution cannot equal the 
high conceptions of an ardent imagination, yet, 
whenever the hand of a master is visible, — when the 
marble almost moves before you, and the painting 
starts into life from the canvass, — the* effect upon an 
enlightened mind will generally, if not universally, 
be to quicken its sensibilities and excite to more 
ardent devotion, by carrying the thoughts beyond 
the representations of bodily suffering, to the con- 
templation of the intenscr mental agony, — the moral 
sublimity exhibited by the martyr. The impressions 
produced, however, will not be the same in all minds ; 
they will necessarily vary according to the prevail- 
ing temper and complexion of the mind which re- 
ceives them. As there is no sound where there is no 
ear to receive the impulses and vibrations of the air, 
so is there no moral impression, — no voice of in- 
struction from aU the works of nathre^ and all the 
imitations of art, — unless there be within the soul 
itself a capacity for hearing the voice and receiving 
the moral impulse. The cause exists eternally and 
universally ; but the effect is produced only when 
and where the cause has room to act, and just in 
proportion as it has room to act. Hence the various 
moral impressions, and the several degrees of the 
same moral impressioif, which an object may produce 
in different minds. These impressions will vary in 
kind and iii degree according to the acuteness and 
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the cultivation of the mteinal moral sense. And 
thus the representations spoken of above might ex- 
ercise a very favourable influence upon an enlightened 
and well regulated mind, and at the same time a 
very unfavourable influence upon an unenlightened 
and superstitious one. And the reason is obvious. 
An enlightened mind beholds all things in their just 
proportions, aj^id receives from them the true im- 
pressions they are calculated to convey. It is not 
hoodwinked. — it is not shut up in a gloomy prison, 
till it thinks the walls of its own dungeon the limits 
of the universe, and the reach of its own chain the 
outer verge of all intelligence ; but it walks abroad ; 
the sunshine and the air pour in to enlighten and 
expand it; the various works of nature are its 
ministering angels ; the glad recipient of light and 
wisdom, it develops new powers and acquires in- 
creased capacities, and thus, rendering itself less 
subject to error, assumes a nearer similitude to 
the Eternal Mind. But not so the dark and super- 
stitious mind.,^ It is flllcd with its own antique and 
mouldy furniture. — the moth-eaten tome, the gloomy 
tapestry, the dusty curtain. The straggling sunbeam 
from without streams through the stained window, 
and as it enters assumes the colours of the painted 
glass ; 'hile the half-extinguished fire within, now 
smouldering in its ashes, and now shooting forth a 
quivering flame, cast fantastic shadows through the 
chambers of the soul. 'N^ithin, the spirit sits, lost 
in its own abstractions. The voice of nature from 
without is hardly audible ; her beauties are unseen, 
or seen only in shadowy forms, through a coloured , 
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medium, and -with a strained and distorted vision. 
The invigorating air does not enter that mysterious 
chamber; it visits not that lonely inrnats, -who, 
breathing only a close, exl^austcd atmosphere, ex- 
hibits in the languid frame and feverish pulse the 
marks of lingering, incurable disease. The picture 
is not too strongly sketched ; such is the contrast 
between the free and the superstitious mind. Upon 
the latter, which has little power over tts ideas, — to 
generalize them, to place them in their proper light 
and position, to reason upon, to discriminate, to 
judge them in detail, and thus to arrive at just con- 
clusions ; but, on the contrary, receives every crude 
and inadequate impression as it first presents itself, 
and treasures it up as an ultimate fact, — upon such 
a mind, representations of Scripture-scenes, like 
those mentioned above, exercise an unfavourable 
influence. Such a mind cannot rightly estimate, it 
cannot feel, the work of a master ; and a miserable 
painting, or a still more miserable caricature carved 
in wood, will serve the more to drag the spirit 
down to earth. Thus, in the uninlighteped mind, 
these representations have a tendency to sensualize 
and desecrate the character of holy things. Being 
brought constantly before the eye, and represented 
in a real and palpable form to the external senses, 
they lose, by being made too familiar, that peculiar 
sanctity with which the mind naturally invests the 
unearthly and invisible. 

It is curious to observe the influence of the cir- 
cumstances just referred to upon the devotional 
poetry of Spain. Sometimes it exhibits itself 
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directly and fully, sometimes indirectly and inci* 
dentally, but always with sufheient clearness to 
indicate ''its oiigin.* Sometimes it destroys the 


• The follo'wing beautiful little Hymn in Latin, ■written by 
the celebrated Francisco Xavier, the friend and companion of 
Loyola, and from his xeal in the Eastern missions sumamed the 
Apostle of the Indies, would hardly have originated in any mind 
but that of on(i familiar with the representations of which 1 
have spoken above. 

O Deus 1 ego amo tc ; 

Nee amo tc, ut salves me, 

Aut quia non amantes tc 
Ah^terno punis igne. 

Tu, tu, mi Jesu, totum me 
Amplexus ea in crucc. 

Tulisti elavos, laneeam, 

Multumquc ignoininiam : 

Innumeros dolures, 

Rudorcs ct angores, 

Ac mortem : ct htea||roptcr mo 
Ac pro me peccatorc. 

Cur igitur non amcin tc, 

O Jesii aiiiantissime ? 

Non ut in ctclo suIa-cs me, 

Aut nc fptemum damnes me, 

Ncc pra'mii ullius h]k; : 

Bed sicut tu amasti me. 

Sic amo ct amabo te : 

Solum quia rex meus cs, 

£t solum quia Dciu es. 
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beauty of a poem by a miserable conceit ; at other 
times it gives it the character of a beautifu^ 
allegory.* 

O God ! my spirit lores hut thcc ; 

Not that in heaven its home may be. 

Nor that the souls which love not thee 
Shall groan in Arc eternally. 

But thou on the accursed tree 
In mercy hast embraced me. 

For me the cruel nails, the spear. 

The ignominious scofl^ didst bear, 

Countless, unutterable woes, — 

The blo(Kly sweat,— death*s pangs and tliroei. . 

These thou didst bear, all these for mc^ 

A sinner and estranged from thee. 

And wherefore no affection show, 

Jesus, to thee that lov’at me ho T 
Not that in heaven my home may be; 

Not lest I die ctcrnidly. 

Nor from the hoiics of joys above me : 

But even as thou thyself didst love me, 

8o love I, and will ^r love thee ; 

Solely because my King art thou, 

My God for evermore »» now. 

Amen. 


* 1 recollect but few instances of this kind of figurative 
poetry in our language. There is, however, one of most ex- 
quisite beauty and pathos, far surpassing anything I have seen 
of the kind in Sponwh. It is a passage from Cowper. 

** I was a stricken deer, t|iat left the herd 
Long since : with many an arrow deep inflxt 
My panting side was charged, when I withdrew 
To seek a tranquil death in distant shades. 
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The following sonnc+s will serve as illustrations. 
They are from the hand of the wonderful Lope de 
Vega : — 

Shepherd I that with thine amorous sylvan song 
Host broken the slumber that encompassed me, 

That madost thy crook from the accursed tree 
On which thy i>owerful arms were stretched so long,— 

Led me to mercy’s ever-flowing fountains, 

For thou my shepherd, guard, and guide shall be, 

I will obey thy voice, and wait to sec 
Thy feet all beautiful upon the mountains. 

Hear, Shepherd ! — thou that for thy flock art d}ing, 

O, wash away these scarlet sins, for thou 
Bejoicest at the contrite sinner’s vow. 

O, wait !— to thee my weary soul is crying,— 

Wait for me ! jvt why ask it, when I see, 

With feet nailed to the cross, thou art waiting still for me t 


Lord, what am I, that with unceasing care 
Thou didst seek after me, — that thou didst woit^ 
Wet with unhealthy dews, before my gate, 

And pass the gloomy night^f winter tltere T 

O Rtra.igc delusion I — ^that I did not greet 

Thy blessed approach ! and O, to Ucaven how lost, 

If my ingratitude’s unkindly frost 

Has chilled the bleeding wounds upon thy feet ! 

How oft my guardian angel gently cried, 

“ Soul, from thy casement look without and see 
How he persists to knock and wait for thee !’* 


There was I found by one who hud himself 
Been hutt by archers ; i" his side he bore. 

And in his hands and feet, the cruel scars. 

With gentle force soliciting the darts, 

Ue drew them forth, and healed, and bade me live.’* 
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And O, how often to that voice of sorrow, 

“ To-morrow we will open !” I replied ; 

And when the morrow came, I answered still, “ To^ormw !’* 


The most remarkable portion of the devotional 
poetry of the Spaniards is to be found in their sacred 
dramas, their Vidas de Santos and Autos Sacramentales, 
These had their origin in the Mysteries^nd Morali- 
ties of the dark ages, and are indeed monstrous 
creations of the imagination. The Vidas de Santos, 
or Lives of Saints, are representations of their 
miracles, and of the wonderful traditions concerning 
them. The Autos Sacramentales have particular 
reference to the Eucharist and the ceremonies of the 
Corpus Christi, In these theatrical pieces arc intro- 
duced upon the stage, not only angels and saints, 
but God, the Saviour, the Virgin Mary; and, in 
in strange juxtaposition with these, devils, peasants, 
and kings ; in fine, they contain the strangest 
medley of characters, real and allegorical, which the 
imagination can conceive. As if this^ were not 
enough, in the midst of what was intended as a 
solemn, religious celebration, scenes of low buffoonery 
are often introduced. 

The most remarkable of the Autos which I have 
read is ** La Devocion de la Cruz” The Devotion of 
the Cross. It is one of the most celebrated of 
Calderon’s sacred dramas, and will serve as a speci- 
men of that class of writing. The piece commences 
with a dialogue between Lisardo, the son of Curcio, 
a decayed nobleman, and Eusebio, the hero of the 
play and lover of Julia, Lisardo’ s sister. Though 
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the father's extravagance has wasted his estates, 
Lisardo^ is deeply offended that Eusebio should aspire 
to an alliance with the family, and draws him into 
a secluded place in order to settle their dispute with 
the sword. Here the scene opens, and in the course 
of the dialogue which precedes the combat, Eusebio 
relates that he was born at the foot of a cross, which 
stood in a. rugged and desert part of those moun- 
tains ; that the virtue of this cross preserved him 
from the wild beasts ; that being found by a peasant 
three days after his birth, he was carried to a neigh- 
bouring village, and there received the name of 
Eusebio of the Cross ; that, being thrown by his 
nurse into a well, he w'as heard to laugh, and was 
found floating upon the top of tlie water, wdth his 
hands placed upon his mouth in the form of a cross ; 
that the house in which he dwelt being consumed by 
fire, he escaped unharmed amid the flames, and it 
was found to be Corpus Christ! day ; and, Ui fine, 
after relating many other similar miracles, worked 
by the po\\',er of the cross, at whoso foot he was born, 
he says chat he bears its image miraculously stamped 
upon his breast. After this they fight, and Lisardo 
falls mortally wounded. In the next scene, Eusebio 
has s" interview with Julia, at her father’s house ; 
they are interrupted, and Eusebio conceals himself ; 
Curcio enters, and informs Julia that he has deter- 
mined to send her that day to a convent, that she 
may take the veil, **para aer de Cristo eapoaa** 
While they are conversiog, the dead body of Lisardo 
is wrought in by peasants, and Eusebio is declared to 
be the murderer. The scene closes by the escape of 
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Eusebio. The second act, or jonme/a, discovers 
Eusebio as the leader of a band of robbers, 'rhey 
fire upon a ^aveller, who proves to be a* priest 
named Alberto, and who is seeking a spot in those 
solitudes wherein to establish a hermitage. The shot 
is prevented from taking efiect by a book which 
the pious old man carries in his bosom, and which 
he says is a ** treatise on the true or^in of the 
divine and heavenly tree, on which, dying with 
courage and fortitude, Christ tri*imphed over death ; 
in fine, the book is called the * Miracles of the 
Cross.' " They suffer the priest to depart unharmed, 
who in consequence promises Eusebio that he shall 
not die without confession, but that wherever he 
may be, if ho but call ui>on his name, he will hasten 
to absolve him. In the mean time, Julia retires to 
a convent, and Curcio goes with an armed force in 
pursuit of Eusebio, who has resolved to gain admit- 
tance to Julia’s convent. 11c scales the walls of the 
convent by night, and silently gropes his way along 
the corridor. Julia is discovered slceping^in her cell, 
with a taper beside her. He is, however, ^leterrcd 
from executing his malicious designs, by discovering 
upon her breast the^rm of a cross, similar to that 
which ho bears upon his own, and “ Heaven would 
not suffer him, though so great an offender, to lose 
his respect for the cross.'* 'I'o be brief, he leaps from 
the convent walls and escapes to the mountains. 
Julia, counting her honour lost, having offended 
God, ** conio d Dios y como d espoia^* pursues him, — 
descends the ladder from the convent-wall, and, 
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when she seeks to return to Lrr cell, finds the ladder 
has beeiT^emoved. In her despair, she accuses 
Heaven of having withdrawn its clemgicy, and vows 
to perform such deede of wickedness as shall terrify 
both heaven and hell. 

The third, jot'nada transports tne scene back to the 
mountains. Julia, disguised in man’s apparel, with 
her face cojiecalcd, is brought to Eusebio by a party 
of the banditti. She challenges him to single com- 
bat ; and he accepts the challenge, on condition that 
his antagonist shall declare who he is. Julia dis- 
covers herself ; and relates several horrid murders 
she has committed since leaving the convent. Their 
interview is here interrupted by the entrance of 
banditti, who informs Eusebio that Curcio, with an 
armed force, from ail the neighbouring villages, is 
approaching. The attack commences. Eusebio and 
Curcio meet, but a secret and mysterious sympathy 
prevents them from fighting ; and a great number of 
peasants, coming in at this moment, rush upon 
Eusebio in^ a body, and he is thrown down a preci- 
pice. There Curcio discovers him, expiring with 
his numerous wounds. The de^ioiiement of the piece 
commences. Curcio, moved^y compassion, ex- 
amines a w'ound in Eusebio’s breast, discovers the 
mark of ^he cross, and thereby recognizes him to be 
his son. Eusebio expires, calling on the name of 
Alberto, who shortly after enters, as if lost in those 
mountains. A voice from the dead body of Eusebio 
calls his name. 1 shall heVe transcribe a part of the 
scene. 
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JStisehio. 

Alberto. 


JStisehio. 

Alberto. 


£usehio. 

Alberto. 


Euaehio. 


Mberto. 


£u»«hio. 


Alberto I 

Hark !— Tvhat breath 
Of fearful voice is this, 

^Vhich utloriRg my name 
Sounds in my ears? * 

Alberto ! 

Again it doth pronounce 
My name : methinks the voice 
Came from this side : I will 
Approach. 

Alberto 1 

Hist ! more near it sounds. 

Thou voice, that ridest swift 
The wind, and utterest my name. 

Who art thou ? 

I am Eusebio. 

Come, good Alberto, this way come. 

Where sepulchred I lie ; 

Approach, and rsiisc these branches . 

Fear not. 

I do not fear. 

IDisawera the bod^f. 

Now I behold thee. 

Speak, in God*s holy name. 

What wouldst thou with mo T 
In his name. 

My faith, Alberto, called thee. 

That previous to my death 
Thou hAlrcst my confession. 

Jjonff since I should have died. 

For this stiff corpse resigned 
The discmlMKlicd soul ; 

But the strong mace of death 

Smote only and dissevered not 

The spirit and the flesh. [EueSm 

Com% then, Atberto, that I may 

Confess my sins ; for, O, they are 

More than the sands beside the sea. 

Or motes that All the sunbeam I 
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So much with Heaven avails 
Devotion to the cross I 

Eusebio then retires to confess himself to Alberto ; 
and Curcio afterwards relates, that, w’hcn the vene- 
rable saint had given him absolution, his body again 
fell dead at his feet. Julia discovers herself, over- 
w'helmcd with the thoughts of her incestuous passion 
for Eusebio and her other crimes, and as Curcio, in 
a transport of indignation, endeavours to kill her, 
she seizes a cross which stands over Eusebio’s grave, 
and with it ascends to heaven, while Alberto shouts, 
•* Gran milagroT* and the curtain falls. 

Thus far I have spoken of the devotional poetry 
of Spain as modified by the peculiarities of religious 
faith and practice. Considered apart from the 
dogmas of a creed, and as the expression of those 
pure and elevated feelings of religion which are not 
the prerogative of any one sect or denomination, but 
the common privilege of all, it possesses strong 
claims to 'our admiration and praise. I know of 
nothing in any modern tongue so beautiful as some 
of its finest passages. The thought springs heaven- 
ward from the soul, — the language comes burning 
from the lip. The imagination of the poet seems 
spiritualized ; with nothing of earth, and all of 
heaven, — a heaven, like that of his own native clime, 
without a cloud, or a vapour of earth, to obscure 
its brightness. His voice speaking the harmonious 
accents of that noble tongue, seems to flow from the 
lips of an angel, — melodious to the ear and to the 
eternal sense, — breathing those 
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“ Effectual whispom, -whose still voice 
The soul itself more feels than hears.'* 

The following sonnets of Francisco de Aldona, a 
writer remarkable for the beauty of his conceptions 
and the harmony of his verse, are illustrations of 
this remark. In what glowing language he describes 
the aspirations of the soul for its paterr^l heaven, 
its celestial home ! how beautiful he portrays in a 
few lines the strong desire, the ardent longing, of 
the exiled and imprisoned spirit to wing its flight 
away, and be at rest ! The strain bears our thoughts 
upward with it; it transports us to the heavenly 
country ; it whispers to the soul, — Higher, immortal 
spirit ! higher ! 

Clear fount of lifcbt ! my native land on hi{;li, 

Bright with a glory that shall never fade ! 

Mansion of truth ! without a veil or shade, 

Thy holy quiet meets the spirit’s eye. 

There dwells the soul in its ethereal essence. 

Gasping no longer for life's feeble breath ; * 

But, sentinelled in heaven, its glorious presence 
With pitying eye beholds, yet fears not death. 

Beloved country ! banished from thy shore, 

A stranger in this prison-house of clav, 

Tlie exiled spirit weeps and sighs for thee ! 

Heavenward the bright i)crfections 1 adore 
Direct, and the sure promise cheers the way. 

That whither love aspires, there shall my dwelling be. 


O Lord I that seest from yem starry height 
Centered in one the future and the post, 
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Fashioned in thino own imagp, sec how fast 
The world obscures in me what once was bright ! 
Eternal Sun ! the warmth which tliou hast gives 
To cheer life’s flowery April fast dcays ; 

Yet in the hoary winter of my days, 

For ever green shall be my trust in Heaven. 
Celestial King ! O, let thy presence pass 
Before my spirit, and an image fair 
Shall meet that look of mercy from on high, 

As the leflected image in a gl:iss 

Both meet the look of him who seeks it there, 

And owes its being to tlic gazer’s eye. 


The prevailing characteristics of Spanish de- 
votional poetry are warmth of imagination, and 
depth and sincerity of feeling. The conception is 
always striking and original, and, when not de- 
graded by dogmas, and the poor, puerile conceits 
arising from them, beautiful and sublime. This 
results from the frame and temperament of the 
mind, and is a general characteristic of the Spanish 
poets, not only in this department of song, but in 
all others. The very ardour of imagination which, 
exercisbd upon minor themes, leads them into ex- 
travagance and hyperbole, when left to act in a 
higlier and wider sphere conducts them nearer and 
nearer to perfection. When imagination spreads 
its T iigs in the bright regions of devotional song, — 
in the pure empyrean, — judgment should direct its 
course, but there is no danger of its soaring too 
high. The heavenly land still lies beyond its 
utmost flight. There are heights it cannot reach ; 
there arc fields of air which tire its wing ; there is 
a splendour which dazzles its vision ; for ther& is 
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a glory “ wliich eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, 
nor hath it entered into the heart of man lo coii- 
coivo.’* 

But perhaps the greatest cliami of the devotional 
poets of Spain is their sincerity. Most of them 
were ecclesiastics, — men who had in sober truth 
renounced the realities of this life for the liopes 
and promises of another. We are hot Ito supposo 
that all who take holy orders are saints ; but wo 
should bo still further from believing that all ore 
hypocrites. It would be even more absurd to 
suppose that none arc sincere in their professions 
than that all arc. Besides, with whatever feelings 
a man may enter the monastic life, there is 
something in its discipline and privations which 
has a tendency to wean the mind from earth, 
and to fix it upon heaven. Doubtless many 
have seemingly renounced the W'orld from motives 
of worldly aggrandizement ; and others have re- 
nounced it because it has renounced them. The 
former have carried with them to tile .cloister 
their earthly ambition, and the latter their d irk 
misanthropy ; and though many have daily kissed 
the cross jind yet grown hoary in iniquity, and 
shrived their souls that they might sin more 
gaily on, — yet solitude works miracles in the 
heart, and many who enter the c-loister from 
wt)rldly motives find it a school wherein the soul 
may be trained to more* holy purjioses and de- 
sires. There is not half the corruption and 
liypocrisy within the eonvent's walls that the 



222 


THE DENoPIONAL TOETRY OF SFAIN, 


churdi bears the shame cf hiding there. Her- 
mits iray be holy men, though knaves have 
sometimes been liormits. Were they all hypo- 
crites, who of old lor the soul’s sake exposed 
their naked bodies to the burning sun of Syria? 
Were they, who wandered houseless in the soli- 
tudes of Engaddi ? Were they, who dwelt beneath 
the palm-h'ces by the lied Sea ? O, no ! They 
wt;re ignorant, they were deluded, they were 
fanatic, but they w'crc not hypocrites ; if there 
be any sincerity in human i^rofessions and human 
actions, they were not hypocrites. During the 
Middle Ages, there was corruption in the churcli, 
— foul, shameful corruption ; and now also hy- 
pocrisy may scourge itself in feigned repentance, 
and ambition hide its face beneath a hood; yet 
all is not therefore rottenness that w'ears a cowl. 
Many a pure spirit, through heavenly-minded- 
ness and an ardent though mistaken zeal, has hed 
from the temptations of the world to seek in 
solitude^ and self-communion a closer Avalk with 
tlod. And not in vain. They have found the 
peace they sought. They Imve felt, indeed, w'hat 
many profess to feel, but do not feel, — that 
they arc strangers and sojourners here, travellers 
who arc bound for their home in a far country. 
It is this feeling which I sj^cak of as giving 
a peculiar charm to the devotional poetry of 
Spain. Compare its spirit with the spirit which 
Its authors have exhibited in their lives. They 
sp'^ak of liaving given uji the w'orld, and it 
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ivS 110 poetical hyperbole; they speak of long- 
in" to be free from the weakness of thg flesh, 
that they may coirimeiice their conversation 
ill hcavc'n, — and wo fed that they had already 
began it in lives of penitence,, meditation, and 
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If thou voticlisaffi to rend tliis trcatiBO, it shall seem no other- 
■wisc to tlicr than the waj’ to an ordinary traveller, — ^ometiinon 
fair, sfmietinics foul ; here champaign, there encloBed ; buii'cn 
in one i)lace, better soyle in another ; by woods, groves, hills, 
dales, jdaius, I shall lead thee. 

Beiii'OM*s ANvroMis of MRi.AMcnoLY. 


Titk glittering spires and cupolas of Madrid have 
sunk bflihid mo. Again and again I have turned to 
take a parting look, till at length the last trace of 
the (;ity h.as disappeared, and I gaze only upon the 
shy above it. 

And now the sultry day is passed ; the freshening 
twiliglit falls, and the moon and the evening star 
arc in the sky. This river is the Xaruma. This 
noble avenue of trees leads to Aranjuez. Already 
its lamx>s begin to twiukle in the distance. The 
hoofs of our weary mules clatter upon the wooden 
br’dgc ; tlic public square opens before us ; yonder, 
in the moonlight, gleam tlie walls of the royal palace^ 
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and near it, with a rusliiiig sound, full the 'waters of 
the Tagus. , 


We have now entered the vast and melancholy 
plains of La Mancha, — a land to 'which the genius 
of tk'rvantes has given a vulgo-classie f:yne. Here 
are the windmills, as of old ; every village lias its 
Master Nicholas, — every venta its Maritornes, 
Wondrous strong are the spells of fiction ! A few 
years pass away, and history becomes romance, and 
romance, history. To the peasantry of Spain, Don 
Quixote and his squire are historic personages ; and 
woe betide the luckless wight w'ho unwarily takes 
the name of Dulcinea upon his lips 'within a league 
of El Toboso ! The traveller, too, yields himself to 
the delusion ; and as he traverses the arid plains of 
La Mancha, iiauscs with willing credulity to trace 
the footsteps of the mad Hidalgo, with his “velvet 
breeches on a holyday, and slippers of the same." 
The high-road from Aranjiicz to Cordo\a crosses 
and recrosscs the knight-errant’s path. Between 
Manzanares and Valdeiienas stands the inn wdiere 
he was dubbed a knight; to the northward, the spot 
where he encountered the 'windmills ; to the west- 
ward, the inn where he made the balsam of Eiera- 
bras, the scenes of his adventures with the fulling- 
mills, and his tournamcn^,, -with the barber ; and to 
the southward, the Sierra Morena, where he did 
penance, like the knights of olden time. 

For my own part, 1 confess that there arc seasons 
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when I am willing to be the cluiie of my imagina* 
tion ; *an(l if this h<irmlcss folly but lends its wings 
to a dull-paccd hour, I am even ready to believe 
a fairy talc. 


On the* fourth day of our journey w'e dined at 
Manzanarcs, in an old and sombre-looking inn, 
w’hicli, I think, some centuries back, must have 
been the dwelling of a grandee. A wide gateway 
udinittcd us into the inn-yard, which was a paved 
court, in the centre of the edifice, surrounded by a 
colonnade, and open to the sky above. Beneath 
this colonnade we were shaved by the village barber, 
a supple, smooth-faced Figaro, with a brazen laver 
and a gray niontera cap. There, too, we dined in 
the open air, with bread as white as snow, and the 
rich red Aviiio of Valdepeiias ; and there, in the list- 
lessness of after-dinner, smoked the sleep-inviting 
cigar, whiio in the court-yard before us the mu- 
leteers danced a fandango with the maids of the inn, 
to such niuhic as three blind musicians could draw 
from a violin, a guitar, and a clarionet. "When this 
scene was over, and tlic blind men had groped their 
"way Oat of the yard, I fell into a delicious slumber, 
from which I was soon awakened by music of another 
kind. It was a clear, youtliful voice, singing a 
national song to the sound of a guitar. I opened 
my eyes, and near nio stood a tall, graceful figure, 
leaning against one of the pillars of the colonnade, 
i'l the attitude of a screnadcr. His dress was that 
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of a Spanish student. lie wore a black gown and 
cassock, a pair of shoes made of an ex-pair ^)f boots, 
and a hat in the shape of a lialf-nioon, with the 
handle of a wooden spoon slicking out on one side 
like a cockade. When ho had finished his song, wc 
invited him to the remnant of a Vich sausage, a 
bot^ of Valdcpenas, bread at his own discretion, 
and a pure Havana eigar. The stranger made a leg, 
and accepted these signs of good company with the 
easy air ot a man who is accustomed to earn his 
livelihood by liook or by crook ; and as the wine 
was of that stark and generous kind which readily 
“ascends one into the brain,*' our gentleman with the 
half-moon hat grew garrulous and full of anecdote, 
and soon told us liis own story, beginning with his 
birth and iiarentage, like the people in Gil Bias. 

“ I am the son of a barber,** quoth he ; “ and first 
saw the light some twenty years ago, in the great 
city of Madrid. At a very early age I was taught 
do something for myself, and begun my career of 
gain by carrying a slow-match in the Pi\ido, for the 
gentlemen to light their cigars w'ith, and catching 
the wax that dropped from the friars* ta];)ers at 
funerals and other religious processions. 

“ At school I was noisy and unruly ; and was 
finally expelled for hooking the master*s son Math a 
pair of ox-horns, w'hich I had tied to my head, in 
order to personate the bull in a mock bull-fight. 
Soon after this my father died, and 1 went to live 
with my maternal uncle, a curate in Fuencarral. 
He was a man of learning, and resolved that I should 
be like him. He set his heart ux>on making a phj*- 
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Bician of me ; and to this tnd tau^dit me Latin and 
Greek. 

ft 

“ In due time I was sent to the University of 
Alcala. Ilero a new world opened before me. 
"VVliat novelty, — what varietj', — what exeiteincnt ! 
But alas ! three months Avere hardly gone, when 
news came that my 'worthy uncle had pass<^kto a 
better world. I was now left to shift for niyself. 
I was penniless, and lived as I could, not as I 'would. 
I became a sophta^ a soup-eater, — a knight of the 
wooden spoon. I see you do not understand me. 
In other words, then, I became one of that respect- 
able body of charity scholars ulio go arniod with 
their 'U'ooden spoons to eat the allow'ance of elee- 
mosynary soup, which is daily served out to them 
at tlie gate of the convents. I had no longer house 
nor home. But necessity is the mother of inven- 
tion* I became a hanger-on of those who were 
more fortunate than myself ; studied in other peo- 
ple's books ; slept in other ijcople’s beds ; and 
hrcakfjisted at otVior jieople’s expense. This course 
of life hiis been demoralizing, but it has iiuickeucd 
my wits to a wonderful degree. 

“Lid you ever read the life of the Gran Tacano, 
by Quevedo ? In the lii>t book you have a faithful 
pictur of life in a Bjianish university. What was 
true in his day is true in ours. O Alcala ! Alcala ! 
if your walls had tongues as w'ell as cars, what talcs 
could they repeat ! what^ midnight frolics ! what 
madcap revelries ! what scenes of merriment and 
mischief ! How merry is a student's life, and j-^et 
how changeable ! Alternate feasting and fasting, — 
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alternate Lent and Carnival,— alternate want ainl 
extravagance ! Care given to the winds, — no thought 
bcj'ond the passing hour; yesterday forgotten, — 
to-morrow a word in an unknown tongue ! 

“Did you ever hoar of raising the dead? not 
literally, — but such as the student raised, when he 
dug for the soul of the licentiate Pedro Garcias, at 
the * fountain between Penafitil and Salamanca, — 
money ? No ? Well, it is done aftfr this wise. 
Gambling, you know, is our great national vice ; 
and then gamblers are so dishonest ! Now, our 
game is to cheat the cheater. We go at night to 
some noted gaming-house, — five or six of us in a 
body. Wc stand around the table, watch those that 
are at play, and occasionally put in a trifle ourselves 
to avoid suspicion. At length the favourable mo- 
ment arrives. Some eager idaycr ventures a large 
stake, 1 stand behind his chair. He wins. As 
quick as thought, I stretch my arm over his shoulder 
and seize the glittering prize, saying very coolly, 
have won at last.' My gentleman turns ruiuid in a 
passion, and I meet his indignant glance with a look 
of surprise. He storms, and I expostulate ? ho me- 
naces, — I heed his menaces no more than the buzzing 
of a fly that has burnt his W'ings in my lamp. He 
calls tliG whole tabic to witness ; but the whole table 
is busy, each with liis own givin qt loss, and there 
stand my comrades, all loudly asserting that the 
stake Avas mine. What can he do ? there was a 
mistake; he swallows •the ufiront as best he may, 
and wc bear away the booty. This wc call raising 
the dead. You say it is disgraf-'^^ij, — dishonest. 
x3 
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Our maxim is, that all is fair among sharpers : 
Jinylar al son qve sc tom ^ — Dance to any tune that is 
fichlloil, llesulcs, as I said hefore, poverty is demo- 
ralizing. One loses the nice distinctions of right 
and Avrong, of memn and iunm. 

“Thus merrily pass the hours of term-time. 
SVhen the summer AMcations come round, I sling my 
guitar over my shoulder, and Avith a light heart, and 
a lighter pocket, scour the country, like a strolling 
piper or a mendicant friar. lake the industrious 
ant, in summer I proAude for Avintcr ; for in A'acation 
Ave haA"0 time for reflection, and make the great dis- 
covery, that there is a portion of time called the 
future. I pick up a trifle hero and a trifle there, in 
all the towns and A'illages through which 1 pass, and 
before the end of my totir I find myself cpiite rich — 
for the son of a barber. This Ave call the vicla tu^ 
nanicscdf — a rag-tag-and-hohtail sort of life. And 
yet the Avocation is as honest as that of a begging 
1*^^ciscan. Why not? 

“And now, gentlemen, having dined at your ex- 
pense, with your IcaA’-e I Avill put this loaf of bread 
and the remains of this cxeellcnt Vich sausage into 
my i)o.'’ket, and thanking you for your kind hosiu- 
tality, hid you a good afternoon. God be with you, 
gentlenie ! ” ^ 


In general, the aspect of»f<a Mancha is desolate 
and sad. Around you lies a parched and sunburnt 
plain, vhich, like the ocean, has no limits but the 
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sky; and straight before you, for many a weary 
league, runs the dusty and level road, without the 
shade of a single tree. The villages you pn«H tlirough 
are poverty-stricken and half-tlcpopulated ; and the 
squalid inhabitants Avciir a look of misery that makes 
the heart ache. Every league or two, the ruins of a 
post-house, or a rootless cottage with shattered win- 
dows and blackened walls, tells a sad tale of the last 
W'ar. It Avas there that a little band of peasantry 
made a desperate stand against the Erencli, and 
perished by the bullet, the sword, or the bayonet. 
The lapse of many yeius has not changed the 
scene, nor repaired tlio battered w’dll ; and at 
almost every step the traveller may pause and 
exclaim : — 

** Iloro was the camp, the w.'itch-flame, nnd the host ; 

Here the bold ])cusant btoniicd the dragon’s nest.” 

From Yaldepenas southward the country wears a 
more lively and picturesque aspect. The landsc^^^c 
breaks into liill and valley, covered with viney 
and olive-fields ; and before you rise rtie^ dark ridges 
of tlie Sierra Morena, lifting their sullen fronts into 
a heaven all gladness and sunshine. Ere long you 
enter the w'ild mountain-i)iiss of Despena-Perros. 
A sudden in the road brings you to a stone co- 
lumn, surmounted by an iron cross, marking thi 
boundary line between l^a Mancha and Andalusia. 
Upon one side of this column is carved a sorry- 
looking face, not unlike the death's-heads on the 
tombstones of a country church-yard. Over it 
is written this inscription ; — “ El Veudadbro 
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JIeTRATO DE la SANTA CAR* llEL DiOS DB XaEN/* 
— The true portrait of the holy countenance of the 
God of lilacn ! I was so much struck with this 
strange superscription that I stopped to copy it. 

“ Do you really believe that this is what it pre- 
tends to be ! ” said I to a muleteer, who was watch- 
ing my movements. 

“ I don’t know,” replied ho, shrugging his brawny 
shoulders ; they say it is.” 

‘‘ Who says it is ? ” 

“ The priest, — the Padre Cura.” 

* ‘ I suppfise so. And how was this portrait taken ?” 

He could not tell. Tlie Padre Cura knew all 
about it. 

When I joined my companions, who were a little 
in ad van CO of me with the carriage, I got the mys- 
tery explained. The Catholic church boasts of three 
portraits of our Saviour, miraculously prcsorx’cd 
upon the folds of a handkerchief, with which St. 
3^eronica wiped the sweat from his brow, on the day 
of the crucifixion. One of these is at Toledo, 
another in the kingdom of Xacn, and the third at 
Uoinc. 


The impression which this monument of super- 
stition made upon mj' mind was soon effiiccd by the 
magnificent scene which now burst upon me. The 
road winds up the mountain-side with gradual as- 
cent; wild, shapeless, gigantic crags overhang it 
upon tiio right, and upon the left the wary foot 
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starts back from the brink of a fearful chasm hun- 
dreds of feet in depth. Its sides are black Avith 
rafj'^cd pines, and rocks that huA'c topplfd doAvn 
from above ; and at the bottom, scarcely visible, 
Avind the silvery Avators of a little stream, a tributary 
of the Guadalquivir. The road skirts the ruAdnefo 
miles, — noAv climbing the barren rock, and noAV 
sliding gently doAviiAvard into shadowy liollows, and 
crossing some rustic bridge throAAii ’oA'cr a Avild 
mountain-bro ok. 

At length the scene changed. We stood upon th 
Bouthern slope of the Sierra, and looked doAvn upon 
the broad, luxuriant valleys of Andalusia, bathed in 
the gorgeous si)lendour of a southern sunset. The 
landscape had already assumed the “ burnished 
livery ” of autumn ; but the air I breathed Avas the 
soft and balmy breath of sx>ring, — the eternal spring 
of Andalusia. 

If over yt)u should be fortunate enough to visit 
this part of Spain, stop for the niglit at the villa§»e 
of liU Carolina. It is indeed a model for all villages, 
— Avith its broad streets, its neat, while diouses, its 
siracious market-irhiec surrounded Avith a colonnade, 
and its public Avalk ornamented Avith fountains 
and set out Avith luxuriant trees. I doubt Avliethor 
all Si)ain dk shoAv a village more beautiful than 
this. 


The approach to CordOA'a from the east is en 
• choiiting. The sun Avas just rising as wc crossed 
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the Guadalqiiiyir and drew near to the city ; and, 
alighting from the carriage, I pursued my way on 
foot, the* better to enjoy the scene and the pure 
morning air. The denf still glistened on every leaf 
and spray ; for the burning sun had not yet climbed 
the tall hedge-row of wild fig-tree and aloes which 
skirts the road side. The highway wound along 
through gardens, orchards, and vineyards, and here 
and there above me towered the glorious palm in 
all its leafy magnificence. On my right, a swelling 
mountain-ridge, covered with verdure and sprinkled 
with little white hermitages, looked forth tow'ards 
the rising sun ; and on the left, in a long, grac/Tul 
curve, swept the bright waters of the Guadalquivir, 
pursuing their silent journey through a verdant 
reach of soft lowland landscape. There, amid all 
the luxuriance of this sunny clime, arises the ancient 
city of Cordova, though stripped, alas ! of its for- 
tmjt magnificence. All that reminds you of the 
[fast is the crumbling wall of the city, and a Saracen 
mosque, now changed to a Christian cathedral. 
The stranger, who is familiar with the history of 
the Moorish dominion in Spain, pauses w'ith a sigh, 
and asks himself. Is this the imperial city of 
Alhakam the J ust, and Abdoulrohman the Magni- 
cent. 


Tins, then, is Seville, thjit ** pleasant city, famous 
for oranges and women." After all I have heard of 
its beauty, 1 am disappointed in finding it loss bean- > 
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tiful than my imagination had painted it. The wise 
saw, — 


** Quion no ha viRto Sovilla, 
No ha visto maravilla.”— ■ 


He who has not seen Seville has seen no marvel, — 
is an Andalusian gasconade. This, hj>wcver, is the 
judgment of a traveller w’cary and M ay-worn with 
a journey of tw'elvc successive days in a carriage 
draM'n by mules ; and 1 am w'cll aM'arc liow much 
our opinions of men and things arc coloured by these 
trivial ills. A sad spirit is like a rainy day; its 
mists and shadoM's darken the brightest sky, and 
clothe the fairest landscaiic in gloom. 

I am, likeM'ise, a disapiiointed man in another 
respect. I have come all the M ay from Madrid to 
Seville M'ithout being robbed ! And this, too, when 
I journeyed at a snail’s j>acc, and had bought a 
watch large enough for the clock of a village chur^li, 
for the express purpose of having it yiolently turn 
from me by a fierce- Mdiiskcred highM'a;^nan, with 
liis blunderbuss and his, “ Bova ubajoy ladrones ! 

If I print this in a book, I am undone. W'hat! 
travel in Spain and not be robbed ! To be sure, I 
came very near it more than once. Almost every 
village Mc passed through had its tale to tell of atro- 
cities committed in the neighbourhood. In one 
place, the stagc-coach had been stopped and plun- 
dered; in another, a man had been murdered and 
throMm into the river ; here and there a rude M’ooden 
cross and a shapeless pile of stones marked tho 
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spot where sorac unwary traveller had met his fate ; 
and at night, seated around the blazing hearth of the 
inn-kitchen, my fellow travellers would converse in 
a mysterious under- tone of the dangers we were to 
pass through on the morrow. But the morrow came 
and went, and, alas ! neither salteador, nor raiero 
moved a finger. At one place, we were a day too 
late ; at another, a day too early. 

I am now at the Fonda de loa Americanos. My 
chamber-door ojiens upon a gallery, beneath which 
is a little court paved with marble, having a fountain 
in the centre. As I w’rite, I can just distinguish 
the tinkling of its tiny jet, falling into the circular 
basin with a murmur so gentle that it scarcely breaks 
the silence of the night. At day-dawn I start for 
Cadiz, promising myself a pleasant sail down the 
Guadalquivir. All I shall bo able to say of Seville 
is what I have written above, — that it is “a pleasant 
city, famous for oranges and Avoraen.’” 


I AM at length in Cadiz. I came across the bay 
yestcj day morning in an open boat from Santa Maria, 
and have established mj'^self in very pleasant rooms, 
Avhich look out upon the Plaza de San Antonio^ the 
public square of the city. The morning sun aAvakes 
me, and at evening the sea-breeze comes in at my 
window. At night the square is lighteil by lamps 
suspended from the trees, aitd thronged Avith a bril- 
liant c^oAvd of the young and gay. 

Cadiz is beautiful almost beyond imagination. The 
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cities of our clrc.inis are not more enchanting. It 
lies like a delicate sea-shell upon the brink of the 
ocean, so wondrous fair that it seems not formed for 
man. In sooth, the Paphitni ipicen, born of the 
featliery sea-foam, dwells here. It is the city of 
beauty and of love. 

The women of (‘adiz are Avoiid-renowncd for their 
loveliness. Surely earth has none nipre daz/ling 
than a daughter of that bright, burning clime. WHiat 
a faultless figure ! what a dainty foot ! Avhat dignity ! 
wliat matchless grace ! 

“ What cyps, — what lips, — Avhat everything about her I 
How lik«* a swan .she suiius hei pace, and bears 
Her silver bio.Ujts !” 

The Gaditana is not ignorant of her charms, iShe 
knows full Avcll the necromancy of a smile. You 
Ke(i it in the flourish of her fan, — a magic wand^ 
wliosu si^cll is powerful ; you sue it in her stcaTly 
gaze, the elastic step, 

“ The veil, 

Thrown hack a moment illi the glancing hand, 

Wlulo the o’crpowcring eje, that turns 30U pale, 

Fl.ihlics into tlic heart.” 

When I am growm old and grey, and sit by the 
fireside Avrapped in flannels, if, in a listless moment, 
recalling what is now tlie present, but aauU then be 
the distant and almost forgotten iiast, I turn over the 
leaves of this journal till my watery eye falls upon 
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the page I have just written, I shall smile at the en- 
thusiasm with which I have sketched this portrait. 
And Avhcrc will then be the bright forms that now 
glance before mo, like' the heavenly creations of a 
dream? All gone, — all gone ! Or, if perchance 
a few still linger uimn earth, the silver cord 
will b(j loosed, — they will be bowed with age and 
sorrow, sayi^ig their paternosters with a tremulous 
voice. 

Old ago is a Pharisee ; for he makes broad his 
phylacteries, and wears them upon his brow, in- 
scribed with prayer, but in the ** crooked autograph’* 
of a iialsied hand. *‘I see with pain,*’ says Madame 
do Pompadour, “ that there is notliing durable upon 
earth. "We bring into the world a fair face, and 
lo ! in less th.an thirty years it is covered with 
wrinkles ; after w'hich a w'oman is no longer good 
for anything.” 

Were I to translate these sombre reflections into 
choice Castilian, and read them to the bright-eyed 
houri who is now leaning over the balcony opposite, 
she would laugh, and laugliing say, “ Cmntlo cl dc~ 
nwnio cs se mete fraylej' 


The devotion paid at the shrine of the Virgin is 
one of the most prominent and characteristic features 
of the Catholic religion. In^ Spain it is one of its 
most attractive features. In the southern provinces, 
in ( ranada and in Andalusia, which the inhabitants 
call **Latierra de Maria Santisima ,'* — the land of 
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the most holy Mary, — this adoration is ardent and 
enthusiastic. There is one of its outward observan- 
ces which struck me as peculiarly beautiful and im- 
pressive. I refer to the* Ave Maria, an evening 
service of the Virgin. Just as the evening twilight 
commences, the boll tolls to prayer. In a moment, 
throughout the croAvded city, the hum of business is 
hushed, the thronged streets arc stilly the gay mul- 
titudes that crowd the public walks stand motionless, 
f dispute cc 

dies away ; life seems for a moment to be arrested in 
its career, and to stand still. The mullitude un- 
cover their heads, and, M'ith the sign of the cross, 
whisper their evening prayer to the Virgin. Ther^ 
the bell rings a merrier jAcal ; the erowds move again 
in the streets, and the rush and turmoil of business 
rc-commencc. I have always listened with feelings of 
solemn pleasure to the bell that sounded fortl»the 
Avc Maria. As it announced the close of day, it 
seemed also to call the soul from its worldly occupa- 
tions to repose and devotion, Thcri? something 
beautiful in thus measuring the march of time*. 
The hour, too, naturally brings the heart into unison 
with tlic feelings and sentiments of devotion. The 
close of the day, the shadows of evening, the calm 
of twilight, inspire a feeling of tranquillity ; and 
though I may differ from the Catholic in regard to 
the object of his supplication, yet it seems to me a 
beautiful and appropijate solemnity, that, at the 
close of each daily epoch of life, — which, if it nave 
not been fruitful in incidents to ourselves, has, never- 
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thelcss, been so to many of the great human family, 
— the voi^c of a whole people, and of the whole 
world, should go up to lieavcn in praise, and sui^pli- 
cation, and thankfulness'. 


“ Tuk MiKirish king viclea up and down 
Thi'ough (iranjuLi’p royal towTi; 

Fnnii Klvini’H gutes to those 
Of llivaramhlu on ho gf)oa. 

Woe is me, Alliama 1 ” 

Thus commences one of the fine old Spanish 
l)allud9, commemorating the downfall of the city of 
Alliama, where we have stopped to rest our horses 
on their fatiguing march from Velez-Malaga to 
Granada. Alliama was one of the last strongholds 
of^the Moslem power in Spain. ItwS fall opened the 
W'tiy for the Christian ai’iny across the Sierra Nevada, 
and spread consternation and despair through the 
city of Grantda. The description in the old bal- 
lad is highly graphic and beautiful ? and its beauty 
is well ])rcscrvcd in the spirited English translation 
by Lord Byron, 


As wo crossed the Sierra Nevada, the snowy 
mountains that look down upon the luxuriant Vega 
of Qriuiada, we overtook a s'jlitary rider, who was 
Binging a wild national song, to cheer the loneliness 
of his journey, lie was an athletic man, and rode 
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spirited horse of tne Arab breed. A black bear- 
skin jacket covered hia broad shoulders, tyid around 
his waist was wound the crimson faja^ so universally 
worn by the Sj^anish jicasaittry. Ilis velvet brccehcs 
reached below his knee, just meeting a pair of 
leather gaiters of elegant workmanship. A gay 
silken handkerchief was tied round his head, and 
over this he wore the little round .^dalusian hat, 
decked out with a profusion of tassels of silk and bugles 
of silver. The steed he mounted was dressed no less 
gaily than his rider. There was a silver star upon his 
forehead, and a bright-coloured wollcn tassel between 
his cars ; a blanket striped with blue and red covered 
the saddle, and even the Moorish stirrups were or- 
namented with brass studs. ' 

This personage was a contrahandista ^ — a smuggler 
between Granada and the sea-port of Velez-Malaga. 
The song ho sang wiis one of the popular ballads of 
the country. 

Worn with speed is my good stfed. 

And I march me hurried, worried ; 

Onward ! cahallito niio, 

Witli tlic white sMr in thy forehead 1 
Onward ! here comes the patrol, 

And I hear their rifles crack ! 

Ay, jaleo ! Ay, ay, jaleo ! 

Ay, jaleo I they cross our track ! • 


• I licre transcribe thc|origina1, of wliich this is a single 
Btanxa. Its only merit is simplicity, and a certain grace which 
belongs to its provinciid phraseology, and which would be lost 
In a translation. 
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Tlic air to wliicli these woiJ s arc sung is wild and 
high ; and the prolonged and mournful cadence 
gives it the sound of a funeral wail, or a cry for 
help. To have its full effect upon the mind, it 
should be heard by night, in some %vild mountain- 
pass, and from a distance. Then the harsh tones 
come softened to the ear, and in unison with the 
hour and the scene, produce a pleasing melancholy. 

Tlic contrabandista accompanied us to Granada. 
The sun had already set when we entered the Vega, 
— those luxuriant meadows which stretch away to 


“ Yo qae soy contrabandista 
Y cainpo por mi respeto, 

A todos los dosafio. 

Torque a iiaklo trngo mioo. 
i Ay, jalco ! j l^tuchachas. jalco ! 
I Quivn mo compra jilo nrgro ? 


Mi caballo esta canssm, 

Y yo me murcho corricmlo. 

; Andn, ciiballito mio, 

Caballo mio careto ! 
i Anda, quo vionc la ronda, 
y sc nuK'vc cl tirotco ! 
i Ay, jalco ! \ Ay, ay, jalco ! 
i Ay, jalco, que nos coiMn 
Sacumc do aqueste apriclo. 

Mi caballo ya no corre, 

Y.i mi caballo paro. 

Toclo para en estc laundo, 
Tnmbicn he dc parai’ yo. 

I Ay, jalco ! { Muebaoas, jalco I 
I Quicn me compra jilo negro t 
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the south and west of the city, league after league of 
rich unbroken verdure. It was Saturdiyr night; 
and, as the gathering twilight fell arouniL us, luid 
one by one the lamps of the city twinkled in the 
distance, suddenly kindling here and there, as the 
stars start to their places in the evening sky, a loud 
peal of Dclls rang forth its glad welcome to the day 
of rest, over the meadows to the ^istant hills, 
swinging slow, with solemn roar.'* 


Is this reality and not a dream ? Am I indeed in 
Granada ? Am I indeed within the walls of that 
earthly paradise of the Moorish kings ? How my « 
si)ii'it is stirred within me ! How my heart is lifted 
U13 ! How my thoughts arc rax^t away in the visions 
of other days ! 

A VC, Maria purissuna ! It is midnight. The 
bell has tolled the hour from the watch-totfer 
of the Alhambra ; and the silent street echoes 
only to the watchman*s cry — Avc, ^Mnria puris- 
sima / I am alone in my chamber, — sleepless, — 
spell-bound by the genius of the i)lacc, — entranced 
by the beauty of the star-lit night. As I gaze 
from my window, a sudden radiance brightens 
in the cast. It is the moon, rising behind tho 
Alhambra. I can faintly discern the dusky and 
indistinct outline of a massive tower, standing 
amid the uncertain ItwilJght, like a gigantic 
shadow. It changes with the rising moon, as 
' a j^»alacc in the clouds, and other towers and bat- 
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tlcments arise, — every moRtent more distinct, more 
palpable, till now they stand between me and the 
sky, with a sharp outline, distant, and yet so near 
that I seem to sit \<ithin their shadow. 

Majestic spirit of the night, I recognize thee ! 
Thou hast conjured up this glorious vision for thy 
votary. Thou hast baptised me with thy baptism. 
Thou hast rourished my soul with fervent thoughts 
and holy aspirations, and ardent longings after the 
beautiful and the true. Majestic spirit of the past I 
recognize thee ! Thou hast bid the shadow go 
back for me upon the dial-plate of time. Thou 
has taught me to read in thee the present and the 
future, — a revelation of man’s destiny on cartn. 
Thou hast taught me to see in thee the princ'ouo 
that unfolds itself from century to century i;i 
the progress of our race, — the germ in whoso 1 Sf,m 
lie unfolded the bud, the leaf, the tree. GeneratitP ; 
pnrish, like the leaves of the forest, passing aiiiiy 
when their mission is completed ; but at euch 
succeeding r.pring, broader and higher spreads IJiO 
human mind unto its perfect stature, uu.,0 the ful- 
filment of its destiny, unto the perfection of i a 
nature. And in these high revelations, thou J- ..st 
taught mo more, — tliou hast taught me to feel tliat 
I, too, ■w^'iik, humble, and imknoivn, feeble of pur- 
pose and irresolute of good, have something to ac- 
comiilish upon earth, — ^liko the falling leaf, like the 
passing wind, like the drop of rain. O glorious 
thought! that lifts above S;he power of time and 
chance, and tells me that I cannot pass away, uiid_ 
leave i 0 mark of my existence. I may not know 
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the purpose of my being, — the end for 'which 
an all- wise Providence created me as I ^in, and 
placed me where I am; but I do know — for in 
such things faith is knowledge — that my being 
has a purpose in the omniscience of my Creator, 
and that all my actions tend to the completion, to 
the full accomplishment of that purpose. Is this 
fatality ? No. I feel that I am free, though an in- 
finite and invisible power overrules me. Man pro- 
poses, and God disposes. This ia one of tlie many 
mysteries in our being which human reason cannot 
find out by searching. 

’i'onder towers, that stand so Auge and massive in 
'htj midnight air, the work of human hands that 
havf* long since forgotten their cunning in the grave, 
ami once the liomc of human beings immortal as 
oursc^vr'’, and filled like us with hopes and fears, 
n* powers of good and ill, — arc lasting memorials 
of their builders ; inanimate material forms, ygt 
living with the impress of a creative mind. These 
an landmarks of other times. Thus fnn^i the dis- 
tJ'.nt past the history of the human race is tele- 
graphed from generation to generation, through the 
pre:-«mt to all succeeding ages. These are manifes- 
tations of the human mind at a remote period of its 
history, and among a people "W'lio came from another 
clime, — the children of the desert. Their mission 
is accomplished, and they. are gone ; yet leaving be- 
hind them a thousand records of themselves and of 
their ministry, not as yet fully manifest, but “ seen 
through a glass darkfy,*' dimly shadowed forth 
in the language, and character, and manners, and 

Y 
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history of the nation, tli.»t was by turns tlie con- 
quered .find the conquering. The Goth sat at the 
Arab’s feet ; and athwart the cloud and storm of war^ 
streamed the light of^ Oriental learning upon the 
Western world. — ■ 

“ Aa when the antnmnal aim, 

Throuffh travelling rain and mist, 

Shines on the evening hills.’* 


This morning I visited the Alhambra; an en- 
chanted palace, whose exquisite beauty baffles the 
power of language to describe. Its outlines may 
be drawn, — its halls and galleries, its court-yards 
and its fountains, numbered ; but what skilful 
limner shall pourtray in words its curious archi- 
tecture, the grotesque ornaments, the quaint devices, 
Alie rich tracery of the walls, the ceilings inlaid 
with pearl and tortoise-shell ? what language paint 
the mag^c^iues of light and shade, the shimmer 
of the sun-beam as it falls upon the marble pave- 
ment, and the brilliant panels inlaid with many- 
coloured stones i Vague recollections fill my mind, 
— ^images dazzling but undefined, like the memory of 
a go'.joous dream. They crowd my brain con- 
fusedly, but they wull not stay ; they change and 
mingle, like the tremulous sunshine on the wave, 
till imagination itself ir dazzled, — bewildered, — 
overpowered ! 

Wliat most arrests the stfanger’s foot within the 
walls of the Alhambra is tlic refinement of luxury 
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which he sees at every step. He lingers in the 
deserted bath, — he pauses to gaze upon die now 
vacant saloon, where, stretched upon his gilded 
couch, the effeminate monarcH of the East was wooed 
to sleep by softly breathing music. What more 
delightful than this secluded garden, green with the 
leaf of the myrtle and the orange, and freshened 
with the gush of fountains, beside who #0 basin the 
nightingale still woos the blushing rose ? Wliat more 
fanciful, more exquisite, more like a ereation of 
Oriental magic, than the lofty tower of the Tocador, 
— its airy sculpture resembling the fretwork of 
wintry frost, and its windows overlooking the 
romantic valley of the Darro ; and the city, with its 
gardens, domes, and spires, far, far below? Cool 
through this lattice comes the summer wind, from 
the icy summits of the Sierra Nevada. Softly in 
yonder fountain falls the crystal water, dripping 
from its marble vase with ncvcr-ceusing sound. 0» 
every side comes up the fragrance of a thousand 
flowers, the murmur of innumerable IcVives ; and 
overhead is a sky where not a vapour floats, — as soft, 
and blue, and radiant as the eye of childhood ! 

Such is the Alhambra of Granada ; a fortress, a 
palace, — an earthly paradise, — a ruin, wonderful in 
its fallen greatness ! 
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THE 

JOURNEY INTO ITALY. 


What I catch is at present only sketch-ways, as it were ; but 
I prepare myself by times for the Italian journey. 

Goetuk’s Fai'ST. 


On the afternoon of the fifteenth of December, in 
the year of grace one thousand eight hundred and 
twenty-seven, I left Marseilles for Genoa, taking 
the sea-shore road through Toulon, Draguignan, and 
Nice. This journey is written in my mernwy with 
a sunbeam. We w'ere a company whom chance had 
thrown together, — different in ages, humours, and 
pursuits, — and yet so merrily the days went by, in 
sunshine, wind, or rain, that methinks some lucky 
star must have ruled the hour that brought us five 
so auspiciously together. But where is now that 
merry company ? One sleeps in his youthful grave ; 
two sit in their fatherland, sand “ coin their brain for 
their daily bread and the others, — where are they ? 
If still among the living, I beg them to remember in 
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their prayers the humble lustorian of their journey 
from Marseilles to Genoa. 

At Toulon we took a private carriage, in order to 
pursue our journey more leisurely and more at case. 
I well remember the strange outlandish vehicle, and 
our vetturino Joseph, with his blouse^ his short- 
stemmed pipe, liis limping gait, his comical phiz, 
and the lo .^land dialect his mother taught him at 
Avignon. Every scene, every incident of the journey 
is now before me as if written in a book. The sunny 
landscapes of the Var, — the peasant girls with their 
broad-brimmed hats of straw, — the inn at Dragnig- 
nan, with its painting of a lady on horseback, under- 
written in French and English, “ Une jeune dame d 
la 2>romcnadCt — A young ladi taking a walk,” — the 
mouldering arches of the Homan aqueducts at 
Frejiis, standing in the dim twilight of morning 
like shadowy apparitions of the past, — the wooden 
•bridge across the Var, — the glorious amphitheatre 
of hills that half encircle Nice, — the midnight scene 
at tlie village inn of Monaco, — the mountaiii-road 
overhanging the sea at a dizzy height, and its long, 
dark passages cut through the solid rock, — the tum- 
bling mountain-torrent, — and a fortress perched on 
a jutting sjmr of the Alps ; these, and a thousand 
vari I scenes and landscapes of this journey, rise 
before me as if still visible to the eye of sense, and 
not to that of memory only. And yet I will not 
venture upon a minute description of them. I 
have not colours bright enough for such landscapes ; 
and besides, even the most determined lovers of the 
picturesque grow w’eary of long descrix)tions ; though. 
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as the Frenc'h puiclc-book says of these scenes, 
“ Tout celafait sa}is doute un spectacle admir^le !* 


On the tenth day of our journey, wo reached 
Genoa, the city of palace-«,--the superb city. The 
writer of an old book, called “ Tinie’s^torehouse,” 
thus poetically describes its situation : — “This cittie 
is most proudl}*- built upon the scacoast and the 
downicfall of the Appenines, at the foot t)f a moun- 
taine ; even as if she were descended downe tlie 
mount, and come to reiiosc herselfc uppon a plaiiic.* 

It was Christmas eve, — a glorious night : I stood ^ 
at midnight on the wide terra(;c of our hotel, which 
overlooks the sea, and, gazing on tlie tiny and 
crisping waves that broke in pearly light beneath 
the moon, sent back my wandering thoughts far 
over the sea, to a distant home. The jangling miriic 
of church-bells aroused me from my dream. It w'as 
the sound of jubilee at the apiiroachiifg, festival of 
the Nativity, and summoned alike the pious devotee, 
the curious stranger, and the gallant lover to the 
clinrch of the Annunziata. 

I descended from the terrace, and, groping my 
way through one of the dark and narrow huies which 
intersect the city in all directions, soon ffmnd my« 
self in the Strada Nuova. The long line of palaces 
lay half in shadow, ha^ in light, stretching before 
me in magical perspectiirc, like the long, vapoury 
• opening of a cloud in the summer sky. Following 
the vai'ious groups that were passing onward tow'ards 
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the public square, I entered ihe church, where mid- 
night ma^ was to be chanted. A diizzling blaze of 
light from the high altar shone upon the red marble 
columns which support the roof, and fell with a 
solemn effect upon the kneeling crowd that filled the 
body of the church. All beyond was in darkness ; 
and from that darkness at intervals burst forth the 
deep voice of the organ and the chanting of the 
choir, filling the soul with solemnity and awe. And 
yet, among that prostrate crowd, how many had been 
drawn thither by unworthy motives, — motives even 
more unworthy than mere idle curiosity ! How 
many sinful purposes arose in souls unpurified, and 
mocked at the bended knee ! How many a heart 
beat wild with earthly passion, while the uncon- 
scious lip repeated the accustomed prayer ! Im- 
mortal spirit! canst thou so heedlessly resist the 
imploring voice that calls thee from thine errors 
aiitt pollutions ? Is not the long day long enough, 
is not the wide world wide enough, has not society 
frivolity criough for thee, that thou shouldst seek 
out this midnight hour, tliis holy place, this solemn 
sacrifice, to add irreverence to thy folly ? 

lii the shadow of a column stood a young man 
■wrapped in a cloak, earnestly conversing in a low 
whisper with a female figure, so veiled as to hide 
her face from the eyes of all but her companion. 
At length they separated. The young man con- 
tinued leaning against the column, and the girl, 
gliding silently along the dfmly lighted aisle, mingled 
wit’ the crowd, and threw herself upon her knees.' 
Beware, poor girl, thought I. lest thy gentle nature 
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prove thy undoing! Perhaps, alas! thou art already 
undone ! And I almost heard the evil spiri^ '\\hi8per^ 
as in the Faust, “ How different was it with thee, 
Margaret, when, still full innocence, thou earnest 
to the altar here, — out of the well-worn little book 
lispedst prayers, lialf child-sport, half God in the 
heart ! Margaret, where is thy head ? What crime 
in thy heart !” • 

The city of Genoa is magnificent in parts, hut not 
as a whole. The houses are high, and the streets 
in general so narrow that in many of them you may 
almost step across from side to side. They are built 
to receive the cool sea-breeze, and shut out the 
burning sun. Only three of them — if my memory 
serves me — arc wide enough to admit the 2)assagc of* 
carriages ; and these thiec form but one continuous 
street, — the street of jialaces. They are the Strada 
Nuova, the Strudu Noviasima, and the Strada Jlalbi, 
which connect the Piazza Amorosa with the Vi^xza. 
dcir Annunziata. These palaces, the Doria, the 
Ourazzo, the Ducal Palace, and other* of less mag- 
iiifLCcnce, with their vast halls, their marble stair- 
cases, vestibules, and terraces, and the aspect of 
splendour and munificence they wear, — have given 
this commercial city the title of Genoa the Superb. 
And, as if to humble her pride, some envious rival 
among the Italian cities has launched at her a biting 
sarcasm in the well known proverb, “ Mare senza 
peace ^ uomitii senza fede^e donne senza vergoffua ** — A 
sea without fish, men without probity, and women 
without modesty ! 


T 3 
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Tub road from Genoa tc Lucca strongly resembles 
that from Nice to Genoa. It runs along the sea- 
board, now dipping to the water's edge, and now 
climbing the zigzag m(Aintain-x}ass, with toppling 
crags, and yawning chasms, and verdant terraces of 
vines and olive-trees. Many a sublime and many a 
picturesque landscape catches the traveller’s eye, now 
almost weary w’ith gazing ; and still brightly iininted 
upon my mind lies a calm evening scene on the 
borders of the Gulph of Spezia, with its broad sheet 
of crystal water, — the blue-tinted hills that form its 
oval basin, — the crimson sky above, and its bright 
redection, — 


“ Where it lay 

Deep bosomed in the still uiul quiet bay. 

The sea reilectiiiK' all that above. 

Till anew bky, softer but not so gay 
Arched m its bosom, U'CD\bled like a dove.” 


PiSA, the melancholy city, with its Leaning Tower, 
its Cainpo Santo, its bronze-gated eathqjlral, and its 
gloomy palaces, — Florence the Fair, with its mag- 
nificent Duomo, its gallery of ancient art, its gardens, 
its gay 'ociety, and its delightful environs, — Fiesole, 
Camaldoli, Vallombrosa, and the luxuriant Val 
d* Amo ; — these have been so often and so beauti- 
fully described by others, that I need not repeat the 
twice* told talc. 
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At Florence I took lodj^ings in a house which looks 
upon the I’iazKa Novella. In front of my windows 
was the venerahle church of Santa Maria Novella, 
in whose gloomy aisles Bdccaecio has i)laced the 
opening scene of his Dt'camcronc. 'J'here, when the 
plague was raging in the city, one Tuesday morning, 
after mass, the “seven ladies, young and fair,** held 
counsel togt'thcr, and resolved to leaw‘ the infected 
city, and flee to their rural villas in the environs, 
where they might “hear the birds sing, and see the 
green hills, and the plains, and the fields covered 
with grain and undulating like the sea, and trees 
of species manifold.’* 

In the Florentine museum is a representation in 
wax of some of the appalling s(*(;nes of the plague 
which desolated this city about the middle ot 
the fourteenth century, and w^iich Boccaccio has 
described with such simplicity and jjower in the 
introduction of his Decamcroiie. It is the woljfi of 
a Sicilian artist, by the name of /umbo, lie must 
have been a man of the most gloomy ai^d saturnine 
imagination, and more akin to the worm tlian most 
of us, thus to have revelled night and day in the 
hideous mysteries of death, corruption, and the 
charnel-housc. It is strange how this reinesentatiou 
haunts one. It is like a dream of the sepulchre, 
with its loathsome corses, with ** the blackening, the 
swelling, the bursting of the trunk, — the worm, the 
rat, and the tarantula work.” You breathe more 
freely as you step out into the open air again ; and 
when the bright sunshine, and the crowded, busy 
streets next meet your eye, you arc ready to ask, Is 
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this indeed a representation of reality? Can this 
pure air have been laden with pestilence ? Can this 
gay city have ever been a city of the plague ? 

The work of the Sicilian artist is admirable as a 
piece of art ; the description of the Florentine prose- 
poet equally admirable as a piece of eloquence 
“ How many vast palaces/' he exclaims, “how many 
beautiful houses, how many noble dwellings, afore- 
time filled with lords and ladies, and trains of 
servants, were now untenantod even by the lowest 
menial ! How many memorable families, how many 
ample heritages, how many renowned possessions, 
wore left without an heir ! How many valiant men, 
how many beautiful women, how many gentle youths 
breakfasted in the morning with their relatives, com- 
panions, and friends, and, when the evening cait'- 
Bupx)ed with their lyicestors in the other world I" 


I MET with an odd character at Florence, — a com- 
plete humoiirist. He was an Englishman of some 
forty years of age, with a round, good-humoured 
countenance, and a nose that w'ore the livery of 
good company. He was making the grand tour 
through France and Italy, and home again by the 
way ol the Tyrol and the llhine. He travelled post, 
with a double-barrelled gun, two pair of pistols, and 
a violin without a bow. He had been in Home with- 
out seeing St. Peter's — ^he did not care about it ; he 
had seen St. Paul’s in London. lie had been in 
Naples without visiting Pompeii, because “ they 
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told him it was hardly worth seeing, — nothing hut a 
parcel of dark streets and old walls.'* The principal 
object he seemed to have in view w'as to complete 
the grand tour. • 

I afterwards met with his counterpart in a country- 
man of my own, who made it a point to see everything 
which was mentioned in the guide-books ; and 
boasted how much he could accompMsh in a day. 
lie would despatch a city in an incredibly short 
space of time. A Homan aciucduct, a Gothic cathe- 
dral, two or three modern churches, and an nm'ient 
ruin or so, were only a breakfast for him. Nothing 
came amiss ; not a stone was left unturned. A city 
was like a Chinese picture to him, — it had no per- ^ 
spective. Every object seemed of equal magnitude 
and importance. He saw them all ; they were all 
wonderful. 

Life is short, and art is long ; yet spare me from 
thus travelling with the speed of thought, and twit- 
ting, from daylight until dark, at the heels of a 
cicerone, with an umbrella in one hand, tind a guide- 
book and plan of the city in the other. 


I copied the following singular inscription from a 
tombstone in the Protestant cemetery at Leghorn. 
It is the epitaph of a lady, written by herself, and 
engraven upon the tomb at her own request. 

** Under this stone lies the victim of sorrow. 

* Fly, wandorinp stranper, from her mouldi*rinp dust, 

Lest the rude wind, conveying a particle thereof unto thes, 



200 


TTir JOiriiNnY jkto italy. 


Slvoijld communicAtc* tliiu \x‘noni melancholy 

'I’liat has^cwtroyeil the stronf^oi^t frame and liveliest spirit. 

With joy of heart has she resifmed her breath, 

A living' martyr tt) sensibility !** 

Ildw inferior in true pathos is this inscription to one 
in the cemetery of Bologna : — 

“ I.uerezia Pieitii 
'linplora elciiui pace.” 

Lncrotia Picini imploies eternal peace! 

Prom Florence to Home I travelled with a vet- 
tiirino, hj'- the way of Siena. AW* were six days 
u])on the road, and, like Peter Uugg in the story- 
book, were followed eonstantly by clonds and rain. 
At times, the snn, not all- forgetful of the w'orld, 
})eci)cd from beneath his eowl of mist, and kissed 
the swarthy face of his beloved land ; and then, 
like an anchorite, withdrew again from earth, and 
ga-'e himself to heaven. Day after day the mist 
and tlie rain were my fellow- travi'llers ; and as I sat 
w-rapped iu*the thick ftildsof my Sjiaiiish cloak, and 
looked out upon the misty landscape and the leaden 
sky, I was conlinnally saying 40 myself, “Can this 
be Italy .>*' and smiling at the nntravelled eredulity 
01 those who, amid the storms of a northern winter, 
give M'.'iy to the illusions of fancy, and dream of 
Italy as a snuny land, where no wintry tempest 
beats, and where, even in January, the pale invalid 
may go about without his umbrella, or his India- 
Tubber vva Ik-in- th c- waters . 

Notwithstanding all this, with the help of a good 
(o stiuition and a thick pair of boots, 1 contrived 
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to SCO all that was to be pocn upon the ro^d. I 
walked down, the longf hillside at San LoHenzo, and 
aloii^ the border of the Lake of llolsena, whieli, 
veiled in the driving mist, fftretched like an inland 
sea beyond iny ken ; and through the sacred forest 
of oak, held in superstitious reverence by tlie peasant, 
and inviolate from his axe. I passed a night at 
Montciiascoiie, renowned for adelicate^Iuscat wine, 
which *l)ears the name of Kst, and made a midnight 
pilgrimage to the tomb of the Bishop John Defoucris, 
who died a martyr to his love of this wine of Monte- 
liasconc . 


** Propter niinium f at, Est, 

l^omuiuh mcuii iiioituus rst.” 

A injirhlc slab in the pavement, worn by the foot- 
steps of pilgrims like myself, covers the dominie’s 
ashes. There is a rude figure carved upon it, at 
W'hose feet I traced out the cabalistic words, “’Kst, 
Est, Est.*' The remainder of the inscription w’as 
illegible by the flickering light of fbe sexton’s 
lantern. 

At Baccano I first caught sight of the dome of 
Saint Peter’s. AVe had entered the desolate (’am- 
pagna ; we passed the tomb of I^ero, — we apijroaclied 
the Eternal City; but no sound of active life, no 
thronging crowds, no hum of busy men, announced 
that we were near the gates of Itomc. All was 
silence, solitude, and desolation. 
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She who tamed the world seemed to tame herself at Itftt, and, 
falling' nndcr her own weight, grew to he a prey to Time, who 
with his iron tcctli consuines all bodies at last, making all things, 
both animate and inuniniat(‘, which have their being under that 
cliang(']ing, the moon, to be subject unto corruption and 
desolation. 

Howem/b Sionorik ok Venice. 


The masks and mummeries of Carnival arc over ; 
th« {'mpo.sing ceremonies of Holy Week have become 
a talc of the times of old ; the illumination of St. 
Peter’s anil'ithc Girandola arc no longer the theme 
of gentle and simple ; and finally, the barbarians of 
the North have retreated from the gates of Rome, 
and left the Eternal City silent and deserted. The 
cicerone stands at the corner ot the street with his 
hands ..i his pockets ; the artist has shut himself up 
in his studio to muse upon antiriuity ; and the idle 
facchiiio lounges in the markct-iilace, and plays at 
mora by the fountain. Midsummer has come ; and 
you may now hire a palace for what, a few weeks 
ago, would hardly have paid your night’s lodging in 
its garret. 
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I am still lingering in Rome, — a student, ^t an 
artist, — and have taken lodgings in tlM? l^iazza 
Navona, the very heart of the city, and one of the 
largest and moat magnificat squares of modern 
Rome. It occupies the site of the ancient amphi- 
theatre of Alexander Severus ; and the churches, 
palaces, and shops that now surround it are built 
upon the old foundations of the amphtthcatre. At 
each efJtremity of the square stands a fountain ; the 
one with a simple jet of crystal water, the other with 
a tritton holding a dolphin by the tail. In the centre 
rises a nobler work of art ; a fountain with a marble 
basin more than two hundred feet in circumference. 
From the midst uprises a huge rock, pierced with^ 
grottoes, wherein sit a rampant sea-horse, and a lion 
couchant. On the sides of the rock are four colossal 
statues, representing the four principal rivers of the 
world; and from its summit, forty feet from the 
basin below, shoots up an obelisk of red grn»itc, 
covered with hieroglyphics, and fifty feet in height, 
— a relic of the amphitheatre of Caracalta. 

In this quarter of the city I have domiciliated 
myself, in a family of whoso many kindnesses I 
shall always retain the most lively and grateful re- 
membrance. My mornings are spent in visiting the 
wonders of Rome, in studying the miracles of ancient 
and modern art, or in reading at the public libraries. 
We breakfast at noon, and dine at eight in the even- 
ing. After dinner comes t^c conversazione, enlivened 
with music, and the meeting of travellers, artists, 
and literary men from every quarter of the globe. 
At midnight, w'hen the crowd is gone, I retire to 
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my f*liambcr, and, iioiiring .''vcr the gloomy pages 
of Dant") or “Baiidello’s laughing tale,’' protract 
my nightly vigil till the morning star is in the 
sky. 

Our Avindows look out upon the square, which 
circumstance is a source of infinite enjoyment to 
me. Directly ia front, with its fantastic belfries and 
swelling do..ie, rises the church of St. Agnes ; and 
sitting by the open Avindow, I note the bus^ scene 
beloAA", enjoy the cool air of morning and evening, 
and even feel the freshness of the fountain, as its 
W'aters leap in mimic cascades doAA'n the sides of the 
rock. 


Thu Piazza Navona is the chief market-place of 
Rome ; and on market-days is filled Avith a noisy 
CKOivd of the Roman populace, and the peasantry 
from the neighbouring villages of Albaiio and 
Frasciiti. , tAt such times the square i^rcsents an 
animated and curious scene. The gayly decked 
stalls, — the piles of fruits and vegetables, — the py- 
ramids of lloAvers, — the various costumes of the 
peasantry, — the constant moA'cment of the vast, 
fluctuating crowd, and the deafening clamour of 
their discordant voices, that rise louder than the 
roar of the loud ocean, — all this is better than a play 
to me, and gives me amusement when naught else 
has power to amuse. 

Every Saturday afternoon in the sultry month cf 
■^‘gUE , this spacious squ;ire is converted into a 
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lake, by stopping the conduit-pipes which carry off 
the water of the fountains. Veliicles of evjfry flescrip- 
tioii, axle-deep, drive to and fro across the mimic 
lake ; a dense crowd gathws around its margin, and 
a thousand tricks excite tlie loud laughter of the 
idle populace. Here is a fellow' groping with a stick 
after his seafaring liat ; there another s]daHhing in 
tlie water in pursuit of a inisehiovoup spaniel, who 
is sw’imming away wdth his shoo ; wliile fnmi a 
neighbouring balcony a noisy burst of military music 
fills the air, and gives fresh animation to the scene 
of mirth. This is one of the popular festivals of 
midsummer in Home, and the merriest of them all. 
It is a kind of carnival unmasked; and many a 
popular bard, many a poefa di dozzina^ invokes tliTs 
day the plebeian Muse of the market-place to sing in 
h'gh-sounding rhyme, 11 Imqo di Piazza Navona,** 

1 have before me one of these sublime effusions. 
It describes the square, — the crowd,— the rj^ttling 
carriages, — the lake, — the fountain, raised by “ the 
superhuman genius of Bernini," — thelipn, — the sea- 
horse, and the triton grasping the dolphin’s tail, 
“Half the grand square," thus sings the poet, 
“ where Home with food is satiate, was changed into 
a lake, around whose margin stood tlie Homan peo- 
ple, pleased w’ith soft idleness and merry holyday, 
like birds upon the margin of a lim}>id brook. Up 
and dow'n drove car and chariot ; and the women 
trembled for fear of the deep water ; though merry 
were the young, and w'dl I ween, had they been 
borne away to unknow'n shores by the bull that bore 
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away Europa, tliey would neither have wept nor 
screamed !_’* 


On the eastern slope of the Janiculuin, now called, 
from its yellow sands, Montorio, or the Golden 
Mountain, stands the fountain of Aequa Paola, the 
largest and most abundant of the Roman fountains. 
It is a small Ionic temple, with six columns of red- 
dish granite in front, a spacious hall and chambers 
within, and a garden with a terrace in the roar. 
Rcneath the pavement, a torrent of water fiom tiie 
ancient aqueducts of Trajan, and from the lakes of 
Uracciano sind Martigiitano, leaps forth in three 
beautiful cascades, and from the overflowing basin 
rushes down the hill-side to turn the busy wheels 
of a dozen mills. 

The key of this little fairy x)alacc is in our hands, 
and as often as once a week we i>ass the day there, 
amid the odour of its flowers, the rushing sound of 
its waters, and the enchantments of poetry and 
music. How pleasantly the sultry hours steal by ! 
Cool conics the summer wind from the Tiber's mouth 
at Ostia. Above us is a sky without a cloud ; be- 
neath us the magnificent panorama of Homo and the 
Campagna, bounded by the Abruzzi and the sea. 
Glorious scene ! one glance at thee would move the 
dullest soul, — one glance can melt the painter and 
the poet into tears ! 

In ihe immediate neighbourhood of the fountain 
are many objects worthy of the stranger’s notice. 



HOME II# MIDSUMMEll. 


267 


A bowshot down the hill-side towards thj» city 
stands the convent of San Pietro in Montorio ; and 
in the cloister of this convent is n small, round 
Doric temple, built upon the spot which an ancient 
tradition points out as the scene of St. Peter’s mar- 
tyrdom. In the opposite direction the road leads 
you over the shoulder of the hill, and out through 
the city-gate to gardens and villas bcfyond. Pass- 
ing beneath a lofty arch of Trajan’s aqueduct, an 
ornamented gateway on the left admits you to the 
Villa Pamfili-Doria, built on the western declivity 
of the hill. This is the largest and most magnifi- 
cent of the numerous villas that crowd the imme- 
diate environs of Home. Its spacious terraces, its^ 
marble statues, its woodlands and green alleys, its 
lake and waterfalls and fountains, give it an air of 
courtly splendour and of rural beauty, which real- 
izes the beau ideal of a suburban villa. 

This is our favourite resort, w'hen we have p«i^cd 
the day at the fountain, and the afternoon shadows 
begin to fall. There we sit on the iToiad marble 
steps of the terrace, gaze upon the varied landscape 
stretching to the misty sea, or ramble beneath the 
leafy dome of the woodland and along the margin 
of the lake, 


** And drop a pcbblo to fco it sink 
Down in those depths so calm and cool.’* 

C), did we but know when we arc happy J Could 
•the restless, feverish, ambitious heart be still, but 
tor a moment still, and yield itself, without one 
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farther-aspiring throb, to its enjoyment, — then were 
I happy,- yes, thrice happy ! liut no ; this flutter- 
ing, struggling, and imprisoned spirit beats the bars 
of its golden cage, — disdains the silken fetter; it 
will not close its eye and fold its wings ; as if time 
were not swift enough, its swifter thoughts outstrip 
his rapid flight, and onward, onward do they wing 
their way to the distant mountains, to the fleeting 
clouds of the future ; and yet I know, that ere long 
weary, and wayworn, and disappointed, they shall 
return to nestle in the bosom of the past ! 

This day, also, I have passed at Acqua Paola. 
From the garden terrace I watched the setting sun, 
as, WTapt in golden vapour, he passed to other climes* 
A friend from my native land was with me ; and as 
we spoke of home, a liquid star stood trembling like 
a tear upon the closing eyelid of the day. Which of 
us sketched these lines with a pencil upon the cover 
of Julia's Corinna? 


Brvrht star ! whose soft, familiar ray, 

In colder climes and gloomier skies, 
I’ve watclied so oft 'when closing day 
Hod tinged the west with crimson dies ; 
Terhaps to-night some friend I love, 
Beyond tlic deep, the distant sea. 

Will gaze upon thy path above, 

And give one lingering thought to me. 


Touquati Tasso ossa me j agent, — Here lie tho 
boiica of Torquato Tasso, — is the simple inscription 
upon the poet’s tomb, iu the church of St. Onofrio. 
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Many a pilgrimage ia made to this grave. Many a 
bard fnnn distant lands comes to visit Ijic siiot,^ 
and, as he paces the Bccluded cloisters of the con^ 
vent wliere the poet died, and where his ashes rest, 
muses on the sad vicissitudes of his life, and breathes 
a prayer for the ijcace of his soul. lie sleei)s mid- 
way between hia cradle at Sorrento and his dungeon 
at Ferrara. • 

Tlie monastery of St. Onofrio stands on the Jani- 
culum, overlooking the Tiber and the city of Rome ; 
and in the distance rise the towers of the Roman 
Capitol, where, after long years of sickness, sorrow, 
and imprisonment, the laurel crown was prepared 
for the great epic poet of Italy. The chamber in^ 
which Tasso died is still shown to the curious 
traveller ,* and the tree in the garden, under whose 
shade he loved to sit. The feelings of the dying 
man, as he reposed in this retirement, arc not the 
vague conjectures of poetic revery. II»«.has 
himself recorded them in a letter which ho wrote 
to his friend Antonio Constantin i, a fenv days only 
before his dissolution. These arc his melancholy 
words : — 

“■NVliat will my friend Antonio say, when he 
hears the death of Tasso ? Ere long, I think, the 
news will reach him ; for I feel tliat the cud of my 
life is near ; being able to find no remedy for this 
wearisome indisposition whicli is superadded to my 
customary infirmities, and by which, as by a rapid 
torrent, I sec myself swept awaj , without a liand to 
^uvc. It is no longer time to speak of my unyiedd- 
ing destiny, not to say the ingratitude of the worlds 
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'wliich has longed even for the victory of driving me 
a bc{^ar to my grave ; while- I thought that the 
glory which, in spite of those who will it not, this 
age shall receive from my writings was not to leave 
me thus without reward. 1 have come to this mo- 
nastery of St. Onofrio, not only because the air is 
commended by physicians as more salubrious than in 
any other part of Homo, but that I may, as it were, 
commence, in this high place, and in the conversa- 
tion of these devout fathers, my conversation in 
heaven. Pray God for me; and be assured that 
as I have loved and honoured you in this present 
life, so in that other and more real life will I do for 
you all that belongs to charity unfeigned and true. 

* And to the divine mercy I commend both you and 
myself." 


The modern Romans are a very devout people. 
The Princesjs Doria washes the pilgrims’ feet in 
Holy Week ; every evening, foul or fair, the whole 
year round, there is a rosary sung before aft image 
of the Virgin, within a stone's throw of my window ; 
and tbp young ladies write letters to St. Louis Gon- 
zaga, who in all paintings and sculpture is repre- 
sented as young and angelically beautiful. I saw a 
large pile of these letters a few weeks ago in Gon- 
zaga’s chaiiel, at the church of St. Ignatius. They 
were lying at the foot of ^hc altiir, prettily written 
on .mooth paper, and tied with silken ribands of 
various colours. Leaning over the marble bolus- 
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trade, I read the following superscription ttpon one 
of them: — ** AIV Amjclico Giovane S. Lui%i (fonzaga, 
PamdisOf * — To the angelic j'-outli St. Louis Gon- 
zaga. Paradise. A soldier, with a musket, kept 
guard over this treasure ; and I had the audacity to 
ask him at what hour the mail went out ; for which 
heretical impertinence he cocked his mustache at me 
with the most savage look imaginable^as much as to 
say, “ Get thee gone — 

“ Andatc, 

N iciitc pigpliate, 

E raoi litoniatc.” 

The modern Romans arc likewise strongly gives 
to amusements of eyery dcscrijition. Panem et cir- 
censesf says the liatiii satirist, W'hcii chiding the de- 
graded propensities of his countrymen ; Panem et 
eircenses, — they arc content with broad and tho 
sports of the circus. The same may be sailTTit the 
present day. Even in tliis hot weather, when the 
shops are shut at noon, and the fat pAests waddle 
about the streets with fans in their hands, the people 
crowd to the Mausoleum of Augustus, to be choked 
with the smoke of fireworks, and sec dofornu'd and 
humpbacked dwarfs tumbled into the dirt by tho 
masked horns of young bullocks. What a refined 
amusement fur the inhabitants of '* pompous and 
holy Rome I” 


The Sirocco prevaiL to-day,— a hot wind jioin 
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the blaming Bands of Africa, that bathes its wings 
in the sea, and comes laden with fogs and vapours 
to the shores of Italy. It is oppressive and dispirit- 
ing, and quite unmans oi:*©, like the dog-days of the 
North. There is a scrap of an old English song 
running in my mind, in which the poet calls it a cool 
wind ; though ten to one I misquote. 

•* the cool Sirocco blows. 

And daws and pics and rooks and crows 
Sit and curse the wintry snows. 

Then give me alo !’* 

I should think that stark English beer might have 
T/ potent charm against the powers of the foul fiend 
that rides this steaming, reeking wind. A flask of 
Montefiuscone, or a bottle of Lacrima Christi docs 
very well. 


Bf.ogaks pH, — beggars all ! The Papal city is full 
of tlicm ; and they hold you by the button through 
the whole calendar of saints. You cannot choose 
but hear. I met an old woman yesterday, who 
pierced ny ear with this alluring petition ; — 

signore ! QtmlcJic pircola cosa^ per caritd I Vi 
dird ta buona ventura ! C* e xma hella signorina, che 
vi ania molto ! Per il Scicro Sacramento ! Per la 
Madonna!'* 

“ Which, being interprete?!, is, “ Ah, sir, a trifle, 
for ciiarity’s sake ! I wdll tell your fortune for you ! 
There is a beautiful young lady, who loves you 
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■well ! For tlic Holy Sacrament, — for the Madoima's 
take!’' ^ * 

Who could resist such nn appeal ? 

I made a laughable mistalw this morning in giving 
alms. A man stood on the shady side of the street 
-with Ids hat in his hand, and as I i)a6sod he gave me 
a ])iteous look, though he said nothing. He had 
sucli a Wobegon c face, and such a threadbare coat, 
that I at once took him for one of those mendicants 
who bear the title of poveri vergog^iosi^ — bashful 
beggars ; persons whom pinching want compels to 
receive the stranger’s charity, though pride restrains 
them from asking it. Moved with compassion, I 
threw into the hat the little I luid to give ; when, 
instead of thajiking me with a blessing, my man of 
the tlireadbarc coat showered upon me the most 
sonorous maledictions of his native tongue, and, 
emptying his greasy hat upon the pavement, drew it 
down over his ears with both hands, and ^Ikcd 
away with all the dignity of a Roman senator in the 
best days of the republic, — to the iuftpitc amuse- 
ment of a green-grocer, who stood at his shop-door 
bursting with luuglitcr. No time was given me for 
an apology ; but 1 resolved to be for the future more 
discriminating in niy charities and not to take for a 
beggar every j)oor gentleman who chose to stand in 
the shade with his hat in his hand on a hot summer’s 
day. 


X 


TliEKii IS an old fellow wire hawks pious legends 
z 2 
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aii(J the lives of saints through the streets of Rome, 
Avith a shiU'i), cracked voice, that knows no pause 
nor division in the sentences it utters. I just heard 
him cry at a brealli : — t 

“ La Vita di Sa7i Giuseppe quel fidel servitor di Dio 
8a?ito e mnrnviylioso mezzo hqjoeco” — 'I’he Life of St. 
Joseph that faithful servant of (4od holy and wonder- 
ful ha’i)cnny»! 

Tills is the way with some people ; everything 
helter-skelter, — heatls and tails, — prices current and 
the lives of saints ! 


* It has been a rainy day, — a day of gloom. The 
church -bells never rang in my ears with so melan- 
choly a sound ; and this aftcniooii I saw a mournful 
scene, which still haunts my imagination. It was 
the f«*icral of a monk. I was drawn to the wdndow 
by the sol(?mn chant, as the procession came from 
a neighbo)jtf*ing street and crossed the square. 
First came a long train of priests, clad in black, and 
bearing in their liands large waxen tapers, which 
hared in every gust of wind, and were now and 
then xtinguished by the rain. The bier followed, 
borne on the shoulders of four bare-footed Carme- 
lites ; and upon it, ghastly and grim, lay the body of 
the dead monk, clad in his long grey kirtle, with the 
twisted cord about his waist. Not even a shroud 
M’as thrown over him. Ilis'iiead and feet were bare, 
and his hands were placed upon liis bosom, palm to 
‘palm, in the attitude of jii^ayer. His face was emaci- 
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and of a livid hue; liis eyes imeloscd^ and at 
every movement of tlie bier, his head notlded to and 
fro, with ail unearthly and hideous aspect, llehind 
w'alked the monastic brotlfeihood, alonj; and melan- 
choly procession, with their cowls thrown back, and 
their eyes cast upon the pfre und ; and last of all 
eaine a man with a rou<rh unpainted coffin upon his 
shoulders, closing the funeial train. • 


M\ny of the priests, monks, monsignori, and 
cardinals of Rome have a bad rf'piitation, even after 
deducting a tithe or so from the tales of gosbip. Yo 
some of them may be applied the rhyming Latin 
distich, written for the monks of old ; — 

O Monaclii, 

Voslri stoinai-hi 
Sunt ampbura Bacclii ; 

Vos ostis. 

Dens fst testis, 

Turpinbliuu ix'rttis.” 

The graphic description which Thomson gives in 
his “Castle of Indolence” would readily find an 
impersonation among the Komun priesthood ; 

“ Full oft by holy fcH't our pround was trod, — 
t)f clerks t?ood plftity heie you mote espy ; — 

A little, round, fat, oily man of tJod 
Was one I chiefly marked aniont; the fry ; 
lie had a roguish twinkle iu his eye. 
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Which shone nil firlitterind' with ungodly dew, 
'♦’’hejja tight damsel chanced to trippen hy; 
But when observed, would shrink into his mew, 
And stiaiglit would recollect his piety anew.** 


Yonder across the square goes a Minmte of 
Trastevcrc ; a ’fellow who boasts the blood of the 
old Romans in his veins. He is a plebeian exquisite 
of the western bank of the Tiber, with a swarthy 
face and the step of an emperor. He wears a 
slouched hat, and blue velvet jacket and breeches, 
and has enormous silver buckles in his shoes. As 
h/* marches along, he sings a ditty in his own vulgar 
dialect ; — 


Uno, due, e tre, 

E lo Papa non e Re.’* 

Now he stops to talk with a 'woman with a pan of 
coals in her .hand. AVTiat violent gestures ! what 
expressive attitudes ! Head, hands, and feet are all 
in motion, — not a muscle is still ! It must bo some 
interesting subject tliat excites him so much, and 
gives sum'll energy to his gestures and his language. 
No ; he only wants to light his pipe ! 


It is now past midnight. The moon is full and 
brigh ' , and the shado-ws lie so dark and massive in 
the street that they seem a part of the walls thac 
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cast them. I have just returned from the Colosseumi 
whose ruins are so marvellously beautiful moon- 
light. No stranger at Rome omits this midnight 
visit ; for though there is* something unpleasant in 
having one’s admiration forestalled, and being as it 
were romantic aforethought, yet the charm is so 
powerful, the scene so surpassingly beautiful and 
sublime, — the hour, the silence, and tl^e colossal ruin 
have such a mastery over the 8oul,-*that you are 
disarmed M'hen most upon your guard, and betrayed 
into an enthusiasm which perhaps you have silently 
resolved you would not feel. 

On my way to the Colosseum, I crossed the Capi- 
toliiie hill, and descended into the Roman Forum by 
the broad staircase that leads to the triumphal ardVi 
of Soptimius Severus. Close upon my right hand 
stood the three remaining columns of the temple ot 
the Tliundercr, and the beautiful Ionic portico of the 
temple of Concord, — their base in shadow, *gnd the 
bright moonbeam striking aslant upon the broken 
entablature above. Boft»re me ros^^thc Phoclan 
Column, — an isolated shaft, like a thin vapour hang- 
ing ill the air searcc visible ; and far to the left, the 
ruins of the temple of Antonio and Faustina, and 
the three colossal arches of the temple of Peace, — 
dim, shadowy, indistinct, — seemed to melt awa3'and 
mingle with the sky. I crossed the Forum to tho 
ioot of the Palatine, and, ascending the Via Sacra, 
passed beneath the Arch of Titus, From this point, 
I saw below me the gtgantic outline of the Colos- 
seum, like a cloud resting upon the earth. As I 
descended the hill-side, it grew more broad and 
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high, more definite in its form, and yet more grand 
in its Aimensions, — till, from the vale in which it 
stands oncom])asscd by three of the Seven Hills of 
Rome, — the I'alatine, the Ca'lian, and the Rsquilinc, 
— the majestic ruin in all its solitary grandeur 

swelled vast to heaven.’* 

A single sentinel was pacing to and fro beneath 
the arched gat».'way which leads to the interior, and 
his measured footsteps were the only sound that 
broke the breathless silence of the night. What a 
contrast with the scene which tliat same midnight 
hour presented, when, in Domitian's time, the eager 
populace began to gather at the gates, impatient for 
the morning sports ! Nor was the contrast within 
less striking. Silence, and the (j[uiot inoonbeams, 
and the broad, deep shadows of the ruined wall ! 
Where were the senators of Rome, her matrons, and 
her virgins ? where the ferocious populace that rent 
the ai^'*'''\th shouts, when, in the hundred holydays 
that marked the dedication of this imi^crial slaughter- 
house, five thousand wild beasts from the Libyan 
deserts and the forests of Anatolia made the arena 
sick with blood ? AVhere were the Cliristian mar- 
tyrs, that died with prayers upon their lips, amid the 
jeers and imprecations of their fellow-men ? where 
the barbarian gladiators, brought forth to the festival 
of blood, and “butchered to make a Roman holy- 
day?” The aw’ful silence answered, “They are 
mine !” The dust beneath me answered, “ They 
are mine !” 

1 CT issed to the opposite extremity of the amphi- 
theatre. A lamp was burning in the little chapel, 
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wliif li has been formed from what was onge a den 
for the ^Aild beasts of tlie Homan festn^ils. Upon 
the steps sat the old beadsman, the only tenant of 
the Colossenm, who jjuides the stranj^er by night 
through the long galleries of this vast pile of ruins. 
I followed him u]^ a nairow w'oodcn stairease, and 
entered one of the long and majestic corridors, which 
in ancient times ran entirely round tht*amphitheatre. 
Huge cfduTnns of solid mason -work, that seem the 
labour of Titans, support the flattimcd arches above ; 
and though the iron clamps are gone, which once 
fastened the h^n stones tt>gether, yet the columns 
stand majestic and unbroken, amid the ruin around 
them, and seem to defy “ the ii on tooth of tirnc.^' 
Through the aiehes at tlie right, 1 could faintly dis- 
cern the ruins of the baths of Titus on the Esquiline; 
and from the loft, through every (‘hink and cranny 
of the wall, poured in the brilliiiiit light of the full 
moon, casting gigantic shadows around me,^i-a>d dif- 
fusing a soft, silvery twilight through the long ar- 
cades. At length I came to an open •space, where 
the arches above had crumbled away, leaving the 
pavement and unroofed terrace high in air. From 
this point, I could see the whole interior of the 
amphitheatre spread out beneath me, half in shadoAV, 
half in light, w'ith such a soft and imlefinitc outline 
that it seemed less an earthly reality than a retlec- 
tion in the bosom of a hike. The figures of several 
persons below wore just perceptible, mingling gro- 
tesquely with their forc-shorteiicd shadow's. The 
sound of their voices reached me in a whisper ; and 
the cross that stands in the centre of the arena 
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looked^like a dagger thrust into the sand. 1 did not 
conjure ujf the past, for the past had already become 
identified %vith the present. It was before me in 
one of its visible and moat majestic forms. The 
arbitrary distinctions of time, years, ages, centuries 
were annihilated. I was a citizen of liomc ! Tliis 
was the amphitheatre of Flavius Vespasian ! 

Mighty is the spirit of the past, amid the ruins of 
the Eternal City ! 



THE 

VILLAGE OF LA RICCIA. 


ERrossum mafma me cxccpit Aricla Roma, 
llof^pitio niudico. 

IIORA CK. 


I PASSED the month of September at the village of 
La Kiccia, which stands upon the western ^»,clivity 
of the Albanian hills, looking towards Rome. Its 
situation is one of the most beautiful which Italy 
can boast. Like a mural crown, it encircles the 
brow of a romantic hill; w^oodlands of the most 
lu:&uriant foliage whisper around it ; above rises the 
rugged summits of the Abruzzi, and beneath lies 
the level floor of the Campagnn, blotted with ruined 
tombs, and marked with broken but magnificent 
aqueducts that point the way to Rome. Tlie whole 
region is classic ground, llie Appian Way leads 
you from the gate of Rome to tlie gate of La Riccia. 
On one hand you have the Alban Lake, on the other 
tlie Lake of Nemi ; and the sylvan retreats around 
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^erc once tlie dwelling^ of Hippolytus and the 
nymi>h Kgjria. 

The town itself, however, is mean and dirty. The 
only inhabitable part is near the northern gate, 
where the two streets of the village meet. There, 
face to face, upon a square terrace, paved with 
large flat stones, stand the Chigi palace and the 
village church with a dome and pc^rtico. There, too, 
stands the village inn, with its beds of cool, elastic 
maixe-liusks, its little dormitories, six feet square, 
and its spacious saloon, upon whose walls the mel- 
ancholy story of Hippolytus is t^d in gorgeous 
frescoes. And there, too, at the union of the streets, 
just peeping through the gateway, rises the wedge- 
shaped Casa Antonini, within whose dusty chambers 
I passed the month of my villegyiaturat in company 
with two much esteemed friends from the Old Do- 
minion, — a fair daughter of that generous clime, and 
her hw^ and, an artist, an enthusiast, and a man of 
** infinite jest.*' 

My daily o^^cupations in this delightful spot were 
such as an idle man usually whiles aAvay his time 
withal in such a rural residence. I read Italian 
poetry, strolled in the Chigi park, — rambled about 
the weeded environs of the village, — took an airing 
on a jackass, — threw stones into the Alban Lake, — 
and being seized at intervals with the artist-mania, 
that came upon me like an intermittent fever, 
sketched — or thought I did — ^the trunk of a hollow 
tree, or the spire of a distant church, or a fountain 
in thj shade. 

. At such seasons, the mind is tickled with a 
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straw," and magnifies each trivial circumstance into 
an event of some importance. I recollect dine mom- 
injT, as I sat at brc'akfast in the vilhiKt* coffee-house, 
a lar^e and beautiful spanief came into the room, 
and placing his head upon my knee looked up into 
my face with a most piteous look, poor dog ! as much 
ns to say that be had not breakfasted. I gave him a 
morsel of bread, which he swallowed without so 
much as moving his long silken cars ; and keeping 
his soft, beautiful eyes still fixed upon mine, he 
thumped upon the floor with his bushy tail, as if 
knocking for the waiter. lie was a very beautiful 
animal, and so gentle and affectionate in his manner, 
that I asked the waiter who his owner was. ^ 

“Tie has none now," said the boy. 

" What !" said I, ** so fine a dog without a 
master?” 

**Ah, sir, he used to belong to Gasparoni, the 
famous lobber of the Abruzzi mountains, wlfti^ mur- 
dered so many people, and was caught at last and 
sent to the galleys for life. There's hiS* portrait on 
the wall." 

It hung directly in front of me ; a coarse print, 
representing the dark, stern countenance of that 
sinful man, a face that wore an expression of savago 
ferocity and coarse sensuality. I had heard bis story 
told in the village ; the accustomed tale of outrage, 
violence, and murder. And is it possible, thought 
I, that this man of bloo<^ could have chosen so kind 
and gentle a companion? What a rebuke must ho 
liave met in those large, meek eyes, when he patted 
his favourite on the head, and dappled his long ears 
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with , blood ! Heaven seems in mercy to have 
ordained^lhat none — no, not even the most depraved 
should be left entirely to his evil nature, without 
one patient monitor, — a wife, — a daughter, — a 
fawning, meek-eyed dog, whose silent, supplicating 
look may rebuke the man of sin I If this mute, 
playful creature, that licks the stranger’s hand, were 
gifted with the pow'cr of articulate speech, how many 
a tale of midnight storm, and mountain-pass, and 
lonely glen, would — but these reflections are com- 
monplace ! 

On another occasion^ I saw an overladen ass fall 
on the steep and slippery pavement of the street. 
,He made violent but useless efforts to got upon his 
feet again ; and his brutal driver — more brutal than 
the suffering beast of burden — beat him tmmcrcifully 
with his heavy whip. Barbarian ! is it not enough 
that 3’ou have laid upon your uncomplaining servant 
a bufhbn greater than he can bear ! Must you 
scourge the unresisting slave, because his strength 
has failed hlhi in your hard service ? Does not that 
imploring look disarm you? Does not — and here 
was another theme for commonplace reflection ! 

Again. A little band of pilgrims, clad in white, 
with '‘aves, and scallop-shells, and sandal shoon, 
have just passed through tlie village gate, wending 
their toilsome w'ay to the holy shrine of Iioretto. 
They wind along the brow of the hill with slow and 
solemn pace, — ^just as they ought to do, to agree 
W’ith my notion of a pilgrimage, drawn from novels. 
Anc. now they disappear behind the hill ! and hark ! 
Ulov are singing a mournful hymn, like Christian 
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and Hopeful on their way to the Delectable Moun- 
tains. How strange it seems to mCi that i should 
ever behold a scene like this \ a pilgrimage to 
lioretto ! Here was another crtitline for the imagina- 
tion to till up. 

But my chief delight was in sauntering along the 
many woodland walks, w'hich diverge in every di- 
rection from the gates of La lliccia. (^e of these 
plunges down the steep declivity of the hill, and, 
threading its way through a most romantic valley, 
leads to the shapeless tomb of the Iloralii and the 
pleasant village of Albano. Another conducts you 
over swelling uplands and through wooded hollows 
to Genzano and the sequestered Lake of Ncmi, 
which lies in its deep crater, like the waters of a 
■W'ell, “ all coiled into itself and round, as sleeps the 
snake.” A third, and the most beautiful of all, 
runs in an undulating line along the cre.st of the 
last and lowest ridge of the Albanian llill*,>^ and 
leads to the borders of the Alban Lake. In ports 
it hides itself in thick-leaved hollowsf^ in parts 
climbs the open hill-side and overlooks the Cam- 
pagna. Then it winds along the brim of the deep, 
oval basin of the lake, to the village of Castcl G an- 
dolfo, and thence onward to Marino, Grotta-Ferrata, 
and Frascati. 

That part of the road wdiich looks down upon tlie 
lake passes through a magnificent gallery of tliick 
embowering trees, whose dense and luxuriant foliage 
completely shuts out the fioonday sun, forming 

** A RTCcnaward waggon-way, tliat, like 
Cathedral aisle, completely roofed with branches, 
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Rnnfl through the gloomy wood ft-ora top to bottom, 
^Aru^has at either end a Ctothic door 
Wide open.” 

This long sylvan arcade is called the Gallcria-dU 
soprof to distinguish it from the Oalleria-di-softOf a 
similar, thoiigli less beautiful avenue, leading from 
Castel GaivJolfo to Albano, under the brow of 
the hill. In this upper gallery, and almost hiilden 
amid its old and leafy trees, stands a Capuchin con- 
vent, with a little esjdauade in front, from which the 
eye enjoys a beautiful view of the lake, and the 
swelling hills beyond. It is a lovely spot, — so lonely, 
^ cool, and still ; and Avas my favourite and most fre- 
quented haunt. 

Another pathway conducts you round the southern 
shore of the Alban Lake, and, after passing the site 
of the ancient Alba Longa, Jind the convent of Pal- 
azxuoio', turns off to the right through a luxuriant 
forest, and climbs the rugged precipice of Rocca di 
Papa. Bekind this village swells the rounded peak 
of Monte Cavo, the highest pinnacle of the Albanian 
Hills, risin'j three thousand feet nboA’^e the level of 
the sea. Upon its summit <mcc stood a temple of 
Ju]>itc", and the Triumphal Way, by which the 
Roman conquerors ascended once a year in solemn 
jjrocfcssion to offer sacrifices, still leads you up the 
!-ide of the hill. But a convent has been built 
upon the ruins of the ancient temple, and the dis- 
ciples of Loyola are now the only conquerors that 
tii-iv I the pavement of the Triumphal Way. 

The view from the windows of the convent is vast 
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anti magnificent. IDircctly beneath you, the^ight 
plunges headlong into a gulf of dark- grceif foliage, 
— the Alban Tiukc seems so near, tliatyou can almost 
drop a pebble into it, — and J^mi, embosomed in a 
green and cup-like valley, lies like a dew-drop in 
the liollow of a leaf. All around you, upon every 
swell of tlui landscai>c, the white walls of rural 
towns and villages peep from their leafj^ coverts, — 
Genzano, La Tliccia, Castel Gandolfo, and Albano 
and beyond spreads the flat and dest»latc Cainpagna, 
with Rome in its centre, and seamed by the silver 
thread of the Tiber, that at Ostia, “ with a pleasant 
stream, whirling in rapid eddies, and yellow with 
much sand, rushes forward into the sea." The bcenc ^ 
of half the JEnoid is spread beneath you like a map ; 
and it would need volumes to describe each point 
that arrests the eye in tliis magnificent panorama. 

As I stood leaning over the balcemy of the con- 
vent, giving myself uj) to those reflections w liTf h the 
scene inspired, one of the brotherhood came from a 
neighbouring cell, and entered into convei>.ilion with 
me. He was an old man, with a hoary head and a 
trembling hand ; yet his voice was musical and soft, 
and his eye still beamed with the enthusiasm of 
youth. 

“How wonderful," said he, “ is the scene before 
us ! I have been an inmate of these walls for 
thirty years, and yet this prospect is as beautiful to 
my eye as when I gazed ^upon it for the first time 
Not a day passes that I do not come to this window 
t6 behold and to admire. My heart is still alive t4 
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the beauties of the scene, and to all the classic asso* 
ciafiono it inspires." 

“You have never, then, been uliippod by an 
angel far reading Ciojro and Plautus, as St. Jei ouie 
■was ?" 

“No," said the monk, with a smile. “From my 
youth up I have been a disciple of Chrysostom, who 
often slepi with the comedies of Aristophanes be- 
neath his pillow' ; and yet I confess that the classic 
associations of Homan history and fable arc not 
the most thrilling w'hich this scene awakens in my 
mind. Yonder is the bridge from wliich Constantine 
beheld the miraculous cross of fire in the sky ; and 
I can never forget that this convent is built upon 
the ruins of a pagan temple. The town of Ostia, 
which lies before us on the seashore, is renow'iied 
08 the spot -where the Trojan fugitive first landed on 
the coast of Italy. But other associations than this 
have made the spot holy in my sight. Marcus 
Minutius Felix, a Koman law'yer, w'ho flourished in 
the third. ’century, a convert to our blessed faith, 
and one of the purest -writers of the Latin church, 
here places the scene of his “ Octavius," Ihia 
work has probably never fallen into your hands ; for 
you «rc too young to have pushed your studies into 
the dusty tomes of the early Christian fathers." 

I replied that I had never so much as heard the 
book mentioned before ; and the monk continued ; — 

“ It is a dialogue upon the vanity of pagan idolatry 
and the truth of the Christian religion, between 
C 3cilius, a heathen, and Octavius, a Christian. The 
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style is rich, flowing, and poetical; and if^thc 
author handles his weapons with less poweiPthan a 
Tertullian, yet he exhibits ccpial adroitness and 
more grace. He has rather tlfc studied elegance of 
the Homan lawyer, than the bold spirit of a C’hristian 
martyr. Hut the volume is a (rcasnre to me in my 
solitary hours, and I love to sit Iiere iqion the bal- 
cony, and con its poetic language and .swe^t imagery. 
You shall see the volume ; I carry it in my bosom.” 

With these words, the monk drew from the folds 
of his gow'n a small volume, bouiul in parchment, 
and cla8i)ed with silver ; and, turning over its wcll- 
W'orn leaves, continued : — 

“In the introduction, the author describes himself 
as walking upon the soasliore at Ostia, in company 
with his friends Octavius and Caccilius. Observe ui 
what beautiful language he describes the scene.” 

Here he read to me the following passage, which 
I transcribe, not from memory, but from tli^^ook 
itself. 

“ It was vacation-time, and that gave 'hie aloose 
from my business at the bar ; for it was the season 
after the summer's heat, when autumn promised fair, 
and put on the face of temperate. Wo set out, 
therefore, in the morning early, and as w'e were 
walking upon the seashore, and a kindly breeze fan- 
ned and refreshed our limbs, and the yielding sand 
softly submitted to our feet and made it delicious 
travelling, Cuecilius on a sudden espied the statue oi 
Scrapis, and, according to (he vulgar mode of super- 
stition, raised his hand to his mouth, and paid his 
adoration in kisses. Upon which, Octavius, ad- 
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dressing himself to me, sai.l, — ‘ It is not well done, 
ni^ brother Murcus, thus to leave your inseparable 
companion in the depth of vulgar darkness, and to 
suffer him, in so cleac- a day, to stumble ujion stones ; 
stones, indeed, of figure, and anointed with oil, and 
crowned ; but stones, however, still they are ; — for 
you cannot but be sensible that your permitting so 
foul an eivor in your friend redounds no less to your 
disgrace than his.’ This discourse of his held us 
through half the city ; and now we began to find 
ourselves upon the free and open shore. There the 
gently washing waves had spread the extremest 
sands into the order of an artificial walk ; and as the 
pea always expresses some roughness in his looks, 
even wlien the winds Jire still, although he did not 
roll in foam and angry surges to the shore, yet were 
wo much delighted, as we walked upon the edges of 
the water, to sec tlie crisping, frizzly waves glide in 
snak j * folds, one while pla)diig against our feet, and 
then again retiring and lost in the devouring ocean. 
Softly tken, and calmly as the sea about us, w'e 
travelled on, and kept upon tlic brim of the gently 
declining shore, beguiling the way witli our stories." 

Here the soud of the convent-bell interrupted the 
reading of the monk, and, closing the volume, he 
Teplai.cd it in liis bosom, and bade me farewell, with 
a parting Injunction to read the “Octavius" of 
Minutius Felix us soon as I should return to Home. 

During the summer months. La Riccia is a favour- 
ite resort of foreign artists w'ho are pursuing their 
studies in the churches and galleries of Rome. Tired 
of copying the works of art, they gc forth to copy 
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the works of nature ; and you 'will find them perched 
on their camp-stools at every jneturescpie poiii^t of 
view, with white umbrellas to shield them from the 
sun, and paint-boxes upon tlteir knees, sketching 
with busy hands the smiling features of tlie land- 
scape. Tlic peasantry, too, are tine models for their 
study. The women of Genzauo are noted for their 
beauty, and almost every village in the tieighbour- 
hood has something peculiar in its costume. 

The sultry day was closing, and I had reached, in 
my accustomed evcning*s Avalk, the woodland gal- 
lery that looks down upon the Alban Lake. The 
setting sun seemed to melt away in the sky, dissolv- 
ing into a golden rain, that bathed tlic wJiolc C\un- 
pagna with unearthly splendour; uhile Itomcinthc 
distance, half-hidden, half-revealed, lay Heating like 
a mote in the broad and misty sunbeam. The wood- 
land walk before me seemed roofed with gold and 
emerald ; and at intervals across its leafy arehcn shot 
the level rays of the sun, kindling, as they passed, 
like the burning shaft of Acestes. Beneath me the 
lake slept quietly. A blue, smoky vapour floated 
around its overhanging cliffs ; the tapering cone of 
Monte Cavo hung reflected in the water ; a little 
boat skimmed along its glassy surface, and 1 could 
even hear the sound of the labouring oar, so motion- 
less and silent was the air around me. 

I soon reached the convent of dastel Gandolfo. 
Upon one of the stone benches of tho esplanade sat 
a monk with a book in his* hand. He saluted me as 
I 'approached, and some triviid remarks upon the 
scene before us led us into conversation. • I observed 
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by his accent that he was not a native of Italy i 
thoilgliihe spoke Italian vidth great fluency. In this 
opinion I was confirmed by his saying that he should 
soon bid farewell to -Italy, and return to his native 
lakes and mountains in the North of Ireland. 1 then 
said to liim in English, — 

** JIow strange, that an Irishman and an Anglo- 
American -f'should be conversing together in Italian 
upon the shores of Lake Albano !” 

*• It is strange,” said ho, with a smile; “though 
stranger things have happened. Hut I owe the 
pleasure of this meeting to a circumstance which 
changes that pleasure into pain. I have been de- 
tained here many weeks beyond the time I had 
fixed for my departure by the sickness of a friend, 
wlio lies at the point of death witliin the walls of 
this convent.” 

“ Is ho, too, a Capuchin friar like yourself f” 

“ ItL’is. We came together from our native land, 
some six years ago, to study at the Jesuit College in 
Rome. 'Wiis summer wx* w'cro to have returned 
home again ; but I shall now' make the journey alone.” 

“ Is there, then, no hope of his recovery?” 

“ None whatever,’’ answered the monk, shaking 
his head. “ lie has been brought to this convent 
from Koine, for the benefit of a purer air ; but it is 
only to die, and Ixi buried near the borders of this 
ocautiful lake. He is a victim of consumption. 
But come with me to his cell. IIo will feel it a 
Kindness to have you visit him. Such a mark of 
syn pathy in a stranger -will be grateful to liim in 
this foreign laud, where flieiids are so few.” 
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We entered the chapel together, and, ascending a 
flight of steps beside the altar, passed ii^to -^he 
cloisters of the convent. Another flight of steps 
led us to the dormitories above^ in one of which the 
sick man lay. Here my guide loft me for a moment, 
and softly entered a neighbouring cell. He soon 
returned, and beckoned me to come in. The room 
was dark and hot ; for the window-shuttej had been 
closed to keep out the rays of the sun, that in the 
after part of the day fell unobstructed upon the 
western wall of the convent. In one corner of the 
little room, upon a pallet of straw, lay the sick man, 
with his face towards the wall. As I entered, he 
raised himself ui^on his elbow, and, stretching out 
his hand to me, said, in a faint voice : 

“ I am glad to see you. It is kind in you to make 
me this visit.” 

Then speaking to his friend, he begged him to 
open the window-shutter and let in the ligl’*,and 
air ; and as the bright sunbeam through the wreath- 
ing vapours of evening played upon the ,wall and 
ceiling, ho said, wdth a sigh ; 

“ How beautiful is an Italian sunset! Its splen- 
dour is all around us, as if -we stood in the horizon 
itself and could touch the sky. And yet, to a sick 
man’s feeble and distempered sight, it has a wan and 
sickly hue. Ho turns aw'ay w’ith an aching heart 
from the splendour he cannot enjoy. The cool air 
seems the only friendly thing that is left for him.” 

As he spake, a deeper sltade of sadness stole over 
hiff pale countenance, sallow and attenuated by l"*ng 
sickness. But it soon ptisscd off ; and as the coAver- 
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satioTL changed to other tt.'pics, he grew cheerful 
again. lie spoke of his return to his native land 
with childish delight. Tlua hope had not deserted 
liiin. It seemed nevor to have entered Ins mind that 
even this consolation would be denied him, — that 
death would thwart even these fond anticipations. 

“ I shall soon be well enough,” said he, ** to under- 
take the jdurney ; and, O, with what dMight shall I 
turn my hack upon the Apennines ! We shall cross 
the Alps into Switzerland, then go down the lihine 
to England, and soon, soon tve shall sec the shores of 
the limorald Isle, and once more embrace father, 
mother, sisters ! Ily my profession, I have renounced 
the world, but not those holy emotions of love whu 
are one of the highest attributes of the soul, and 
which, though sown in corruption here, shall here- 
after be raised in incorruption. No ; even ho that 
died for us upon the cross, in the last hour, in tlic 
unuKvrable agony of death, was mindful of his 
mother ; as if to teach us that this holy love 
should b« our last worldly thought, the last point of 
earth from which the soul should take its flight for 
noaven.” 

He ceased to speak. Ilis eyes were fastened 
upon the sky with a fixed and steady gaze, though 
all unconsciously, for his thoughts were far away 
amid the scenes of his distant home. As 1 left his 
cell, he Itemed sinking to sleep, and hardly noticed 
my departure. The gloom of twilight had already 
filled the cloisters ; the rfionks were chanting their 
cv( ning hymn in the chapel ; and one unbroken 
shadow spread through the long cathedral aisle ol 
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forest trees 'whicli led me homeward. There, in the 
siloiiee of the hour, and amid the almost s^ptflchral 
j^looin of the woodland scene, T tried to iin])ress 
u])on my careless heart thc^ serious and affecting 
Jf»^son I liad learned. 

I saw the sick monk no more ; but a day or two 
ai't<'rw.n-d I heard in the A’illage that he had departed, 
— not foi^n earthly, but for a heavciibt home. 


2 A 




NOTE-BOOK 


Once more amon^r the old, gigantic hills» 

With Viipourg clouded o’er, 

The rales of I/)in1mrdy grew dim Ixdund, 

And rocks ascend before. 

They bi-ekon me, — the giants, — from afar, 

They M*ing my f<x)tsteps on ; 

Tlieir lielms of ice, their plumage of the pine, 
Their cimasscs of stone. 

Oehlensciilaokb. 


Tun glorious autumn closed. From th« Abruzzi 
Mountains came the Zampognuri, playing their rustic 
bagpipes beneath the images of the Virgin in the 
streets of Home, and hailing with rude minstrelsy 
the approach of merry Christmas. The shops were 
full of dolls and playthings for the Bifana, who 
enacts in Italy the same merry interlude for chil- 
dren that Santiclaus does in the North ; and travel- 
lers from colder climes began to fly southward, like 
sun-seeking swallows. t 
J left Rome for Venice, crossing the Apennines 
by the wild gorge of the fcJtrettura, in a drenching?^ 
rain. At Fano we struck into the sands of th«r" 
2a2 1 
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Adriatic and followed the sca-shorc northward to 
Himini, where in the market-place stands a pedestal 
of stone, from which, as an officious cicerone in- 
formed me, “ Julius Cicsar preached to liis army, 
before crossing the llubicon.*’ Other principal 
points in my journey were Bologna, with its Campo 
Santo, its gloomy arcades, and its sausages ; Ferrara, 
W’ith its ducal palace and the dungeon of Tasso ; 
Padua the Learned, with its sombre and scholastic 
air, and its inhabitants “ apt for pike or pen.” 


1 FTK8T saw Venice by moonlight, as we skimmed 
by the island of St. George in a felucca, and entered 
the Grand Canal. A thousand lamps glittered from 
the square of St. Mark, and along the w'ater's edge. 
Abovq rose the cloudy shapes of spires, domes, and 
palaces, emerging from the sea ; and occasionally 
the tw'inkling lamp of a gondola darted across 
the water like a shooting star, and suddenly dis- 
appeared, as if quenched in the w'ave. There was 
something so unearthly in the scene, — so visionary 
and fairy-like, — that I almost cxi)ect('d to see the 
city doat away like a cloud, and dissolve into thin 
air. 

Howell, in his “ Signoric of Venice,'* says, “ It 
is the water, wdierein she lies like a swan’s nest, 
that doth both fence and feed her.” Again : ** She 
swims in w'calth and w'oiitonness, as well as she 
d >th in the waters ; she melts in softness and sc-n- 
bualiry, as much as any other w'hatsocver.'* And 



still farther : Her streets are so neat and evenly paved, 
that in the dead of winter one may wal^ i<l^) and 
down in a pair of satin pautables and crimson silk, 
stockings, and not bo dirtied.^' And the old Italian 
proverb says : — 

Vciu'criii, 

(’111 non ti vo<l<* non ti propfia ; 

M.i fill t’ ha 1 101)1)0 ^cl^^^to • 

Ti tlisprogia !'* 


Venice, Venice, he that doth not see thee doth hot 
prize thee; but lie that hath too much seen thee 
doth despise thee ! 

Should you ever want a gondolier at Venice to 
sing you a passage from Ta.sso by moonlight, inquire* 
for 'foni Toscan. Jle has a voice like a raven. I 
sketched liis portrait in my note-book ; and he 
wrote beneath it this inscription : — 

“ I’octa N.ilural die Venizisin, ^ 

Ch’ d so noinc xe un tal Toni Toscan.’* 


Thk road from Venice to Trieste traverses a vast 
tract of level land, with the Friulian Mountains on 
the left, and the Adriatic on the right. You jiass 
through long avenues of trees, and the road 
stretches in unbroken perspective before and behind. 
Trieste is a busy, commercial city, -with wide streets 
intersecting each other at right angles. It is mart 
for all nations. Oreeks,' Turks, Italians, Germans, 
French, and English meet you at every comer and 



302 


NOTlS-noOK. 


Ill every coiTec-housc; and tUe ever-changingf variety 
of nalioifal countenance and costume affords an 
amusing and instructive study for a traveller. 


Trieste to Vienna. Daybreak among the Carnic 
Alps. Above and around ne huge snow-covered 
pinnacles, sTiapeless masses in the pale starlight, — 
till touched by the morning sunbeam, as by 
Itluiricl's spear, they assumeil their natural forms 
and dimensions. A long, winding valley beneath, 
sheeted with siiotless snow. At my side a yawming 
and rent chasm ; — a mountain brook, — seen now 
,and then through the chinks of its icy bridge, — 
black and treacherous, — and tinkling along its 
frozen channel with a sound like a distant clanking 
of ::hains. 

Magnificent highland scenery bctw'een Gratz and 
Vienna'ui the Steiermark. The wild mountain-pass 
from Mecrzuschhtg to Schottwnen. A castle built 
like an eagle’s nest upon the top of a perpendicular 
crag. A little hamlet at the base of the mountain . 
A covered waggon, drawn by twenty-one horses, 
slowly toiling up the slippery, zigzag road. A snow- 
storm. Keached Vienna at midnight. 


On the Southern bank of the Danube, about six- 
teen Siiles above Vienna, stands the ancient castle of 
Greifenstein, where — if the tale bo true, thoug^ji 
ma'y doubt and some deny it — Richard the Lion- 
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heart, of England, was imprisoned, when returning 
from the third crusade. It is built upon yie«ummit 
of a steep and rocky hill, that rises just far enough 
from the river’s brink to leave a foc.thold l«)r the 
highway. At the b.ase of the hill slar.ds the village 
of Groifenstciii, from which a winding pathway leads 
you to the old castle. You pass through an arched 
gate into a narrow court-yard, and thcpcc onward to 
a large, square tower. Near the doorway, and 
deejily cut into the solid rock, upon which tlic castle 
stands, is the form of a human hand, so perfect that 
your own lies in it ns in a mould. And hence the 
name of Grcifenstcin. In the square tower is 
iliehard’s prison, completely isolated from the rest 
of the castle. A wooden staircase leads you up oa 
the outside to a light balcony, running entirely round 
the tower, not far below its turrets. From this bal- 
cony you enter the prison, — a small, square chamber, 
lighted by two Gothic wiiidtnvs. The walls of the 
tower are some five feet thick ; and in the x>avement 
is a trap-door, opening into a dismal vault, — a vast 
dungeon, which occupies ail the lower jjart of the 
tower, quite down to its reeky foundations, and 
which formerly had no entrance but the trap-door 
above. In one corner of the chamber stai.Js a largo 
cage of oaken timber, in ’which the royal prisoner is 
said to have been shut up ; — the grossest lie tliat 
ever cheated the gaping curiosity of a traveller. 

The balcony commands some fine and picturesque 
views. Beneath you ^winds the lordly Danube, 
spreading its dark vraters over a wide tract of mca- 
dow-land, and forming numerous little islands ; tmd 
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all around, thr* lund-.L-a;^f' is bound ;,*d by forcRt' co- 
vered tihiljs, topped by the i.iouldorinL^ tuirtts of a 
feudal castle or thetaperhi" spire of a village clixireh. 
The spot is ^vell na)rtli visiting, though ticrnian an- 
tiquaries say that Ivicliard u.is not inii)risoned there ; 
tliis stoiy being at best a bold conjeeture of -Nvliat 
is possible, though not probable. 


FjioAt Vienna T passed northward, visiting Prague, 
Dresdi'ii, and Ijoip'sic, and then folding iny wings 
for a season in the seholastie shade's of (Jotlingen. 
Theiiee I passed through CmIsscI to Frankforl, on the 
Blaine ; .^lul tlnaiee to Mayenee, where I took tlu' 
.steainboa*. down the llhine. Tlie>e s(>veial joiniiejs 
I shall not desciiln*, for as many si'Mial reasons. 
First, --but no matter, -- 1 prefer thus to stride 
across the caith like the Saturni.m in Micromegiis, 
making thit one step lioin the Adiiatie to the (Jer- 
man Oeeaii. I leave unlohl the wonders of the 
wondrous llhine, a fascinating theme. Not even 
the beautii's of the V'uutshnrg and the Ilingenloch 
shall di'tain me. I li.isten, like tlie blue waters c»f 
that romantic river, to lose myself in the sands of 
Holland. 



THE 

PILGRIM’S SALUTATION. 


To wlio hnvo trncofl tlio Pilgrim to the socno 
Whifli is his last, if in yciiir niemoiies dwell 
A tliou^;lit ^Ahich once A\a.s liis, if on ye swell 
A Hinple 1 ocolleetion, not in %'aiii 

Ifc woic liih sandal-slioou and scallop-slioll. ' 

(.’itu.uK IfAnoin. 


I'hcse, fair dames and courteous pcnficmcn, arc 
some of the scenes and musin^s of my pilgrim- 
age, 'when I journeyed aw'ay from fliy kith and 
kin into the land of Outrc-Mcr. And yet amid 
these scenes and musings, — amid all tlio novelties of 
the Old World, and the quh'k succession of images 
that were continually calling my thoughts away, 
thejo were always fond regrets and longings after 
the land of my birtli lurking in the secret corners ot 
my heart. When I stood by the sea-bliorc, and 
listened to the melancholy and familiar roar of its 
waves, it seemed but step from the thresliohl of a 
foreign land to the fire-side of home ; and when I 
watched the- oiit-bound sail, fading over the water’s 
2 A 3 
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edge, enrj losing itself in the blue mists of the sea, 
my heart went with it, and I turned away fancy- 
sick with the blessings of home and the endearments 
of domestic love. 

“ I know not how,— but in yon land of rosea 
My heart was heavy still ; 

I flt^urtled at the warbling^ nif^htini^ale. 

The zc]>hyr on the hill. 

They said the stars shone with a softer gleam : 

It seemed not so to me, 

In vain a scene of beauty beamed around,— 

My thoughts were o'er the sea.” 

At times I would sit at midnight in the solitude of 
my chamber, and give way to the recollection of dis- 
tant friends. How delightful it is thus to strengilicn 
within ns the golden threads that unite our sympa- 
thies with the past, — to till up, as it were, the blanks 
of existence with the images of those we love ! How 
sweet are these dreams of home in a foreign land ! 
How calmly ^across life’s stormy sea blooms that 
little world of affection, like those Hesperian isles 
where eternal summer reigns, and the olive blossoms 
all th'* year round, and honey distils from the hollow 
oak ! Truly, the love of home is interwoven with 
all that pure, and deep, and lasting in earthly 
affection. I<ct us wander whore we may, the heart 
looks back with secret longing to the paternal roof. 
There the scattered rays of ^affection concentrate. 
Time may enfeeble them, distance overshadow them, 
and the storms of life obstruct them for a season ; 
but they wHl at length break through the cloud and 
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storm, and glow, and bum, and briglitciff afound tlio 
peaceful threshold of home ! 

And now, farewell ! yiic storm is over, and 
through the parting clouds the radiant sunshine 
breaks upon my path. * God’s blessing upon you for 
your hospitality. I fear I have but poorly rci>aid it 
by these tales of my pilgrimage ; ami I b<.*ar your 
kindness meekly, for I come not like Theudas of old, 
** boasting mj'solf to be somebody.*' 

Farewell ! My prayer is, that I be not among you 
as the stranger at the court of Busiris ; that your 
God-speed be not a thrust that kills. 

The Pilgrim’s benison ui>oii this honourable com- 
pany, Pax Vobiscu/n ! 



/DOLOPHON. 


TToaii, t.'Ao thiiu* 

Men haul to hIc.im' 

'J’hou luipJx iiu^ht^t oftcncl; 

Tlunij*li wain* s]i(Mk ill 
Of thee, Mmu' \\ ill 

Sav better; — theu’s an end. 

IthYlJK. 


My pilsvimp;?e eiidod. T havo come home to 
rest; and, recoiding the time past, I liave fullillod 
tliese rhinos, and written them in this hook, as it 
woukl come into my mind,— for the most part, when 
the duties of tlie day were over, and the Avorld 
around me was hushed in sleep. The pen where- 
with I write most easily is a feather stolen from the 
sable wing of night. Even now, as 1 recoid these 
parting worils, it is long ^last midnight. 'J'hc morn- 
ing watches have began. AiyJ as 1 ^vTite, the melan- 
choly thought intrudes upon me, — To hat end is 
all tids toil ? Of what avail these midnight vigils ? 
Dos^ Ihou covet fame? Vain dreamer! A few 
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yoj) 

brief days, — and whiit will the L'lisy w'orW Ifliow of 
thee ? Alas ! this little hook but a bubble on the 
stream ! and although it ma^ eateh the sunshine for 
a moment, yet it will soon float dow'ii the swift- 
rushing current, and be seen no Jimrc ! 


THli END, 




KAVANAGH, 

A TALK. 


BY 

HENRY WADSWORTH EONGFEIA.OW 

AX.TIIOU OP “ IITrEHION,** •* FVANOKI.IXE,” AO, 


Tlio flighty pxirpose never In o’crtnPK, 
UnU'HS ihc Uecd go vrith it. 

SlEAXSPKARK. 




K A VAN A GH. 


OiiEAT men Stand like solitary towers in the city 
of Ood, and secret jiassaj^es running? deep beneath 
oxtiTnal nature ^ive their thoui*lits intercourse witfi 
higher inf e]lii;eju‘cs, which ^tlt*nothens and consoles 
them, and of nhicli the labourers on the surface do 
not (jven dream ! 

Rome biich thought as this was floatfTig vaguely 
through the brain of Mr. Cniurebill, as be eloscd his 
scliool-house door behind him ; and if in any dt-grea 
he applied it to himself, it may, porliaps, be par- 
doned in a dreamy, poetic man bkc him ; for wo 
judge ourselves by what wc feed capalile of doing, 
while others judge us by wlmt wc have already done. 
And moreover his wife considered him equal to great 
things. To the people in the village, he was the 
schoolmaster, and nothing more. They beheld in 
his form and countenance no outward sign of the 
divinity within. Thej'^saw him daily moiling and 
"delving in the common path, like a beetle, and little 
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thought that unclcrncath that hard and cold exterior, 
lay folded delicate golden wings, wherewith, when 
the heat of the day was over, he soared and revelled 
in the pleasant evening air. 

To day he was soaring and revelling before the 
Bun had set ; — for it was Saturday. With a feeling 
of infinite relief he left behind him the empty school- 
house, into which the hot sun of a September after- 
noon was pouring. All the bright young faces were 
gone ; all the impatient little hearts wore gone ; all 
the fresh voices, shrill, but musical with the melody 
of childhood, were gone ; and the lately busy realm 
was given up to silence, and the dusty sun-shine* 
and the old grey flies, that buzzed and bumped their 
heads against the window-panes. The sound of the 
outer door creaking on its hebdomadal hinges, was 
like a sentinel's challenge, to which the key growled 
responsive in the lock ; and the master casting a fur- 
tive glan^'o at the last caricature of himself in red 
chalk on the wooden fence close by, entered with a 
light step the solemn avenue of pines that led to the 
margin of the river. 

At first his step was quick and nervous ; and he 
swung his cane as if aiming blows at some invisible 
and retreating enemy. Though a meek man, there 
we* , moments when ho remembered with bitterness 
the unjust reproaches of fathers and their insulting 
words ; and then he fought imaginary battles with 
people out of sight, and struck them to the ground, 
and trampled upon them ; for Mr. Churcliill was not 
exempt from the weakness of human nature, nor the 
customary vexations of a schoolmaster's life. Un- 
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ruly suns and unreasonable fathers did sometimes 
embitter his else sweet days and nights. Bii^ as he 
walked, his step grew slower, and his heart calmer. 
The coolness and shadows of the great trees com- 
forted and satisfied him, and he heard the voice of 
the wind as it were the voice of spirits calling around 
him in the air. So that when he emerged from tlie 
black woodlands into the meadows b^ the river’s 
side, all his cares were forgotten. 

Uc lay down for a moment under a sycamore, and 
thought of the Roman Consul Licinius, passing a 
night with eighteen of his followers in the hollow 
trunk of the great Lycian plane-tree. From the 
branches overhead the falling seeds were wafted 
away through the soft air on plumy tufts of down* 
The continuous murmur of tlie leaves and of the 
swift-running stream seemed rather to deei)en than 
disturb the pleasing solitude and silence of the 
place ; and fur a moment he imagined ^imself far 
away in the broad prairies of the west, and lying 
beneath the luxuriant trees that overhang the banks 
of the Wabash and the Kaskaskia. lie saw the 
sturgeon leap from the river, and flash for a moment 
in the sunshine. Then a flock of wild fow 1 flew 
across the sky tow.ards the sea-mist that was rising 
slowly in the east; and his soul seemed to float 
away on tlie river’s current, till he had glided tar 
out into the measureless sea, and tlie sound of the 
wind among the leaves was no longer the sound of 
the wind, but of the sea. 

Nature h.ad made Mf. Churchill a poet, but des- 
tiny made him a schoolmaster. Tins produced 
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discord between his outwa rd and his inward ex- 
istcncij^ Life presented itself to him like the Sphinx, 
with its perpetual riddle of the real and the ideal. 
To the solution of this dark problem he devoted his 
days and his nights, ile was forced to teach gram- 
mar when he would fain ha^ e written poems ; and 
from day to day, and from year to year, the trivial 
things of life postponed the great designs, which he 
felt capable* of accomplishing, but never had the 
resolute courage to begin. Thus he dallied with 
his thoughts and wdth all things, and wasted his 
strength on trifles ; like the lazy sea, that plays 
with the pebbles on its beach, but under the insj)i- 
ration of the w-ind might lift great navies on its out- 
,'>trctchcd palms, and toss them into the air as play- 
things. 

The evening came. The setting sun stretched his 
celestial rods of light aeross the level landscape, and, 
like the Hebrew in Egypt, smote the rivers and the 
brooks and the ponds, and tlioy became as blood. 

Mr. Churebill turned his steps homeward. He 
climbed the* hill w ilh tlie old windmill on its summit, 
and below him saw the lights of the village ; and 
around him the great landseapc sinking deeper and 
dcei^cr into the sea of dmkness. He passed an or- 
chard, The air was filled with the odour of the fallen 
fruit, which seemed to him as sw'cet as the fragrance 
of the blossoms in June. A few steps further 
brought him to an old and neglected church-yard ; 
and he paused a moment to look at the white gleam- 
ing stone, under which slumbered the old clergyman, 
who came into the village in the time of the Indian 
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wars, and on which was recorded that for half'-ji-ccn- 
tury ne had been “ a painful preacher of the word.** 
He entered the village street, and interchanged a few 
words with Mr. Pendexter, ‘the venerable divine, 
whom he found standing at his gate. He met, also, 
an ill-looking man, carrying so many old boots that 
he seemed literally buried in them ; and at intervals 
encountered a stream of strong tobacco smoke, ex- 
haled from the pipe of an Irish labourer, and per- 
vading the damp evening air. At length he reached 
his own door. 
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II. 

■\ViiKN MrV Chuvcliill entered his study, he found 
the lamp lighted, and his wife waiting for him. 
'i lie n ood fire was singing on the hearth like a grass- 
l\op])ur in the heat and silence of a Summer noon ; 
and to his heart the chill autumnal evening became 
a summer noon. 11 is wife turned towards him with 
looks of love in her joyous blue eyes ; and in the 
serene expression of her face he read the divine 
beatitude, “ Blessed are the pure in heart.” 

No sooner had he seated himself by the fireside 
than the door was swung wide open, and on tlie 
thresholu ^tood, with his legs apart, like a miniature 
colossus, a lovely golden boy, about three years old, 
with long, light locks, and very red cheeks. After 
a moment’s pause, he dashed forward into the room 
with a shout, and established himself in a large 
arm-chair, which he converted into a carrier'^ 
wagg -n, and over the back of which he urged for- 
ward his imaginary horses. He was followed by 
Lucy, the maid of all-work, bearing in her arms the 
baby, with large, round eyes, and no hair. In his 
mouth he held an India rubber ring, and looked 
very much Vke a strcot-d«ior knocker. He came 
down to say good night, but after he got dorni he 
tould not say it, not being able to say anything but 
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a kind of explosive “ Papa ! ” lie was then a good 
deal kissed and tormented in various wcft's;* and 
finally sent off to bed blowing little bubbles with his 
mouth ; Lucy blessing his little heart, and asse- 
verating that nobody could feed him in the uiglit 
^vitliout loving him ; and that if the flics bit him 
any more she would jiull out every tooth in their 
heads ! , 

Then came Master Alfred’s hour of triumph and 
sovereign sway. The fire-light gleamed on his hard 
red cheeks, and glanced from lus liquid eyes, and 
small white teeth. lie piled his waggon full of 
books and papers, and dashed off to towui at the top 
of his speed ; he delivered and received parcels and 
letters, and played the post-boy’s horn with his lips. 
Tlicn ho climbed the back of the great-chair, sang 

Sweep ho ! ** as from the top of a very high chim- 
ney, and, sliding down upon the cushion, pretended 
to fall asleep in a little white bed with W'hi to curtains, 
from which imaginary slumber his father awoke him 
by crying in liis ear in mysterious tones 

“ What little boy is this ! ” 

Piiially he sat down in his chair at his mother’s 
Knee, and listened very attentively, and for the hun- 
dredth time, to the story of the dog Jumper, which 
was no sooner ended than vociferously called for 
again and again. On the fifth repetition it was cut 
as short as the dog’s tail by Lucy, w’ho, having put 
the baby to bed, now came for Master Alfred. He 
seemed to hope he had been forgotten* but was 
nevertheless marched off to^ed, without any particu- 
lar regard to his feelings, and disappeared in a kind 
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of abstracted mood, repeating softly to himself his 
fathei'.s* words ; 

“ Good night, Alfred ! ** 

Ilia fiitlicr looked hmdly after him as he went up 
stairs, holding Lucy by one hand, and with the other 
rubbing the sleep out of hia eyes. 

“Ah ! these cliildren, these children ! ** said Mr. 
Churchill, .as he sat down at the tea-table ; “ wn 
ought to love them very much now, for we shall not 
have them long with us ! ** 

“ Good heavens ! *’ exclaimed his wife, “ wdiat do 
you mean ? Docs anything ail them ? Arc they 
going to die ? " 

*' I hope not. But they are going to grow up, and 
be no longer children.*' 

“ Oh, you foolish man ! You gave me such a 
fright ! ” 

“And yet it seems impossible that they should 
ever gro / to be men, and drag the heavy artillery 
along the dusty roads of life.” , 

“ And I,> hope they never will. That is the last 
thing I w'ant either of them to do.” 

“ Oh, I do not mean literally, only figuratively. 
3iy the way, speaking of growing up and growing old, 
I su'*’" Mr. Pendexter tliis evening as I came home.** 

“ And what had he to say ? ” 

“ He told me he should preach his farewell sermon 
to-morrow.” 

“ Poor old man ! I really pity him.” 

“ So do I. But it mu^t be confessed he is a dull 
I eacher ; and I dare say it is as didl work for hi|n 
as for his heai-ers.” 
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“ \Vhy, are tlicy going to send him away } ** 

Oil, there are a great many reasons. 7Ie docs 
not give time and attention enough to his sermons 
and to his parish. lie is always at w'ork on his 
farm ; always wants his salary raised ; and in- 
sists upon his right to pasture his liorse in the parish 
fields.*' 

“ Hark ! " cried his wife, lifting up, her face in a 
listening attitude. 

“ What is the matter ? " 

“ I thought I hoard the baby ! ’* 

There was a short silence. Then Mr. Churchill 
said 

It was only the cat in the cellar." 

At this moment Luey came in. She hesitated a 
little, and then, in a submissive voice, asked leave 
to go down to the village to buy some ribbon for her 
bonnet. Lucy was a girl of fifteen, who had been 
taken a few years before from an orpl»an asylum. 
Her dark eyes had a gypsy look, and she w'orc her 
brown hair twisted round her head nftfq: the manner 
of some of Murillo’s girls. She had Milesian blood 
in her veins, and was impetuous and impatient of 
contradiction. 

When she had left the room, the schoolmaster re- 
sumed the conversation oy saying : 

“I do not like Lucy’s going out so much in the 
evening. I am afraid she will get into trouble. 
She is really very pretty." 

Then there was another x>'^usc, after which he 
.added : 

“My dear wife, one thing imzzles me exceedingly." 

2 B 
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** And what is that ? * 

“ It o ^*0 hnow what that man docs with all the 
old boots he picks up about the villa;;e. I met him 
again this evening. lie seemed to have as many 
feet as Briarcus had hands He is a kind of cen- 
tipede." 

“ But what has that to do with imey ? ' 

“ Nothing ,it only occurred to me at the moment ; 
and I never can imagine w'hat he does with so many 
old boots." 
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III. 

When tea was over, Mr. Churchill walked to and 
fro in his study, as his custom was. And as he 
walked, he gazed with secret rai)l\ire at the books 
which lined the walls, and thought liow numy blccd- 
ng hearts and aching heads had found consolation 
for themselves and iini>tuted it to otliers, by writing 
those pages. 'J'he books seemed to liiin almost ns 
living beings, so instinct were they w’ith human 
thoughts and sympathies. It was as if the authors 
themselves A’leie gazing at Idm from the w'alls, with 
countenances indther sorrowful nor glad, but full of 
calm indifference to fate, like tboso of who 

apxieared to Dante in his vision, walking together on 
the dolorous shore. And then he dreaded of fame, 
and thought that perhaj>s hereafter he might be ui 
some degree, and to some one, what these men were 
to him ; and in the enlliusiasm of tlie moment he 
exclaimed aloud : 

“ Would you have me be like these, dear Mary r* 

** Like these what?'* asked his W’ifc, not compre- 
hending him. 

“Like these greac and good men, — like thc\se 
scholars and p«)Cts, — the authors of all these books l" 

. She jircssed liis h.ind, and s:dd in a soft bu^ ex 
cited tone ; 

2 u 2 
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“ Oh, yes ! Like them, only perhaps better !*’ 
“Theft write a Romance !’* 

“Write it!'* said his wife, like the angel. For she 
believed that then he wpuld become famous for ever ; 
and that all the vexed and busy world would stand 
still to hear him blow his little trumpet, whose sound 
was to rend the adamantine walls of time, and reach 
the ears of a far-oif and startled posteiity. 
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IV. 

“ I WAS thinking to-day,’* said Mf. Chiirchil , a 
few minutes aftr-rwards, as lie took some papers from 
a draw scented with a quince, and arranged them on 
the study table, while his wife as usual seated herself 
opposite to him w'ith her work in her hand, — I was 
thinking to-day how dull and prosaic the study of 
mathematics is made in our sf^iool-books ; as if the 
grand science of numbers had been discovered and 
perfected merely to further the purposes of trade/* 

“ For my part,'* answered his wife, ‘*I do not see 
how you can make mathcmaucs poetical. ITierc is 
no poetry in them.’* • 

Ah, that is a very great mistake ! There is 
something divine in the science of njimbcrs. Like 
God, it holds the sea in the hollow o^ its hand. It 
measures the earth ; it weighs the stars ; it illumines 
the universe ; it is law, it is order, it is beauty. And 
yet we imagine — that is, most of us — that its highest 
end and culminating point is book-keeping by 
double entry. It is our way of teaching it that 
makes it so prosaic." 

“So saying, he arose, and went to one of his 
book-cases, from the ^hclf of which he took down 
a little old quarto volume, and laid it upon tlie table. 
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** Now, here,*’ he continued, “ is a book of mathe 
matics bf 'initc a different stamp from ours." 

“It looks ver}^ old. AVhat is it ?” 

• “ It is the liilawati vf Bhascara Acharya, trans- 
lated from the Sanscrit.” 

“ It is n pretty name. Pray Avhat does it mean ?** 

“ Lilawati was the name of Bhascara’s daughter ; 
and the book'^vas written to xicrpetuatc it. Here is 
an account of the whole matter.” 

He then ojiened the volume, and read as follow'S : 

“ It is said that the composing of Lilawati was 
occasioned by the following circumstance. Jalawati 
was the name of th^‘ author’s daughter, concerning 
whom it appeared, from the qualities of the As- 
cendant at her birth, that she was destined to pass 
her life unmarried, and to remain without children. 
The father ascertained a lucky hour for contracting 
her in marriage, that she miglit bo firmly connected, 
and have children. It is said that, when that hour 
approached, he brought liis daughter and his intended 
son near hiny. He left the hour-cup on the vessel of 
W'ater, and kept in attendance a time-knowing astro- 
loger, ill order that, when the eup should subside in 
the w'ater, those two iirccious jewels should be united. 
But a. the intended arrangement was not according 
to destiny, it happened that the girl, from a curiosity 
natural to children, looked into the cup to observe 
the water coming in at the hole ; when by chance a 
pearl separated from her bridal dress, fell into the 
cup, mid, rolling down to x the hole, stopped the 
iniiux of the water. So the asti'ologcr waited in ex- 
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I>ectation of the promised hour. When the opera- 
tion of the cup had thus been dela^-cd beyond all 
moderate time, the f.tther was in constematien, and 
examining, he found that ajsmall pearl had stopped 
the course of the water, and the long-expected hour 
* was passed. In short, the father, thus disappointed, 
said to his unfortunate daughter, 1 will write a book 
of your name, which shall remain to the latest times, 
— for a good name is a second life, and the ground- 
work of eternal existence.*' 

As the schoolmaster read, the eyes of his wife 
dilated and grew tender, and she said : 

** What a beautiful story ! 'VV^Jien did it happen ?” 

Seven hundred years ago, among the Hindoos." 

** Why not write a poem about it * 

** Because it is already a poem of itself, — one of 
those things of w'hich the simplest statement is the 
best, and which lose by embellishment. The old 
Hindoo legend, brown with age, woultl not please 
me so well if decked in gay colours, and hung round 
with the tinkling bells of rhyme. >k>w hear how 
the book begins.” 

Again he read : 

“ Salutation to the elephant-headed being who in- 
fuses joy into the minds of his w^orshippers, W’ho 
delivers from every difficulty those that call upon 
him, and whose feet are reverenced by the gods !— 
Reverence to Ganesa, who is beautiful as the pure 
purple lotos, and around whose neck tlie black 
curling snake wnds itself in playful folds !” 

•‘That sounds rather mystical,” said hfs wife. 

“ Yes, the book begins with a salutation to tb 
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Hindoo deities, as the old Spanish Chronicles begin 
in the **aiLie of God, and the Holy Virgin. And 
now see liow poetical some of the examples fire.** 

- He then turned over the leaves slowly, and read : 
** One-third of a collection of beautiful water-lilies 
is offered to Mahadev, one-fifth to Iluri, one-sixth to 
the Sun, one-fourth to Devi, and six which remain 
are presented* to the spiritual teacher, llequired the 
whole number of water-lilies.** 

“That is very pretty,’* said the wife, “ and would 
put into the boys* heads to bring you pond-lilies.'* 

“ Here is a prettier one still. One-lifth of a hive 
of bees flew to the Kadamba flower ; one- third flew 
to the Silandhara ; three times the difference of these 
two numbers flew to an arbour; and one hoc con- 
tinued flying about, attracted on each side by the 
fragrant Kotaki and the Malati. AVhat was the 
number of the bees ?’* 

“I am av^Q I should never be able to tell.* 

“ 'Pen times the square root of a flock of geese 

C 

Here Mrs. Churchill laughed aloud ; but he con- 
tinued very gravely : 

“Ten times the square root of a flock of geese, 
seein^^ the clouds collect, flew to the Manns lake 
one- eighth of the whole flew from the edge of the 
water amongst a multitude of w'ater-lilies ; and three 
couple were observed playing in the water. Tell 
me, my young girl with beautiful locks, what was 
Jie whole number of geese ^** 

Well, w'hat was it ?** 

" What should you think ?*’ 
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About twenty.*' 

** No, one hundred and forty-four. Now try 
another. The square root of half a numljcr* of bees, 
•md also eight-ninths of the whole, alighted on the 
jasmines, and a female bee buzzed responsive to the 
lium of the male inedosed at night in a water-lily. 
Oil, beautiful damsel, tell me the number of bees." 

That is not there. You made it.” 

“No, indeed I did not. I wish jP had made it. 
Look and sec.’* 

lie showed her the hook, and she road it herself, 
lie then ])roposed some of the geometrical questions. 

“ In a lake the bud of a water-lily was observed, 
one span above the water, aneV ahen moved by the 
gentle breeze, it sunk in the water at two cubit^’ 
distance. Ilo<iuircd the depth of the water.” 

“ That is charming, but must be very difficult, 
could not answer it.” 

“A tree one hundred cubits high is distant frf>m 
w'ell two hundred cubits ; from this tree one monkey 
descends and goes to the w'cll ; another monkey 
takes a leap upwards, and then de^^ends by the 
hypothenuse ; and both pass over an equal space. 
Kcquired the height of the leap.*’ 

“I do not believe you can answer that question 
yourself, without looking into the book,” said tlie 
laughing w'ife, laying her hand over the solution. 

“ Try it.” 

“ With great pleasure, my dear child,” cried the 
confident schoolmaster, taking a pencil and paper. 
After making a few %gurcs and calculations, he 
answered : 


2 u 3 
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** There, my young girl with beautiful locks, there 
13 thoMrtsAver, — forty cubits." 

Ills Avife removed her hand from the book, and 
then, clapiiing both ii\, triumph, she exclaimed: 

“ No, you are Avrong, you are WTong, my beautiful 
youth Avith a bee in your bonnet. It is fifty cubits I* 

“ Tlion I must haAX* made some mistake." 

Of cour#e you did. Your monkey did not jump 
high enough." 

“ She signiilizcd his mortifying defeat ns if it liad 
been a victory, by shoAA^cring kisses, like roses, upon 
his forehead and cheeks, as he passed beimath the 
triumphal arch- way of her arms, trying in vain to 
articulate : 

My dearest Lilawati, what is the whole iiumbsr 
of the geese ?" 
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After extricating himself from^ this pleasing 
dilemma, he said, — 

“ But I am now going to v/rite. 1 must really 
begin in sober carnost, or 1 shall never get anything 
finished. And you know I htive so many things to 
do, so many books to write, that really I do not 
know where to begin. I tlflnTc I will take up the 
romance first.’* • 

‘*It will not make much difTereiicc, if you only 
begin !” 

“ That is true. I will not lose a moment.*' 

** Did y<m answer Mr. CartwrighCs letter about 
the cottage bedstead?’* 

“ Dear me, no ! I forgot it entirely'. That must 
“be done first, or he will make it all wrong.** 

“ And the young lady who sent you the poetry to 
look over and criticize ?’* 

“ No ; I have not had a single moment*s leisure. 
And thcr is Mr. Hanson, w'ho w’ants to know about 
the cooking range. Confound it! there is always 
something interfering w'ith my romance. However, 

I will dispatch those matters very speedily.** 

And he began to write with great haste. For a 
while nothing was heard but the scratching of his 
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^ pen. Then he said, probably m connection with the 
cooking i^ai^e, — 

“One of the most convenient things in house- 
keeping is a ham. It is always ready, and alwaj'S 
welcome. You can eat i'o with anything and -with- 
out anything. It reiiiinds me always of the great 
wild boar Scrinimcr, in the Northern Mythology, 
who is killed every day for the gods to feast on in 
Valhalla, and comes to life again every night.** 

“ In that case, I should think the gods would have 
the nightmare,’* said his wife. 

“ Perhaps they do.** 

And then another long silence, broken only by 
the skating of the pen over the sheet. Pre- 

scr.tly Mrs. Cluirehill said, — as if following out her 
own train of thought, w’hilc she ceased plying her 
needle to bite off the thread, which ladies will some- 
times do in spite of all that is said against it — 

“A man ^ame here to-day, calling himself the 
agent of an extensive house in the needle trade. 
He left this sample, and said the drill of the eye 
was superior to any other, and they are warranted 
not to cut the thread, lie puts them at the whole- 
sale price ; .and if I do not like the sizes, he offers 
to exchf’ugc them for others, cithor sharps or bc- 
tweens.’* 

To this remark the abstracted schoolmaster 
vouchsafed no reply. He found his half-dozen 
letters not so easily answered, particularly that to 
the poetical young lady, and worked away busily 
at tl.im. Filially they xvere' finished and scaled; 
and he looked up to his wife. She turned her eyes 
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dreamily upon him. Slumbt?r was hanging in their 
blue orbs, like snow in the heavens, rea^ jto fall. 
It was quite late, and he said to her, — 

“ I am too tired, m3' charming Lilawati, and 3’ou 
too sleepy, to sit here any longer to-night. And, as 
1 do not wish to begin my romance without having 
you at m3' side, so that I can rend d('tnched passages 
to 3'ou as I write, I will put it olf till to-morrow or 
the next day.” 

lie watched his wife as she went up stairs with 
the light. It was a pictuie alwa3's new and always 
beautiful, and like a painting of (Jherardo della 
Notte. As he hdlowcd her, ho paused to look at 
the stars. 'Hie beauty' of the l*..fvens made his soul 
overflow. • 

”Ilow absolute,'* he exclaimed, “how absolute 
and omnipotent is the silence of the night ! And yet 
the stillness seems almost audible ! From all the 
measureless depths of air around lis cqjncs a half- 
sound. a half-whisj)er, as if wo could hear the 
crumbling and falling away of earth and all created 
things, in the great miracle of nature* decay and 
reproduction, ever beginning, never ending, — the 
gradual lapse and running of the sand in the great 
hour-glass of time 

In the night, Mr. Churchill had a singular dream. 
He thought himself in school, where he was reading 
Latin to his pupils. Suddenly' all the genitive cases 
of the first declension began to make faces at him, 
and *0 laugh immoderately'; and when he tried to 
lay hold of them, they JVimpcd down into the abla- 
tive, and the circumflex accent asbumed the form ol 
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agreat moustache. Tlicn the ilttlc village school-house 
■was trlin^formcd into a vast and endless school-house 
of the world, stretching forward, form after lorm» 
through all the generations of coining time ; and 
on all the forms sat young men and old, reading 
and transcribing his romance, which now in his 
dream was completed, and smiling and passing it 
onward froir. one to another, till at last the clock in 
the corner struck twelve, and the weights ran down 
with a strange, angry whirr, and the school broke 
up ; and the schoolmaster awoke to find this vision 
of fame only a dream, out of which his alarm-clock 
had aroused him an untimely hour. 
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Mkanwhit.e, a clifTcmit scone was taking place at 
the parsonage. Mr. Pendexter had retired to hia 
study to finish his farewell sermon. Silence reigned 
through the house. Sunday had already commenced 
there. Tlie week ended with the setting of the sun, 
and the evening and the morixing were tne first 
day 

The clergyman was interrupted in his labours by 
the old sexton, who called as usurd for the key of 
the chureh. lie was gently rebuked for coming so 
late, and excused himself by saying that his wife 
was worse. • 

“P.oor woman!” said Mr. Pendexter: “lias she 
her mind?” •• 

“Yes,” an.swcrcd the sexton, “ as much as ever.** 

“She has been ill a long time,” continued the 
clergyman. “ We have had prayers for her a great 
many Sundays,” 

“ It is very true, sir,’* replied the sexton, mourn- 
fully; “I have given you a great deal of trouble. 
But you need not jiray for her any more. It is of 
no use.” 

Mr. Pen dexter's min^ was in too fervid a state to 
notice the extreme and hopeless humility of his old 
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parishioner, and the unh^tcntional allusion to the 
ineffica^’y of his prayers. He pressed the old man's 
hand warmly, and said, with much emotion. — 

“To-morrow is the last time that I shall preach 
in this parish, where I have prcaclicd for twenty-five 
years. But it is not the last time I shall pray for 
you and your family.*’ 

The sexton retired also much moved ; and the 
clergyman again resumed his task. His heart 
glowed and burned within him. Often his face 
flushed and his eyes filled with tears, so that he 
could not go on. Often ho rose and paced the 
chamber to and fro, and wiped away the large 
drops that stood on nls red and feverish forehead. 

At length the sermon w'as finished. He rose and 
looked out of the window. Slowdy the clock struck 
twelve. He had not heard it strike before, since 
six. The moon-light silvered the distant hills, and 
lay, white •'Imost as snow% on the frosty roofs of the 
village. Not a light could be seen at any window. 

“ Ungrateful people ! Could you not watch with 
me one hour ?'* exclaimed he, in that excited and 
bitter moiiienc ; as if he had thought that on that 
solemn night the whole parish would have watched, 
while he was writing his farewell discourse. He 
press d his hot brow against the window-pane to 
allay its fever ; and across the tremulous Avavelets 
of the river the tranquil moon sent towards him a 
silvery shaft of light, like an angelic salutation. 
And the consoling thought came to him, that not 
only this river, but all rivers and lakes, and the 
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great sea itself, were flashing with this hpiiveiily 
light, though he beheld it as a single ruy ; and 
that what- to him were the dark waves, M ere the 
providences of God, luminous to others, and even 
to himself should he change Ifls position. 
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The moriing came; the dear, delicious, silen 
Sunday ; to the "weary workman, both of brain and 
hand, the beloved day of rest. When the first bell 
rang, like a brazen mortar, it seemed from its gloomy 
fortress to bombard the village with bursting shells 
of sound, that exploded over the houses, shattering 
the ears of all the parishioners and shaking the con 
sciences of many. 

Mr. Pendexter was to preach his farewell sermon. 
The church was crowded, and only one person came 
late. It was a modest, meek girl, who stole silently 
up one of^'the side aisles ; not so silently, however, 
but that the pew-door creaked a little as she opened 
it; and straightway a hundred heads were turned in 
that direction, although it was in the midst of the 
prayer. Old Mrs. Fairfield did not turn round, 
viut she and her daughter looked at each other, 
and their bonnets made a parenthesis in the prayer, 
with .A which one asked W'hat th{it was, and the other 
replied : 

“It is only Alice Archer. She always comes 
late.’* 

Finally the long prayer was ended, and the con- 
gregation sat do>\'n, and the weary children who arc 
always* restless during prayers, and had been foi 



nearly half an hour twisting and turning, nnd 
standing first on one foot and then on the atkL-r, and 
hanging their heads over tlic backs of the pews, 
like tired colts looking into neighbouring pastures 
— settled suddenly down, anS subsided into some- 
thing like rest. 

The sermon began ; — such a sermon as had nevor 
been preached, or even heard of before^ It brought 
many tears into the eyes of the i)astor’s friends, and 
made the stoutest hearts among his foes quake with 
something like remorse. As he announced the text, 
** Yea, I think it meet as long as I am in tliis taber- 
nacle to stir you up, by putting yoiijn remembrance,'* 
it seemed as if the apostle Pete? himself, from whoso 
lien the words first proceeded, M'cre calling them to 
judgment. 

He began by giving a minute sketch of his min- 
istry and the state of the parish, with all its troubles 
and dissensions, social, political, and cdblcsiastical. 
He concluded by thanking those ladies ivho had 
presented him with a black silk gown, and liad 
been kind to his wife during her long illness ; — by 
apologizing for having neglected his own business, 
which was to study and preach, in order to attend 
to that of the parish, which w^as to support its min- 
ister ; stating that his own short-comings nad been 
owdng to theirs, M'hich had driven him into the 
woods in M’inter and into the fields in summer ; — 
and finally by telling the congregation in general 
that they were so confiyned in their bad habits, 
that no reformation was to be expected in them 
under his ministry, and that to produce one would 
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require a greater cxorci.sc i.f divine power than it did 
to create^ the world; for in creating; the world there 
had been no opposition, whereas, in their reforma- 
tion, their own obstinacy and evil propensities, and 
seif-seeking, and worlJly-mindcdness, were all to be 
overcome I 
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VIIL 

When Mr. Pcnclcxtcr liad finished kia discourse^ 
and pronounced his last benediction upon a con- 
gregation to whose spiritual wants he had ministered 
for so many years, his people, now his no more, 
returned home in very various states of mind. 
Some were exasperated, others m«jjtitied, and others 
filled with pity. 

Among the last was Alice Archer ; a fair, delicate 
girl, whose whole life had been saddened by a li»o 
sensitive organization, and by somewhat untow'ard 
circumstances. She had a pale transparent com- 
plexion, and large grey eyes, that sedhied to seo 
visions. Her figure was sliglit, almost fragile ; her 
hands white, slender, diaphanous. -With these 
external traits her character was in unison. She 
w'as thoughtful, silent, susceiitible ; often sad, 
often in tears, often lost in reveries. She led a 
lonely life with her mother, w’ho w as old, querulous, 
and nearly blind. She had herself inherited a 
predisposition to blindness ; and in her disease 
there was this peculiarity, that she could sec in 
summer, but in winter the poAver of vision failed 
her. ^ 

• The- old house they lived in, with its four sickly 
Lombardy poplars in front, suggested gloomy and 
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mournful tliouglita. It vis one of those 
that d^r^ss you as you enter, as if many personi 
had died in it ; — sombre, desolate, silent. The very 
clock in the hnll had a dismal sound, gasping and 
catching its breath at t'mes, and striking the hour 
with a violent, determined blow, reminding one of 
Jael driving the nail into the head of Sisera. 

One othcr^ inmate the house had, and only one. 
This was Sally Manchester, or Miss Sally Man- 
•hester, ns she preferred to be called ; an excellent 
chamber-maid and a very bad cook, for she served 
in both capacities. She was, indeed, an extraordi- 
nary woman, of large frame and masculine features ; 
— one of those wJio*are born to work, and accept 
Mieir inheritance of toil as if it were play, and who 
consequently, in the language of domestic recom- 
mendations, are usually styled “ a treasure, if you 
can get her.** A treasure she w^as to this family ; 
for she did all the house- w'ork, and in addition took 
care of the cow and the poultry ; occasionally ven- 
turing into^ jihe iicld of veterinary practice, and ad- 
ministering lamp-oil to the cock, when she thought 
he crowed hoarsely. She had on her forehead what 
IS sometimes denominated a widow’s jjeak," — 
that is to say, her hair grew down to a point in the 
middl ; and on Sundays she appeared at church ili 
a blue poplin gown, with a large pink bow on what 
she called “the congregation side of her bonnet.” 
Her mind was strong, Ukc her person ; her disposi- 
tion not sweet, but, as is sometimes said of apples 
oy way of recommendation, a pleasant sour. 

fc-ach were the inmates of the gloomy house, — 



from which the last mentioned frcfiiiontly expressed 
her intention of retiring, being engaged to « tra- 
velling dentist, who, in filling her teeth with 
amalgam, had seized the opportunity to fill a soft 
place in her heart with somethiiig still more danger- 
ous and mercurial. The wedding-day had been from 
time to time postponed, and at length the family 
hoped and believed it never w'ould coinu • a wish 
prophetic of its own fulfilment. 

Almost the only sunshine that from without shone 
into the dark mansion came from the face of Cecilia 
Vaughan, the school-mate and bosom-friend of Alice 
Archer. They were nearly of the same ago, and 
had been drawn together by tlAt niystcrious power 
which discovers and selects friends for us in our * 
childhood. They sat together in schciol ; tlicy 
walked together after school ; they told each other 
their manifold secrets ; they wrote long and impas- 
sioned letters to each other in the evertfng; in a 
W'ord, they were in love with each other. It was, so 
to speak, a rehearsal in girlhood of the gr^at drama 
of woman’s life. 
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Tub golJcn tints of autumn now brightened the 
shrubbery around this melancholy house, and took 
away something of its gloom. The four poplar trees 
scorned all a-blaze, and flickered in the wind like 
huge torches. The little border of box filled the 
air with fragranc,e, and seemed to -welcome the re- 
turn of Alice, as she ascended the steps, and entered 
the house with a lighter heart than usual. The 
brisk autumnal air liad quickened her pulse and 
given a glow to her chock. 

She found her mother alone in the parlour, seated 
in her large arm-chair. The warm sun streamed in 
at the uncurtained windows ; and lights anil shadows 
from the Ij^ves lay upon her face. She turned her 
head as Alice entered, and said : 

“ Who is it? Is it you, Alice?*’ 

“Yes, it is 1, mother.” 

“ Where have you been so long?” 

“ I lave been^powherc, dear mother. I have come 
directly home from church.” 

“ How long it seems to me ! It is very late. It 
is growing quite dark. I vras just going to call for 
the lights.’* 

“Why, mother!” exclaimed Alice, in a startled 
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tone ; “ what do you moan ? The sun is shining 
directly into 3’our face !’* • « 

“ Impossililc, my dear Alice. It is quite dark. I 
cannot see you. Where are you r” 

She leaned over her mothet and kissed her. Iloth 
were silent, — both Avept. They kiicAv that the hour, 
so long looked forward to uith dismay, had suddenly 
come. Mrs. Archer was blind ! * 

This scene of sorrow Avas interrupted by the 
abrupt entrance of Sallj' ilanchestcr. She, too, 
Avaa in tears ; but she Avas Aveeping for her own 
affliction. In her hand she held an open letter, 
which she gave to Alice, exclaiming amid sobs: 

“Head this. Miss Aicher, And *800 Iioav false man 
can be ! Never trust any man ! They are all alikc^ 
they are all false — false— -false !’* 

Alice took the letter, and read as follows : — 

“It is Avith pleasure. Miss Manchester, I sit doAA^n 
to Avrito you a fcAv lines. 1 esteem you*as highly us 
ever, but Providence has seemed to order and direct 
my thoughts and affections to anothCl’f — one in my 
OAvn neighbourhood. It A\ais rather unexpected to 
me. Miss Manchester, I sujiposc you arc Avell aAvare 
that we, as professed Christians, ought to be resigned 
to our lot in this AA'orld. May God assist you, so 
that Ave may be prepared to join|[|^c great company 
in licaA’^en. Your ansAver would dc very desirable. 

I respect your A'irtuc, and regard j’ou as a friend. 

“ Mahtin Chcukyfield. 

“ r.S.— The society iifgcncrally pretty good here 
but the state of religion is quite Ioav.” 

2 c 
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“ Tfiat is a cruel letter, Sally," said Alice, as she 
handed .it back to her. **]3ut we all have our 
troubles. That man is unworthy of you. Think 
no more about him." 

‘‘What is the matter?" inquired Mrs. Archer, 
hearing the counsel given, and the sobs with which 
it was received. “ Sally, what is the matter r" 

Sally madciuo answer ; but Alice said ; 

“ Mr. Cherryficld has fallen in love with somebody 
else." 

“Is that all ?" said Mrs. Archer, evidently re- 
lieved. “ She ought to be very glad of it. Why 
does she w'ant to be married ? She had much better 
stay w'ith us ; particularly now that T am blind." 

' “ When Sally heard this last word, she looked up 
in consternation. In a moment she forgot her on n 
grief to sympathize with Alice and her mother. 
She wanted to do a thousand things at once to 
go Here ; — send there ; — to get this and that ; — 
and particularly to call all the doctors in the neigh- 
bourhood. Alice assured her it ■would be of no 
avail, though she finally consented that one should 
be sent for. 

Sally went in search of him. On her way, her 
thoughts reverted to herself; and, to use her own 
phrase, “ she cur^d in like a stage-horse," as she 
walkea. This stl^ of haughty and offended pride 
continued for some hours after her return home. 
Later in the day, she assumed a decent composure, 
and requested that the man — she scorned to name 
him — might never again be mentioned in her hear-, 
ing. Tlius was her whole dream of felicity swept 
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away by the tide of fate, as the nest of a ground- « 
swallow by an inundation. It had bccA liuilt too 
low to be secure. 

Sonic women, after a burst of passionate tears, arc 
soft, gentle, affectionate ; a warm and genial air suc- 
ceeds the rain. Others clear up cold, and are 
breezy, bleak, aiidsdismil. Of the latter class was 
Sally Manchester. She became embi4tered against 
all men on account of one ; and was often heard to 
say that she thought women Averc fools to be married, 
and that, for one, she would not marry any man, let 
him be wlio he might, — not she ! 

Tlie village doctor came. He was a large man, of 
the cheerful kind ; vigorousT, florid, encouraging ; 
and pervaded by an indiscriminate odour of drugl. 
TiOud voice, large cane, thick boots ; — everything 
about him synonymous with noise. His presence 
in the sick-room was like martial music, — inspiriting, 
but loud. He seldom left it without laying to the 
patient, “ I hope you will feel more comfortable to- 
morrow,” or, ** When your fever leases you, you 
will be better.” Hut, in this instance, he could not 
go so far. Even his hopefulness was not sufficient 
for the emergency. Mrs. Archer was blind, — beyond 
remedy, beyond hope, — irrevocably blind ! 


2 • 2 
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On the following morning, very early, as the 
schoolmaster btuocl at his door, inhaling the bright, 
wholesome air, and beholding the shadows of the 
rising sun, and the dashing dt w-drops on the red 
vine-leaves, he heard the sound of wheels, and saw 
Mr. Pendexter aiid his wife drive down the village 
^treet in their old-fasliioncd chaise, known by all the 
boys in the to\vn us “the ark," The old white 
horse, tliat for so many years had stamped at fune- 
rals, and gnawed the tops of so many posts, and 
imagined he killed so many Hies because he w'agged 
the stump of a tail, and, dually, had been the cause 
of so much discord in the parish, seemed now to 
make commoii cause witlx his master, and .stepped as 
if endeavouring to shake the dust from bis feet as 
he passed out of the ungrateful village. Under the 
axle-tree hung suspended a leather trunk ; and in 
the chaise, between the two oceujxants, was a hirge 
bandbrx, wliich JKced Mr. Pendexter to let his legs 
hang out of the vehicle, and gave him the air of 
imitating the serii>tural behaviour of his horse. 
Gravely and from a distance ho saluted the school- 
master, w'ho saluted him in return, with a tear in 
his C3'C, that no man saw. but which, ne^ erlhclesb, 
u as .lot unseen. 
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“Farewell, poor old man !” said the schoolmaster 
within himself, as he shut out the cold autiintnal air, 
and entered his comfortable study. “ AV'e are not 
worthy of thee, or we should ]iavc had thee w ith us 
for ever. Go back again to the place of thj’^ child- 
hood, the scene of thine earlj' labours and thine early 
love ; let thy days end where they began, and like 
the emblem of eternity, let the sori>cift: of life coil 
itself round and take its tail into its mouth, and be 
still from all its hissings for evermore ! I would not 
call tliec back; for it is better tliou shoiildst be 
where thou art, than amid the angry contentions of 
this little town.” 

Not all took leave of the old clergyman in s(^ 
kindly a spirit. Indeed, there was a jiretty general 
feeling of relief in the village, as 'when one gets 
rid of an ill-litting garment, or old-fashioned hat, 
■which one neither w'ishes to w'car, nor is quite will- 
ing to throw away. 

Thus Mr. Pendexter departed from the village. A 
few days afterwards he -was seen at a TJll training, 
or general muster of the militia, making a prayer on 
liorscbaek, -w'ith his eyes wide open ; a performance 
in which ho took evident delight, os it gave him an 
opportunity of going quite at largo into some of the 
bloodiest campaigns of the ancienlillebrcws. 
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For a whiic the schoolmaster walked to and fro, 
looking at the gleam of the sunshine on the carpet, 
and revelling in his day-dreams of unwritten books, 
and literary fame. With these day-dreams mingled 
confusedly the pattering of little feet, and the mur- 
muring and cooyjg of his chiklrcn overhcacL Ilis 
, plans that morning, could he have executed thciii, 
would have tilled a shelf in his library with poems 
and romunccs of his own creation. Ilut suddenly 
the vision A^anished; and another from the actual 
world took its place. It Avas the canvas- covered cart 
of the butcTicr, that, like the Hying wigwam of the 
Indian talc, flitted before his eyes. It drove up the 
yard, and r«t0pped at the back-door ; and the poet 
felt that the sacred rest of Sunday, the God's- truce 
with worldly cares, Avas once more at an end. A 
d irk hand passed betAveenhiin and the land of light. 
Suddenly closed the ivory gate of dreams, and the 
horn gate of evyy-day life opened, and he Avent 
forth to deal Avith the man of flodi^nd blood. 

“ Alas !*' said he A\'ith a sigh ; “ and must my life, 
then always be like the Sabbatical river of the Jews, 
stream only on the seventh day, and 
sandy and arid all the rest ?" 
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Then he thouglit of hif* benutiful wife and children, 
xiiul added, half xdond : • ^ 

“Xo ; not so ! Kathcr let me look iii)on the seven 
days of the week ns the seven magic rings of Jarchns, 
eaeli inscribed with the nainl^ of ii separ.ito planet, 
and each possessing a peculiar power;— or as the 
seven sacred and mysterious stones which the pil- 
grims of Mecca uerc forced to thr^w over their 
shoulders ixi the valleys of Menah and Akhuh, 
cursing the devil, and saying at each throw, ‘ God 
is great !’ ’* 

lie found Mr. ■Wilmcudings, thf* butcher, standing 
beside his curt, and surrounded by five cats, that 
had risen simultaneously iheir hind legs, to 
receive their rpiotidian morning’s meal. Mr. ^^*il• 
mordings not only supplied the village with fresli 
provisions daily, but he likewise weighed all the 
bal)ie§. There was hardly a child in town that had 
not hung beneath his steelyards, tiedjn a silk hand- 
kerchief, the moveable weight above sliding along 
the notched beam from eight pounds^to twelve. lie 
was a young man ANith a very ficsh and rosy com- 
plexion, and every Mond.ay morning he appeared 
dressed in an exceedingly Avliite frock, lie had 
lately married a milliner, uho sold “Dunstable and 
elcvcn-bruid, open-Avork and coloured straws,” and 
their bridal tour had been to a neighbouring town to 
see a man hanged for murdering his Avife. A pair of 
huge ox-horns branched from the gable of his 
slaughter-house ; and near it stood the great pits of 
the tannery, which alf tlie schoolboys thought Avere 
filled with blood ! 
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Perhaps no two men could Lc more unlike than 
Mr. Chiv»*cJull and Mr. Wilmordings. Upon such a 
grating, iron hinge opened the door of his daily 
life ; —opened into the school-room, the theatre of 
those life-long l.ihours,' which theoretically are the 
most nohic, and practically the most vexatious in 
the Avorld. Toward this, as soon as breakfast was 
ov('r, aufl lie l^'id pla5'eil awhile with his children, 
he directed liis steps. On his way, he had many 
glimpses into the lovely realms of nature, and one 
into those of art, through the medium of a placard 
I)asted against a wall. It Avas us follows : — 

“ The suhscribeiv jirofesses to take profiles, plain 
ar^fl shaded, which, viewed at light-anglos with the 
serious countenance, are warranted to be infallibly 
correct. 

“No trouble of adorning or dressing the person 
is required. He t.ikes infants and chihlren at sight, 
and has frames of all sizes to accommodate. 

“ A profile is a delineated outline of the exterior 
form of any inu’soii's face and head, the use of which 
Avhen seen tends to vivify the affections of those 
whom A\c esteem or love. 

“ William Bantaai.*' 

Ere long even this glimpse into the ideal Avorhl 
had vanished ; and he felt liiinsclf bound to the 
earth Avith a hundred inA'isihlc threads, by AA'liich a 
hundred urchins were tugging and tormenting him ; 
and it was only with considerable effort, and at in- 
terva' that liis mind could soar to the moral dignity 
of his , •ofession. 
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Such was the schoolmaster’s life ; and a dreary 
weary life it would have been, had not poetry froni 
within j'uslied throuf'h every crack and crevice in 
it. This trfinsformcd it, and made it resemble a 
well, into which stones smd rubbish have been 
thrown ; but underneath is a spring of fresh, pure 
water, which not! ling external can ever check or 
defile. 
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Mil. Pj:nd7:\'ji'eii liad departed. Only a few old 
and middle-aged pt^oplc regretted him. To those 
few, something was wanting in the Ker\dee ever 
afterwards. They missed the accounts of the Hebrew 
massacres, and the wonderful talcs of the Ziitn/.iim- 
mims ; they missed the venerable grey hair, and the 
voice that had spoken "to them in childhood, and 
for'over preserved the memory of it in their liearts, 
as in the llussian church the old hymns of the 
earliest centuries aie still piously retained. 

The winter came, with all its aflluence of snow'S, 
and its many cmdidates for the v.acant pulpit. Hut 
the parish w-as diflicult to please, as all parishes are; 
and talked of^ <Uviding itself, and building a new 
church and other extravagances, as all paiishes do. 
Finally it concluded to remain as it was, and the 
choice ef a pastor w'as made. 

The events of the w'inter were few in number, and 
can be casiiy described. The folloAving extract from 
a school-girl’s letter to an absent friend contains the 
most important : — 

“ At school, things have gone on pretty much as 
usual. Jane Jlrownhas grown A’cry pale. They say 
she is ir a consumption ; but think it is because 
fclio eats so many slate-i^eiicils. One of her shoul- 



dors has grown a good doal liiglior than tho ollu'i* 
Jiilly AViI moldings lias boon turned out s^ohcol for 
playing truant. Jlo promised hi.s mother, if she 
M'ould not uhip him, he would experience religion. 
I am sure I wish he would ,• for then lie woidd stoji 
looking at me through the liole in the top of liis 
desk. Mr. C’liurehill is a very curious man. '1 o- 
day lie gave us this question in aritjimetic* : ‘ One- 
lifth of u hive of bees ilew to the K.id.imba flower; 
one- third flew to the Sil.mdhaia ; three times the 
diirerencc of these two numbers flew to an aibour; 
and one bee continued flying about, attracted on 
each side by the fragrant Ketaki and the Malati. 
What was the number ol Uvesr’* Nobody could do 
the sum.” • 

“ Tlie ehureli has been repaired, and we have a 
new mahogany ]julpit. Mr. (’liuieJiill bought the 
old one, and had it jnit up in his study. What a 
Btrangi' man he is ! A good many < yndidates have 
prcacdied for us. The only one we like is Mr, 
Kaviuiagh. Aithur Kavaiiugh ! is imt that a ro- 
man tic name? Tie is tall, very pale, with beautiful 
black eyes and hair ! Sally — Alice Archer’s S.illy - 
says ‘ he is not a man ; he is aThaddeus of Warsaw !’ 

I think he is very handsome. A.nd such sermons! 
So beautifully w’ritten,---so different from ohl Mr. 
Pendexter’s ! lie has been inviK'd to settli* lieri' ; 
but lie cannot come till sjiring. La^l Sunday lie 
preached about the ruling jiassion. lie said that 
once a German nobleman, 'when he 'ivas dying, had 
his hunting-horn blo\Pu in his bed-ioom, and his 
hounds let in, springing and howling about him; 
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and that so it Wiis with the ruling passions of men • 
even ar.'^u.nl the rteath-bed, at the well-known 
signal, they hcnvlctl and leaped about those that 
had fostered them ! lleaiitifiil, is it not ? and so 
original ! ITe said in 'another sermon, that disaji^ 
pointments feed and nourish us in the desert places 
of life, as the ravens did the Prophet in the wilder- 
ness ; and th;j.t as, in Catholic countries, the lamps 
lighted before the images of saints, in narrow and 
dangerous streets, not only served as offerings of 
devotion, hut likewise as lights to those w'ho passed, 
so, ill the dark and dismal streets of the city of 
unbelief, every good thought, word, and deed ot a 
man, not only w'as an differing to heaven, but like- 
8(‘rved to light him and others on their way 
homeward ! I have taken a good many notes o 
Mr. Kavanagh’s sermons, whicli you siiall sec when 
you come buck. 

“ Last wcGk wc‘ had a sleigh-ride, with six white 
horsc's. AVe Avent like the wind over the hollows in 
the snow; — th« driver called them ‘thank-you- 
ma'ams,’ because they make everybody bow. And 
such a frantic ball as avc had at Beavcrstock ! I 
wish you had been there ! AVe did not get home till 
two o’clock in the morning ; and tlie next day 
Hester Oreen’s minister asked her if she did not 
feel the tire of a certain place growing hot under 
her feet while she was dancing ! 

“ The now fashionable boarding-school begins 
next week. The prospectus has been sent to our 
house. One of the regulations is, ‘ Young ladies are 
not allowed to cross their benders in school !' Papa 
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finys hp never heard them called so before. Old 
Mrs. Plainfijld is gone nt last. Just Wt*f%re she 
died, hei Irish chamberinaid asked her if she wanted 
tc> tic: buried with hiT false teeth in ! There has not 
been a single iicav engagement since you went .away. 
But somebody asked me the other day if you were 
engaged to Mr. I'illslniry. I was very angry. 
I'illsbury, indeed ! lie is old enough to be your 
father ! 

“ What a long, rambling letter I am writing you ! 
— and only because you will be so naughty as to 
stay a\\uy and leave me all alone. If you could 
have seen the moon last night ! I\ut what a goose 
T am ! — as if you did not see it? Was it not glorious ? 
You cannot imagine, dearest, how every hour in Ih? 
day I wish you were here with me. I know you 
w'ould sympathize with all my feelings, W’hieh 
ITestcr does not at all. For, if I :ulmirc the moon, 
she says I am romantic, and for her part, if there is 
any tiling she despises, it is the moon ! and that slic 
prefers a snug, warm bed (Oh, horrible*!^ to all the 
moons in the universe !" 
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XIII. 

The events mentioned in this letter wore the 
principal ones that occurred during the winter. The 
case of Billy Wilmerdings grew quite desperate. 
In vain did his father threaten and the schoolmaster 
expostulate ; he was only the more sullen and stub* 
Dorn. In vain did hi!, mother represent to his weary 
"blind, that, if he did not study, the boys who knew 
the dead languages would throw stones at him in the 
street ; he only answered that he should like to sec 
them try it. Till, finally, having lost many of his 
illusions, and having even discovered that his father 
was not the greatest man in the world, on the break- 
ing up of the ice in the river, to his owm infinite re- 
lief and that of the whole village, he departed on a 
coasting trip in a fore-and-aft schooner, which 
constituted the entire navigation of Fairmcadow. 

Mr. Churchill had really put up in his study the 
old white, wine-glass-shaped pulpit. It served as a 
play-lLOuse for his children, who, whether in it or 
out of it, daily preached to his heart, and were a 
living illustration of the way to enter into the king- 
dom of heaven. Moreover, he himself made use of it 
externally ns a note-book, recording his many me- 
dit'*tions with a pencil on the white panels. The 



following: servo as *a spcoiinon of this pulpit 

eloquence : — 

Morality without religion i.s only a kind of dead- 
reckoning ; — an endeavour to find our place 
on a cloudy sea by measuring the distance we have 
run, but without any observation of the heavenly 
bodies. 

Many readers judge of the power of a book by the 
shock it gives their feelings; — as some savage tribes 
deternunc the power of muskets by their recoil ; 
that being considered best which fairly prostrates 
the purchaser. 

Men of genius arc often dull and inert in society ; 
as the blazing meteor, when it descends to earth, is 
only a stone, 

Tlic natural alone is permanent. Fantastic idols 
may be worshipped for a wliile ; but at length they 
are overturned by the continual and sileift progress 
of truth ; as the giim statues of Copaii Ixave been 
pushed from their pedestals by the grow tli of forest 
trees, w'hosc seeds Were sown by tlie wind in the 
ruined walls. 

The every-day cares and duties, 'which men call 
drudgery, are the 'W’cights and counterpoises of the 
clock of time, giving its pendulum a true vibration, 
and its hands a legulur lUotion; and when they 
cease to hang upon the wheels, the pen did um no 
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longer swings, the hands no longer move, the clock 
stands sf^ill. 

The same object, seen from the three different 
points of view — the past, the present, and the fu- 
ture, often exhibits three different faces to us ; like 
those sign-boards over shop doors, which represent 
the face of a lion as we approach, of a man when 
we arc in front, and of an ass when we have passed. 

In character, in manners, in style, in all things, 
the supreme excellence is simplicity. 

With many readers, brilliancy of style passes 
for affluence of thought; they mistake buttf’rcuj)8 
in the grass for immeasurable gold mines under 
ground. 

The motives and purposes of authors arc not al- 
ways so pure and high, as, in the enthusiasm of 
youth, we sometimes imagine ; to many the trumpc't 
of fame .nothing but a tin horn to call them home, 
like labourers from the field, at dinner-time; and 
they think themselves lucky to get the dinner. 

The rays of happiness, like those of light, are 
colourless when unbroken. 

Critics are sentinels in the grand army of letters, 
stationed at the corners of newspapers and reviews, 
to challenge every new author. 

The country is lyric ; the town dramatic 
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wlien mingled, they nfhke the most porfeet rausicnl 
drama. 

Our passions never wholly die ; hiit in the last 
cantos of life’s romantic epos, they rise up again 
and do battle, like some of Ariosto's heroes, who 
have already been quietly interred, and ought to 
be tiiriiod to dust. 

This country is not priest ridden, but pi css- 
ridden. 

Some critics have the habit of rowing up the 
Heliconian rivers with tlieir .backs turned, so as 
to see the landscape precisely us the poet did* 
not sec it. Others sec faults in a book much 
larger than the book itself ; as Sancho Pan/, a, 
with liis eyes blinded, behold from his w’ooden 
horse the earth no larger than a grain gf mustard 
seed, and the men and women on it as large as hazel- 
nuts. 

liike an inundation of the Indus is tlio course 
of time. We look for the homes of our eliildhood, 
they are gone ; for the friends of our childhood, 
they are gone. The loves and animosities of youth, 
where are they ? Swept awMv like the ramps that 
liad been pitched in the sandy bed f)f the river. 

As no saint can be canonized until the devil’s 
advocate has exposed all his evil deeds, and showed 
wiiy he should not be made a saint ,* so no poet can 
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take his? station among ihe gods until the critice liavd 
said all t]iat can be said against him. 

It is curious to note the old sea-margins of human 
thought ! Each subsiding century reveals some new 
mystery ; wc build where tnonsters used to hide 
themselves. 
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XIV. 


At cnp;th the sprin*; canic, and •brought the 
birds and the flowiTs, and Mr. Kavanagh, the* now 
clergyman, who was ordained with all tlie pomp 
and ceremony usual on su(‘h occasions. The open- 
ing of the season furnished also the theme of 
his first discourse, wdiich some of^the congregation 
thought very beautiful, and^others very incompre- 
hensible. * 

Ah, how wonderful is the advent of the spring , 
— the great annual miracle of the blossoming 
of Aaron's rod, repeated on myriads and myriads 
of branches ! — the gentle progression* and growth 
of lierhs, flowers, trees, — gentle, and yet irre- 
pressible ; — which no force can stay^ jio violence 
restrain, like love, that 'wins its Avay and can- 
not be withstood by any liuinan i)r)'vver, because 
itself is divine power. If spring came but 
once in a century, instead of once a year, or 
burst forth W’itli the sound of an earthquake, and 
not in silence, what wonder and expectation w'onid 
there he in all hf.*arts to beliold the miraculous 
change ! 

But now' the silent succession suggests nothing 
out necessity. To most men, only the cessation 
of the miracle would be miraculous, and the per- 
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pctual exercise of God’s power seems less won- 
derful than its withdrawn! would be. We arc 
like children who are astonished and delighted only 
by the second-hand of the clock, not by the hour- 
hand. 

Such was the train of thought with which Ka- 
vanagh commenced his sermon. And then, with 
deep soleinrity and emotion, he proceeded to speak 
of the spring of the soul, as from its checrlees M'in- 
try distance it turns nearer and nearer to the 
great sun, and clothes its dry and withered branches 
anew with leaves iuid blossoms, unfolded from 
within itself, beneath the penetrating and irresistible 
influence. 

Wliile delivering the discourse, Kavanagh had 
not succeeded so entirely in abstracting himself 
from all outward things os not to note* 'in some 
degree its eflect upon his hearers. As in modern 
times no apiflause is permitted in our churches, 
however moved the audience may be, and, 
consequently, no one dares wave his hat and 
shout ; — “ Orthodox Chrysostqm ! Tliirteenth 
Apostle ! Worthy the Priesthood ! ” — as was 
lone in the days of the Christian Fathers ; and, 
moreover, as no one after church spoke to him of 
his sermon, or of anything else; he went home 
with rather a heavy heart, and a feeling of dis- 
couragement. One thing had cheered and con- 
soled him. It was the pale countenance of a young 
girl, whose dark eyes had been fixed upon him 
during the whole discourse with unflagging interest 
aqd ittcntion, She sat alone in a pew near the pul- 
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pit. It was Alice Archer. All ! could lie have 
known how deeply sunk his words into ih«.t#Iniplc 
heart, he might have shuddered with another kind 
of fear than that of not moving Ida audience sulli- 
cicntly * • 
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XV. 


On the following morning ICavanagh sat musing 
upon Ilia worldly affairs, and upon various little 
household arrangements w'hich it would be ne- 
cessary for him to make. To aid him in these, 
he had taken up the village paper, and was run- 
ning over the colum^is of advertisements ; — those 
•jiarrow and crowded thoroughfares, in which the 
wants and wishes of humanity display them- 
selves like mendicants 'without disguise. llis 
eye ran hastily over the advantageous offers of 
the cheap <i;ulors and the dealers in patent me- 
dicines. He wished neither to be clothed nor 
cured. Ip. ,one place he saw that a young lady, 
perfectly competent, desired to form a class of 
young mothers and nurses, and to instruct them 
in the art of talking to infants so as to interest 
and amuse them ; and in another, that the hremen 
of Fair-ieadow wished w^ell to those hostile edi- 
tors who had called them gamblers, drunkards, 
and rioters, and hoped that they might be spared 
from that great lire which they were told could 
never be extinguished ! Finally his eye rested 
on the advertisement of a carpet warehouse, in 
whitii the one-price system was strictly adhered 
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to. It was further stated that a discount would 
be made “ to clergymen on small salarif'Sf feeble 
churches, and charitable institutions.” 

Thinking that this was doubtless the place for 
one who united in Himself t\f'o of tlicse qualifica- 
tions for a discount, with a smile on his lips ho 
took his hat and sallied forth into the street. 

A few daj's previous, Kavanagh had tliscovcrcd 
m the tower of the church a vacant room, ^hich 
lie had immediately determined to take possession 
of, and to convert into a study. From this re- 
treat, through the four oval windows, fronting the 
four corners of the heavens, be could look down 
upon the streets, the roofs find gardens of the 
village ; —on the uiiiding river, the meadows, tlie^ 
farmo, the distant blue mountains. Here he 
could sit and meditate, in that peculiar sense of 
sj'i lusiofi and spiritual elevation, that entire aepa 
ration from the world below, which •a chamber 
in a tower always gives. Here, uninterrupted 
nnd aloof from all intrusion, he coid^i pour his 
heart into those discourses, with w'hich he hoped 
to reach and move the hearts of liis parishioners. 

1 1 was to furnish this retreat, that he wont forth 
on the Monday morning after his first sermon. 
He was not long in procuring the few things needed 
— the carpet, the table, the chairs, the shelves for 
books ; and was returning thoughtfully homeward, 
when his eye was caught by a signboard o.i the 
corner of the street, inscribed “ Moses I'ferry- 
w’oathcr. Dealer in SLngdig birds, foreign and do- 
mestic.” 
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He saw also a whole cliumber window transformed 
into a^ «''ge, in which sundry canary-birds, and 
others of gayer plumage, were jargoning together, 
like pcoide in the market-places of foreign towns. 
At the sight of t!icsc old favourites, a long 
slumbering passion awoke w'ithin him ; and he 
straightway ascended the dark wooden staircase, 
w'ith the iptent of enlivening his solitary room 
with the vivacity and songs of these captive ballad- 
singers. 

In a moment he found himself in a little room 
hung round with cages, roof and walls ; full of sun- 
shine *, full of twitterings, cooings, and ilutterings ; 
full of downy odouro, suggesting nests, and dovc- 
•cois, and distant islands inhabited only by birds. 
The taxidermist — the Selkirk of tlie sunny island — 
was not there; but a young lady of noble mien, 
who was looking at an English goldfinch in a square 
cage witli portico, turned upon him, as he entered, 
a fair and beautiful face, shadi'd by long, light 
locks, in which the sunshine seemed entangled, as 
among the boughs of trees. That face he had 
never seen before, and yet it seemed familiar to 
him ; and the added light in her large celestial eyes, 
and the almost impcrci'ptiblc expression that 
passes’ over her face, showed that she knew who he 
was. 

At the same moment the taxidermist presented 
himself, coming from an inner room; — a little 
man in grey, W'ith spectacles upon his nose, holding 
in his hands, wdth win^s and logs draw’n close 
an.l smoothly together, like the green husks ox 
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the mai7c ear, a beautiful carricr-pi :cnn, uho* 
turned up first one bright ej e and theif the other, 
as if asking, “ What are you going to do with me 
n«>wr” This bfleiit iiupiiiy Avas soon ansAvored 
hy Mr. ^IcrrvAYeatlier, A\ho shid to the young lady; 

“ Here, Miss Vaughan, is the best eairier-jiigcon 
111 my Avhole colleetion. 'Ihe real ('oluinha Tabul- 
laria. Ho is about three years old, as }ou e.in .seo 
by his Avattle." 

“A A-ery pretty bird,” said the lady ; “and hoAV 
shall I train it } ’* 

“ Oh, that is A'ery easy. Vou have only to 

keep it shut up for a few days, avoU fed and 

Avcll treated. 'J'hen take it in an opt'n cage to 

the place yon mean it to fly to, and do th^ 

same thing theie. Afterwards it will give you 
iio trouble ; it Avill alAi'ays fly betAveen tliosc two 
places.” 

“That, certainly, is not very diftiebit. At all 
events, T avUI make the trial. Yon may send the 
bird hfimc to me. On Avhat shall 1 feed r ” 

“On any kind of grain; haihy and buekAvhcat 
arc best ; and remember to let it have a plenty f»t 
gravel in the bottom of its eage.*’ 

“ I Avill not forget. Send me the bird to-day, if 
possible,” 

With these Avords she depaitcfl, miu'h too soon 
for Kavanagh, avIio was charmed vith her foiiii, her 
face, her voice ; and avIio, Avhen left alone Avith the 
taxidermist, felt that the luomeataiy fascination of 
the place Avas gone. * 

He heard no longer the singing of tlie birds ; he 
2 » 
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s;iw no longer their gaj p'jiimiige; aiul ha\iTig 
speedily ^ the purchase oi a canary and a cage, 

he likewise departed, thinking of the carrier-pigeons 
of Ihigdad, and the cohiinbaries of Kgypt, stationed 
nt fixed inters als as relays and re.sting-plaees for the 
Hying piist. With an indefinable feeling of sadness, 
too, eainc wafted like a perfume tlirough his ine- 
niory tliose Render, iiiidanelioly lines of Maria d(il 
Oeeidente ; — 


“ Aiul as the (lovf, to far P.ilmvra fljin?, 

Tioni wluTi- her native founts of Anliorli be.iin, 

Wr.’iry, <*\h.iusttMl, lonirinif, pantin*', 

Nidlj at the Intlrr stmiin ; 

4 So many a soul, o’er life',-* ilri ar ilr<sc‘it f.n ini? ; 

TiOve’s conueniil ^|)Iin}^ unfoiind, uniiudft'inl 
SuMiTs, recoils, then, thirsty aiul ilrsp.ivin!? 

Of wh.it it would, deseeinls and s'ps tlie ncaiost drauj^dit.” 

Mi'anv\hilv, !Mr. Merryweathor, left to himself, 
walked about his aviary, musing, and talking to 
his birds. Finally he paused hid’ore the tin cage 
of a grey' Aliiean pariot, between which and 
himself there w'as a strong f.unily likenes., and, 
giving it his linger to peek and perch upon, con- 
eised with it in that peculiar di;ilect with w'hieh 
it had often made vocal the distant groves of 
Zangm-har. lie then w'ith.lrew’ to the inner 
room, where he resumed his l.ibour of slufling a 
Cardinal gvossbeak, s.iyiiig to himself between 
W'biles - 

“IwomUi nhat MUs Ck cili.i Vaughan means to 
do with a carrier pigeon ! " 



Soino mystorious c-(Jliiir( lion lu* li:ul 
cst.iblishc'd already between this pii^eon and Mi. J\.i- 
vaiiafrh ; for continuing his rc\cvy, he SaW, lialf 
aloud : — 

“Of course she would never think of marrying a 
poor clergyman ! ** 
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The oldrfiimily mansion of the Vaughans stood 
little out of town, ill the midst of a pleasant farm. 
'Jlie country road was not near enough to annoy; 
and the rattling wheels and little clouds of dust 
seemed like fiieiidly salutations from .travellins a-j 
they passed. Tlu'y spoke of safety and compan- 
ionship, and took away all ionediness fiom the 
* ’solitude. 

On three sides, the farm was inclosed by willow 
and alder hedges, and the flowing wall of a river ; 
iicnror the house were gro\cs clear of all undern ood, 
M’ith roekj’ kmdls, and breezy bowers of beach ; 
and afar off the blue hills broke the honzon, creat- 
ing secret longings for what lay beyond them, and 
tilling the mind A\ith pleasant thoughts of Prince 
llasselas and the Ilapjiy Valley. 

The house was one of the few old houses still 
iiTanding in New l^ngland a large, square building, 
with i portico in front, whose door in summer 
time stood open from morning until night. A 
lileasing stillness reigned about it ; and soft gusts 
of pine-cmbaliiicd air, and distant cawings from 
the crow-hauiitcd mountains, filled its airy and 
ample halls. 

1- this old-fasluoncd liousc had Cecilia Vaughan 
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pro^^^l up to maidenhood. The travelling shadows 
of the clouds on the liill-sides ; the &udd?n^ummcr 
wind, (hat lihed the languid leaves, and rushed 
fioni fiehl to field, from grove to grove, the fore- 
runner of tlie rain ; and, most of all, the mysterious 
niiuintain, whose coolness was a perpetual invita- 
tu)n to lier, and \\ho‘.e silenee a periu tual fi ar ; 
fostered her dreamy and poetie ft.Mnp( ramont. 
Not less so did the reading of ]>oetiy and romance 
in the long, silent, solitary, winti r evenings. 

Her mother hail been diMcl for many years, ami 
the memory of that mother had heeome almost a 
religion to her. She reealled it yieessanlly ; and 
the U‘^erenti.d love, wdiieh it insiiiicd. eompletelv 
filled her soul with melaneholy deliglit. II(‘r 
father w’as a kindly old man ; a judge in one of 
tlie eoiiits ; dignifieil, aff il)lt\ somewliat hent hy his 
legal cnidition, as a shelf is hy the w'eight of the 
hooks upon it. IIis paper-, encnmhei ed the study 
table ; Ids law books, the study fioor. 'I'hey 
seemed to shut out from hm minfl •the lovely 
daughter, wlio had grown up to Avomanhood hy 
his side, but almost witlunit liis recognition. AI- 
W"iys affeetionate, always indulgent, he left her to 
walk alone, without h's stronger thought and firmer 
purpose to lean upon ; and thoiigli Jut education 
had been, on this account, somewhat desultory, and 
her imagination indulged in many dreams and va- 
garies, yet, on the whole, the result had been more 
favourable than in man\j^c.*ises where the process of 
instruction has been too diligently carried on, and 
where, as sometimes on the roofs of farmhouse* 
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find tlic scJifrulaing has hci'n loft to derorm 

the hiiildiiic!;. 

( V-( ili.i’s hosoin-fi it'iid ;it sihool w.is Alice Archer; 
and, .iltrr they left sj-hool, the love between them, 
and e<mseqnently the letteis, rather increased 
tlian diniini'.hed. Tliese two youn*' hearts found 
not only a delii^ht, but a nec(‘>.sity in ponrinj^ hirth 
their tlion; 4 :lit.s and fi‘elini;s to each otlun- ; and it 
was to faiilitatc this intereommunleation, fur 
^^hose e\i.«'('nei('s the oi dinary methods were now 
found inadequate, that the can ier-pi'^eou ha<l 
bein ])iiU'haNed. lie w'us to be the llyinj' post ; 
their beil-iooms dhe dovecots, the i)urc and hiendly 
^'.olniubai ia. 

Ihidowed with youth, beauty, talent, fortune, 
and, nK)ieo\er, \iiih that iudefuiahle faseinati«)U 
whii'h has no name, (Veilia Yanj^haii was not 
without loVjfis, aMoved and unavoned ; younjif 
men who in.ide an ostentacious display of their 
nUeetioii ; — boys, who treasuied it in their bosoms, 
as something" iiideseiihahly f^weet anel precious, 
jieifuminjr all the chambers of the luMi't with its 
celestial fraj^rance. Wlienever slio retnined from 
u v.^'.it to the city, some iinkiiou n youth of elegant 
inanneis and varnished leather hoots was sure 
to ht)ver round the village inn for a few days ; 
— was known to visit the Abiughans assiduously, 
and then sihuitl)' to disappear, and be seen no 
more. Of course, nothing eonld he known of 
the secK't hi-«t ry of suchf'ndividuals ; hut shrewd 
mrii \ses w'erc formed as to their designs and 
their destinies ; till, tiiially, any -well-dressed 
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fiti;m"cr, in the a ill.ijrc without oslonsiMo^ 

l)iisiii(;s'5, ^v:is set down as “ one of !Mib!»\aiiglian’s 
luvtis.” 

In all A\liat a contrast was tlierc between the 
two jounj; friends! The Aialth of one and tlie 
poverty »)!' the other were not so stikin^ly at a ari- 
anee, as this aillueiiee and lelluenee of Jove. To 
tlie one, so nmeli was givin that slie U'eanie ir gaid- 
Icss of tlie gift; from the other, so mnch ^\ilhlleld, 
that, if possible, slio exaggerated its importance 
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In addition to these transient lovers, who were but 
birds of piissaf^o, winj^ing their \vaj\ in an incredibly 
bhovt space of time, from the ton id to the fii^id 
zone, there was in the village a domestic anti resident 
adorer, whose love for hiin--elf, for Miss Van^han, 
and fur the beautiful, had transft)rm(‘d his name from 
Hiram A. llawknis to IT. Adolphus JTawkins. lie 
V, as a dealer in Ihit^lish linens and carpels a pro- 
fession which of itself lills the mind wiili ideas of 
domestic comfort. Ilis waistcoats were made like 
Lord Melbourne’s in the illustrated En«^lish ])apers, 
and his shiny hair w'ont oft* to the loft in a snpnrb 
sweep, I’kc tlic hand-rail of a bannister. He wore 
many rings on his fingers, and seveial breast-pins 
and gold chains disposed about his person. On all 
bis bland physiognomy w'as .stam]icd, as on some of 
his linens, “ Soft linisli for family nse.” Kverything 
aoont him spoke the lad\ ’s man. Ho was, in fact, 
a perfoc ring-deve ; and, like the rest of his species, 
always walked up to the female, and, bow'ing his 
head, sw'ellcd out his white crop, and uttered a very 
p aintivc murmur. 

Moreover, Mr. Hiram Adolphus Hawkins x\as a 
poet,— so much a poet, that, as his sister frequently 
remarked, he ** spoke blank verse in the bosom of 
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his family.’’ Th(? pci^ral tone of his produotinns 
was sad, desponding, perhaps slightly moi bid. How 
could it be otherwi«>o with the writings (£ ^nc Avhi> 
had iicvn been the world’s fiiend, nor the Morld 
his ^ who looked upon himself as “a pyramid of 
mind on the dark desert of di'spair ami who, at 
the age of twenty-five, had drtmk the bitter draught 
of life to the dregs, and dashed the goblet down? 
His i)ro(liictions were published in the Corner 

of the Kairmeadow Advertiser ; and it was a relief 
to know, that, in private life, as his sister remarked, 
he was “by no means the censoiious and moody 
person some of his wiitings might imply.” 

Sueh was the jiersonage who assumed to himself 
the jienlous position of Miss* Vaiiglian’s permanent 
adniiier. He imagined that it was impossible fr.» 
any woman to look uiion him and not love liim. 
AceordiiifdVt he paraded himself at bis sbo]).door a.9 
she pa'^sed ; he jiaraded himself at th ' corners of tho 
stieits; lie paraded himself at the eh;*rib-steps on 
Sunday. He spied her from the wimlow; he sallied 
fi om the door ; lie followed her wilh^his eyes; he 
follow'cd her with liis whole august person ; he 
pask,ed her and repassed her, and turned hark to 
ga/e; he lay in wait Avith tlejected countenanee and 
d( sponding air ; lie persecuted licr A\ilh liis looks, 
he pret' iided tfiat theii souls could eoiii]uehend each 
other without words ; and Avhenever her lovers A\ere 
iilluded to ill his presence, he graA'ely deelared, as 
one who had reason to know, that, if Miss Vaughan 
ever married, it would be some one of gigantic 
iiitcllcet ! • 


2 D 3 



KAVANAOH, 


^.8 

Of tlio<5o persecutions OccMia was for a lonp time 
the unconscious victim, hi.c saw this individual, 
with riiijf.*, and strange waistcoats, performing his 
gyrations before her, ]>iit did not suspect that she 
was the centre of attraction, — not imagining that 
any man A\«)uld begin’nis wooing with sucli outrages, 
(jiadually the trutli daw'iied upon her, and became 
the soniee of indcsciibahle annoyanee, which Avas 
augmented a series of anonymous letters, Avritten 
in a female band, and setting fortb the excelleiiees of 
a certain mysterious relative, —his modesty, hI^ jl 
serve, his extreme delicacy, his talent for poetry, — 
renderj’il authentic by extiaels from liis ; .ipcrs, 
made, of cours**, without the slightest knowledge or 
suspicion on his part. " AVlieuce eanie these sibyb.ne 
leaves ? At fii>t (\*eilia could not divine; but, ere 
long, her Avoinan’'- instinct triited them to the *1 
find nervous hand of the pool’s sister. This sn o 
was eoiiiii incd by lier maid, wdio asked the boy iliat 
brought them. 

It Avas Avith one of these iui.ssives iu her hand that 
Cecilia entvred Airs. Arc!ier’.s house, after purchasing 
the earriei -pigeon. Unannounced she entered, and 
Avalked up the narroAV and impel fectly lighted stairs 
to Vliee’s bed-room, — that little sanctuary d.aped 
■with AA'bite, — that columbarium lined with waimth, 
and bo.lUcss, and silence. Alice Avas not there ; but 
the chair by the Avindow, the o]»cn volume of jmems 
on the table, the note to Cecilia by its side, and llic 
.nk not yet dry in the pen, Avere like the vibration 
of r bougli, Avhon the bird has just left it, — like the 
rising of the grass, Allien the foot has just pressed it 
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in a moment she retiynrd. She hail been down to 
IiiT mother, who sat tidkini;, talkinu:, talkins:;, with* 
an old friend in the parlour below', ev#n«aH tlieso 
youii" friends w'ere talkiii*' to^etner, in the bed-room 
a])OVC. Aii,liow different weie their themes ! Di'ath 
and Love, — apples of Sod«)m,* tlnit eriimhle to nslies 
at a touch,- -j^olden fiuitsof the I resperides.— golden 
fruits of Paradise, fiagiaiit, anibio'.i.d. ]»erennial ! 

“I liave just been writ ni:^ to yon,” s.tid Alii'c ; “1 
wanted so iniieh to see jou this inornimr !” 

“ Why tliis morniiisjr in particular ? lias anything 
happened ?” 

“N' thing; only I had sneh a longing to see 

JOU !” 

And seating herself in a* hnv ehaii hy Ceeiha’s 
Me ■, sIk* laid her head upon the shonldei of 
f’ i( 0 ( 1 , who, taking one of lier [Mh*, thin liands 
'' . her own, silently kissed lici forehead again and 

ag^iii. 

Alice was not aware that, in the A\or(?s she iitter(?d, 
there was the slightest shadow of untintli. 7\nd yet 
h.id nothing lia])pened ? Was it .nplhing, that 
among her tlioughts a ncAV thought li.id risen, like 
a star, whose pale effulgenee, mingle*! Avith tlio 
coTi’mon daylight, was not yet di-'tinetly Aisible even 
to herself, but Avoukl grow' briglitt r as tlie sun grew 
low’cr, and the rosy tw’iliglit darker- Was it no- 
thing, that a new' fountain of affeetiou had suddenly 
sprung up within Ikt, w'hieh she mistook for tlie 
frcsheniug and overflow'ing of the ohl hmntam of 
friendshi]), that hitheito had kept the* lowland land- 
scape of licr life so grcctl, but now, being flooded 
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by more affection, was not to f'casc, but only to dis- 
appear in the greater tide, an l How unseen beneath 
it? Yeti¥(* it was ; and this stronger yearning — this 
unappeasable desir? for her friend — was only the 
tumultuous swelling of a heart, that as yet knows 
not its ow'n secret. ^ 

“I am so glad to see yon, Cecilia!” she continued. 
“ You are so beautiful ! I love so much to sit and 
look at you ! •' Ah, how I W'ish heaven had made me 
as tall, and strong, and beautiful as you are !” 

Yo\i little flatterer ! What aii alFoctionatc lover 
like friend you are ! What have you been doing all 
the morning 

“ Ijooking out of the window, thinking of you, 
and w'riting you this letter, to beg you to come and 
ste me.” 

“And I have been buying a earrier-pigeon, to 
fly between u*?, and earry all our letters,” 

“That will be delightful,” 

“lie is to' bo sent home to-day; and after he 
gets accustomed to my room, I shall send him liere, 
to get acqiviiMtcd W'ith yours ; — a lachimo in iny 
Imogen’s bed-chamber, to spy out its secrets.” 

“If he sees Cleopatra in these white curtains, 
and silver thipids in these andirons, he will have 
your imagination.” 

“ lie will see the book with the leaf turned dow'n, 
and you asleeji, and tell me all about you.” 

“ A carrier-pigeon ! What a charming idea ! and 
how like you to think of itr” 

“ But to-day I have been obliged to bring my own 
letters. I have some more sibylline leaves from my 
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anonymous corrospom^cnt, in laud and oxalt >ti(ui ol 
her modest relative, who speaks blank vitsc in the • 
bosom of his family. I have brought tlft;i#L to read 
you some extracts, and to take your advice; t 
really and seriously, this must be stopped. It h us 
grown too annoying.’* * 

“How milch love you have offered you!” sa'd 
Alice, sighing. 

“ Ves, quite too much of this kind.® On my wt y 
hero, I saw the modest relative, st. Hiding at tl.«-* 
corner of the street, hanging his head in this w^l\^'‘' 

And slui imitated the melancholy Hiram Adol- 
phus, ami the young fi ieiids laughed. 

“I hope you d'd not notice him?” resumed Alice. 

“ Certainly not. Hut wlfat do you suppose he 
did? As soon as ho saw me, he hog.m to waAc 
backward down tho street only a short distance in 
front of me, staring at me most impertinently. Of 
course I took no mitice of this strange conduct. I 
felt myself blushing to the eye-> will? indignation, 
and yet could hardly suppre-ns my desire to laugh.” 

“If you had laughed, he would liivvj taken it fur 
an encouragement ; and 1 have no doubt it would 
have brought on the catastrophe.” 

“And tlmt would have ended tho matter. I half 
wish 1 had laughed.” 

“ But think of the immortal glory of marrying a 
poet !” 

“And of inscribing on my cards, Mrs. Hiram 
Adolphus Hankins !” 

“ A few days ago, I w’cnt to buy something at his 
shop ; and, leaning ovc^hc countcrj he asked mo if 
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I hail scon the sunset llir' cvoihn;^ before, — adding, 
^that it was gorgeous, and tliat the grass and trees 
were of •*. beautiful Paris green !" 

And again the youjig friends gave way to their 
mirth. 

* ‘ One thing, dear .^klicc, you must consent to do 
for me. You must write to Miss Martha Amelia, 
tlio author of all these epistles, and tell her very 
plainly how indelicate her conduct is, and how 
utterly useless all such proceedings will prove in 
elFeeting her purpose." 

“ I will write this very day. You shall be no 
longer perseeuted." 

“And now let me give you a few extracts from 
Ibo^’.e woiuli'rful epistles.” 

So saving, ("eeilia ilrew forth a small pa('lcju:e of 
tliree-cornered bilK-ts, tiid uith a bit of j)inkiil>boii. 
Taking one of them at r.unlom, she was on tlie 
point of beginning, but paused, as if lier iiltenti«»n 
had been attracted by something out of doius. The 
sound of parsing foot'jteps w'as heard on the gravel 
walk. II » 

“There goes Mr. Kavanagh,” said slie, in a hali- 
uhisper. 

Aliee rose suddenly from her low chair at Cceilia’s 
side, and the young fricndM looked from the ^\illdow 
to see the clergyman pass. 

“ How lianiLsome he is !” said Alice, involuntarily, 

“He is, indeed.” 

At that moment Alice started back from the 
window, ivavanagti had looked up in passing, as if 
h* , eye had been drawn by some secret magnetism. 
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A bright colour flus]^ed the clieck of Alice ; lier 
eyes fell ; but Cecilia continued to look steadily inUi , 
the street. Kavauagh passed on, and iii«a/cw mo- 
ments \\ .LS out of sight.” 

The two friends stood silent, side by side. 
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XVI 1 1. 

Arthur K vvanaoh was descended from an ancient 
Catholic family, llis ancestors had purchased from 
the liarniL Victor of St. Castine a portion of his vast 
estates, lyinjr upon that wild and wonderful sea-const 
of Maine, which, even upon the map, attracts the 
eye by its singular and j)ictTiresquc identations, and 
fills the lieart of tlie beholder with something of 
that delight which thnmbed in the veins of Pieirc 
dll Oast, when, with a royal charter of the land 
from the Atlantic to the I’acilic, ho sailed down the 
coast ill all the pride of one who is to ho prince ot 
such a vast domain. Hero, in the bosom of the 
solemn foiests, they eontiimcd the practice of that 
faith which had fust been jilaiited there by Raslc 
and St. Castine ; and the little church -where they 
worshifiped is still standing, though now as closed 
and silent as the graves which surround it, and in 
Avhitli the dust of the Kavanaghs lies buried. 

In these solitudes, in this faith, was Kavanagh 
born, anil grew to childhoo<l, a feeble, delicate boy, 
watched over by a grave and taciturn fatlici, and a 
mother w-ho looked upon him with infinite tender- 
ness, as upon a treasure she should not long retain. 
She walked with birr, by the sca-sidc, and spake to 
him I f God, and the inystcrions majesty of the 



ocean, with its tides and tonipo«5ts. She sat w'lli 
him on the carpet of ‘'olden llirea«K ))efte«th the 
aif aatic pines, and, as the peipetiial nieKmeln)ly 
so\iiid ran aloin; the vattliiii; lnmy:hs, his scMdseemeil 
to rL^o and fall, with a iiKnion* .md .i nhi>.pcT like 
tliosc in the hiaiiehes over him. She t.iui;ht him 
hi-s Utters fn^m tlv' Une*! of llie Saints,- -a volnmo 
full of wondrous l('iren<U, and illnstiat^il nilh on- 
gia\ini;s fi^rn pietures by the ohl masters, which 
upeiK d to him at once the woild of spiiits and the 
noild of ml; and hotli were he.iutiful. She ex- 
plaimsl to him the pietures ; she ri’ad to him the 
h’ljeiKh,- the lives of lioly men and women, full of 
f.eih and good woiks,- things'w hieli ev( i afterwaid 
rem. lined a.ssoeiated together in Ids mind. 'I'liiis* 
liolines.s of life, and self-ieniiiK iation, and devotion 
to duty, were early impressed upon his soul. To 
his quick imngmalion, the sj»iiitual norhl beenmc 
iimI ; the holy company of the s.iints siood round 
about the solitary boy ; his guardian angels led him 
by the hand by day, and sat by his pill«t»\v at niglit. 
At times, even, he wished to die, that he might see 
them and talk with them, and return no more to his 
neak and weary body. 

Of all the legends of the my'^torious book, that 
nhieh most deliglited and ino*-t deeply irr/j»rcssed 
liim was the legend of St. Christopher. 'I'he jiii tore 
was from a painting of Paolo Parinato, repicsentiiig 
a figure of gigantic strength and .*-1 ituic, leaning 
upon a staff, and bearing the inf.int ('lirist on his 
l;eiicling shoulders acioss TJtc lU'.hing river. The 
legend related, that St. Chiistoi>hcr, being of hiigo 
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pr«)porti<^nh and immense strength, 'wandered long 
iiboiit the wcji'ld beiorc his conversion, seeking for 
the greati'st kinr^, and willing to obey no other. 
After serving vaiioiis mast^'rs, wliom he in turn 
deseited, because e.Mh recognized by some word or 
sign another gie.iter than himself, he heard by chance 
of Christ, the king of heaven and earth, and asked 
of a holy livrmit where he might be found, and how 
he might serve him. The hermit told l^^u he must 
fast and jiray ; but the giant replied that if he f.isted 
he should lose his stieugth, and that he did not know 
liow to pray. Then the hermit told him to take up 
his abode on the banks of a dangerous mountain 
tonent, whore tr.iv(‘ilcrs 'were often drowned in 
' crossing, and to rescue any that might he in peril. 
The giant obeyed ; and tearing ui) a iialni tree by 
the roots for a staff, he took his station by the river’s 
side, and saved many lives. And the Lord looked 
down from' heaven and said, “Jlchold this sliong 
man, W'ho knows not yet the w ay to wor diip, hut lias 
found the, v ay to seivc me !” And one niglit he 
hoard the voice of a child, crying in the darkness 
and saying, “ Cliiistopher ! come and hear me oven- 
the river ' And he went out, and fouml the child 
sittiii" alone on the margin of the slieam ; and 
taking liiiii upon his shoulders, he w’adod into the 
water. Tlieii the wind began to roar, and the waves 
to rise higher and higher about him, and his little 
lmrdi*n, wdiich at first had seemed so light, grew' 
heavier and heavier as he advanced, and bent his 
huge shoulders down, .tiid put his life in pciil ; so 
that, 'whob he reached the shore, he said, “ Who 
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art thou, O ohild, that hast woighi'd upon me ■with i 
a ueij'ht, a-x if 1 had home the Axlude Avftrfcl upon 
luy ahouldiTs And llie little cliiid aiiswcred, 

Thou liast ])ornc the whole world ui>on tl>y 
ahoulders, and Him who cieafed it. I am Clirist, 
whom thou hy Ihy deeds of rharily wouldst serve. 
Thou and thy .service are aeet'pted. Plant thy staff 
in the ground, and it shall hlossom aud^jear fruit !’* 
AVith these words, the child vanished aw'ay. 

There was something in this heantiful legeiirl 
that entirely captivated the heart of the hoy, and a 
vague St nse of its hidden meaning seemed at times 
to seize him and control him. I^ater jii life it Ix’eame 
more and more evident tohimrand remained for ever 
ill his mind a.s a lovely allegoij' of aeli\e ehaiity* 
and a willingness to ser\c. lake the giant’s staff, 
it Mossomed and bore fruit. 

Tlut the lime at length came, when^ his father 
decreed that he must be sent away to school. It 
was not meet that his .son sliould be educated ns a 
girl. He mu.st go to the .Jesuit college :« Canada. 
Accordingly, one bright Sumim’r morning, he de- 
parted witli his father, on liorsehack, throiigli those 
majestic forests that stretch witli almost unbroken 
shiidows from the sea to the St. Lawrence, leaving 
behind him all the endearments of home, and a 
wound in his mother’s heart that never cea's(*d to 
ache, — a Icnging, unsatisfied and insatiable, for her 
ah'.eiit Arthur, who had gone from Iict perhaj>s ft)r 

, At eolhgc he distinguished Idmself by Id^ zeal 
for study, by the docility, gentleness, Hudgeneio^ ity 
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of his nature. There he was thoroughly trained in 
the clarsfiis, and in the dogmas of that august faith, 
whose turrets gleam with such crystalline light, and 
whose dungeons are so deep, and d irk, and terrible. 
The study of philosophy and theology was congenial 
to his mind. Indeed, he often laid aside Homer for 
Parmenides, and turned from the odes of Pindar 
and Horace^ to the mystic hymns of Cleanthes and 
Synesiiis. 

The uniformity of college life was broken only by 
the annual visit home in the Summer vacation ; the 
joyous meeting, the bitter parting ; the long journey 
to and fro through the grand, sf>litary, mysterious 
forest. To his mother these visits were even more 
precious than to himself; for ever more and more 
they added to her boundless affection the feeling of 
pride and confidence and satisfaction, — the joy and 
beauty of a youth unspotted from the world, and 
glowing with the enthusiasm of virtue. 

At length his college days were ended. He re* 
turned homo full of youth, full of joy and hope ; 
but it was only to receive the dying blessings of his 
mother, who expired in peace, having seen his face 
once more. .Then the house became empty to him. 
Solitary was the sea-shore, solitary were tlie wood- 
land walks. But the spiritual world seemed nearer 
and more real. For affairs he had no aptitude ; and 
he betook himself again to his philosophic and 
theological studies. lie pondered with fond enthu- 
siasm on the rapturous pa^es of Molinos and Madame 
Giiyon : b.id in a spirit akin to that which wrote, 
he read the writings of Santa Theresa, which he 



found among his mother's books, — ^the Meditations,^ 
the Road to Perfection, and the MoradaB,^r Castle 
of the Soul. She, too, had lingered over those pages 
with delight, and there were many passages marked 
by her own hand. Among them was this, which 
he often repeated to himself in his lonely walks: 

** O, Life, Life ! how const thou sustain thyself, 
being absent from thy Life i In so gneat a solitude, 
in what sholt thou employ thyself? What shall 
thou do, since all thy deeds are faulty and imper- 
fect?" 

In such meditations passed many weeks and 
months. But mingled with them, continually and 
ever with more distinctness, arose in his memory 
from the days of childhood the old tradition of Saifkt 
Christopher, — the beautiful allegory of humility and 
labour, lie and his service had been accepted, 
though he would not fast, and had not learned to 
pray ! It became more and more cletfr to him, that 
the life of man consists not in seeing visions, and in 
dreaming dreams, but in active charit}^ and willing 
service. 

Moreover, the study of ecclesiastical history awoke 
within him many strange and dubious thoughts. 
The books taught him more than their writers meant 
to teach. It was impossible to read of Athanasiua 
without reading also of Arian ; it was impossible to 
hear of Calvin without licaring of Servetus. Reason 
began more energetically to vindicate itself; that 
reason, which is a light in dark ness,, not that which 
is ** a thorn in Revelati?/^ side." The search after 
truth and freedom, both intellectual and spiritual. 
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became a passion in liis sou^; and he pursued it 
' until he left far behind him many dusky dogmas, 

many antique superstitions, many time-honoured 
obserrances, which the lips of her alone, who first 
taught them to him ir. his childhood, had invested 
with solemnity and sanctity. 

By slow degrees, and not by violent spiritual con- 
flicts, he becf me a Protestant. He had but passed 
from one chapel to another in the same vast cathedral. 
He was still beneath the same ample roof, still heard 
the same divine service chanted in a different dialect 
of the same universal language. Out of hia old 
faith he brought with him all he had found in it 
that was holy and pure and of good report. Not its 
kigotry, and fanaticism, and intolerance ; but its 
seal, its self-devotion, its heavenly aspirations, its 
human sympathies, its endless deeds of charity. 
Not till after his father's death, however, did he 
become a cleigyman. Then his vocation was mani- 
fest to him. He no longer hesitated, but entered 
upon its m^ny duties and responsibilities, its many 
trials and discouragements, with the seal of Pete 
and the gentleness of John. 
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XIX. 

A WEEK later, and Kavanagh was inatallea in hia 
little room in the church-tower. A week later, and 
the carrier-pigeon was on the wing. A week later, 
and Martha Amelia's anonymous epistolary eulogies 
of her relative had ceased for ever. * 

Swiftly and silently the summer advanced, and 
the following announcement innlie Fmrmeadow Ad- 
vertiser, proclaimed the hot weather and its allevia- i 
tions : — 

** I have the pleasure of announcing to the Ladies 
and Gentlemen of Fairmeadow and its vicinity, that 
my Bath house* is now completed, and ready for the 
reception of those who are disposed to regale them- 
selves in a luxury peculiar to the once polished Greek 
and noble Roman. 

“ To the ladies I will say, that Tuesday of each 
w'eck will be appropriated to their exclusive benefit ; 
the white flag w’ill be the signal ; and I assure the 
ladies, that due respect shall bo scrupulously ob- 
served, and that they shall be guarded from each 
vagrant foot and each licentious eye. 

•^Edward Dimple.” 

, Moreover the village w^^nlivened by the usual 
travelling shows, — tlic wax- work figures representing 
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Eliza Wliarton and the S^em Tragedy, to which 
clergynoan and their families were ** respectfully in- 
Tited, free on presenting their cards;** a stuffed 
shark, that had eaten the exhibitor*s father in Lynn 
hay ; the menagoritf, with its loud music and its roan 
of rage; the circils, with its tan and tinsel, — ^its 
faded columbine and melancholy clown ; and, finally, 
the standard drama, in which Elder Evans, like an 
ancient Spanish Bululu, impenonated all the p'-In- 
cipal male characten, and was particularly imposing 
in lago and the Moor, having half his face lamp- 
blacked, and \uming now the luminous, now the 
eclipsed side to the audience, as the exigencies of 
the dialogue demandfid. 

There was also a great Temperance Jubilee, with 
a procession, in which was conspicuous a large horse, 
whose shaven tail was adorned with gay ribbons, 
and ^whose rider bore a banner with the device. 
" Slmved In the Cause !** Moreover, the Grand 
Junction Railroad was opened through the towii, 
running in ene direction to the city, and in the ether 
into unknown northern regions, stringing the white 
villages like pearls upon its ^lack thread. By this, 
the town lost much of its rural quiet and seclusion. 
The inhabitants became restless and ambitious. They 
were in constant excitement and alarm, like children 
in story-books hidden away somewhere by an ogre, 
who visits them regularly every day and night, and 
occasionally devours one of them for a meal. 

Nevertheless, most of the inhabitants considered 
the ra]^road a great advantage to the village. Several 
ladies were heard to say that Foirmcadow had grown 
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quite metropolitaii ; *and Mn. Wilmerdings, who 
suiTcred under a chronic euspension o^the mental* 
faculties, had a vague notion, probably Connected 
with the profession of her son, that it was toon to 
become a sea-port. • 

In the fields and woods, meanwhile, there were 
other signs and signals of the summer. The dark- 
ening foliage; the embrowning graiiy the golden 
dragon -fiy haunting the blackberry - bushes ; the 
cawing crows, that looked down from the mountain 
on the corn-field, and waited day after day for the 
scarecrow to finish his work and depart; and the 
smoke of far-off burning woods, that pervaded the 
air, and hung in purple base aboftt the summits of 
the mountains, — these were the avant-couriera aigd 
attendants of the hot August. 

Kavanagh had now completed the first great sycle 
of parochial visits. He had seen the Vaughans, the 
Archers, the Churchills, and also the Hawkinses 
and the Wilmerdingses, and many more. With Mr* 
Churchill he had become intimate. I^eyhad many 
points of contact and sympathy. They walked to- 
gether on leisure afternoons; they sat together 
through long summer evenings; they discoursed 
with friendly seal on various topics of literature^ 
religion, and morals. , 

Moreover, he worked assiduously at hia sermons. 
He preached the doctrines of Christ. He preack^d 
holiness, self-denial, love ; and his hearers remark'll 
that he almost invariably took his texts from tiie 
Evangelists, as much aff jipssible from the words 
Christ, and seldom from Paul, or the OldTestamei^t* 

2 a 
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He did- not eo much denouiice vice, a« inculcate 
* Tktae ; did not deny, but affirm ; he did not 
.lacerate '^e hearts of his hearers with doubt and 
disbelief, but ccmsoled, and comforted, and healed 
them with faith. , 

The only danger was that he might advance too 
far, and leave his congregation behind him; as a 
piping shepherd, who, charmed with his own music, 
walks over the flowery mead, not perceiving that his 
tardy flock is lingering far behind, more intent upon 
cropping the thymy food around them, thibi upon 
listening to the celestial harmonies that are gradually 
"dying away in the distance. • 

His words were ah\ays kindly; he brought no 
.^ailing accusation against any man ; he dealt in no 
exaggerations nor over«8tatements. But while he 
was gentle, he was firm. He did not refrain from 
reprobating intemperance because one of his deacons 
owned a distillery ; nor war, because another had a 
jcontract for supplying the army with muskets ; nor 
slavery, because one of the great men of the village 
slammed his pew-door, and left the church with a 
grand air, as much os to say, that all that sort ot 
thing would not do, and the clergy had better con- 
ftne itself to abusing the sins of the Hindoos, and 
let our dome^c institutions alone. 

. In affairs ecclesiastical he had not suggested many 
changes. One that he hod much at heart was, that 
the partition wall between parish and church should 
be quiet^ taken down, so that all should sit together 
at %ipper of the He also desired thal 

the c^ganist should relinquish the old and pemicieus ’ 
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habit of preluding ^th triumphal inarches, and 
running his fingers at random over th^ke3rB of hi/ 
instrument, playing scraps of secular xSualc yary 
slowly to moke them sacred, and substitute instead 
some of the beautiful synyihoniM of Pergole64 
Palestrina, and Sebastian Bach. 

He held that sacred melodies were becoming to 
sacred themes ; and did not wish, tha^ in his ohuroh, 
as in some of the French Canadian churches, the 
holy profession of religion should be sung to the air 
of “ When one is dead ’tis for a long time,*' — ^the 
commandments, aspirations for heaven, and the 
necessity of thinking of one’s salvation, to “The 
Follies of Spain,” ** Louisa svus sleeping in a grove,” 
or a grand “ March of the French Cavalry.” ^ 

The study in the tower was delightful. There sat ' 
the young apostle, and meditated the great design 
and purpose of hi^lifc, the removal of all prejudice, 
and uncharitableness, andpersccution^and the union 
of all sects into one church universal. Sects them- 
selves he would not destroy, but sectarianism ; for 
sects were to him only as separate converging roads, 
leading all to the same celestial city of peace. As 
he sat alone, and thought of these things, he heard 
the great bell boom above him, and remembered the 
ages when in all Christendom' thcr^wus but one 
Church; when bells were anointed, baptized, andT 
prayed for, that, wheresoever those holy bells should 
sound, all deceits of Satan, all danger of whirlwinds, 
thunders, lightnings, and tempests, might be driven 
away, — ^that devotion msg^t increase in every Chris- 
tian when he heard them, — and that the Lord would 
2 a2 
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^anotify them with hia Holy [Spirit, and infhse into 
them the heavenly dew of the Holy Ghost. He 
thought or the great bell Guthlac, which an abbot 
of Croyland gave to hia monastery, and of the six 
others given by hia successor, — so musical, that, 
when they all rang together, as Ingulphus affirms, 
there was no ringing in England equal to it. As he 
listened, the bf 11 seemed to breathe upon the air such 
clangorous sentences as — 

**Laudo Deem venun, plebem voeo^ eongrego denun, 
DeAinotos ploro, nimbum fbgo, festoque honoro.** 

Possibly, also, at limes, *it mtemiped his studies and 
nAiditations with other words than these. Possibly 
it sang into hia ears, as did the bells of Varennes 
into the ears of Panurge, — ** Marry thee, marry thee, 
marry, marry ; if thou shouldst mgrry, marry, marry, 
thou shalt fihd good therein, therein, therein, so 
marry, marry.** 

Prom this, tower of contemplation he looked down 
rrith mingled emotions of joy and sorrow on the 
toiling world below. The ivide prospect seemed to 
enlarge his sympathies and his charities ; and he 
often thought of thq words of Plato : ** When we 
consider humgp life, we should view as from a high 
tower all things terrestrial ; such as herds, armies, 
men employed in agriculture, in marriages, lUvorces, 
births, deaths; the tumults of courts of justice; 
desolate lands ; various barbarous nations ; feasts, 
wailings, markets; a m<':^ey of all things, in a 
system adorned by contrarieties.** ' 
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On the outside of the door Eavanagh had written# 
the Tigorous line of Dante — 

Think that To-day dmU nerer da'wn again I” 

• 

that it might always serve as a salutation and me* 
mento to him as he entered. On the inside, the 
no less striking lines of a more modeigi bard : 

** Lose this day loitering, *twlll be the same story 
To-morrow, and tlic next more dilatory. 

The indecision brings its own delays, 

And days ore lost lamenting o*er lost days. 

Are you in earnest ! Seise this very minute ! 

What you eon do or thinlbgou oant begin it ! 

Boldnesa has genius, power, and magic in it I 
Only engage, and then the mind grows heated : 

Begin it, and the work will be completed.” 

Once, as he sat in this retreat near noon, ei^oying 
the silence, and the fresh air that visited him through 
the oval windows, his attention was arrested by a 
cloud of dust, rolling along the road^ sut of which 
soon emerged a white horse, and then a very singular 
round-shouldered, old-fashioned chaise, containing 
■n elderly couple, both in black. What particularly 
gtmek him was the gait of the horse, who had a 
very disdainful fling to his hind le^. Ihe slow* 
equipage passed, and would have been for ever for- 
gotten, had not Kavanogh seen it again at sunaet, 
stationary at Mr, Churchill's door, towards which 
he was directing his ste^s. 

As he entered, he met 'dCr. Churchill, just taking 
leave of an elderly lady and gentleman in black* 
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‘whom he jccognued as the travellers in the old 
chaise. Mr. Churchill looked a little flushed and 
disturbed, and bade hia guests farewell with a coii- 
Btrnined air. On seeing Kavanagh, he saluted him, 
and called him by name ; whereupon the lady pursed 
up her mouthy and, after a quick glance, turned 
away her face ; and the gentleman passed with a 
lofty look, isL which curiosity, reproof, and pious 
indignation wore strangely mingled. They got into 
the chaise, with some such feelings as Noah and his 
wife may be supposed to have had on entering the 
ark ; the whip descended upon the old horse with 
unusual vigour, ^accompanied with a jerk of the 
r^ins that caused him to say within himself, ** What 
is the matter now ?** Ho then moved off at his 
usual pace, and with that peculiar motion of the 
hind legs which Kavanagh had perceived in the 
morning. « 

Kavanagh found his friend not a little disturbed, 
and evidently by the conversation of the departed 
guests. * 

“That old gentleman,” said Mr. Churchill, “is 
your predecessor, Mr. Pendexter. He thinks we 
areiSi a bad way since he left us. He considers 
your liberality as nothing better than rank Arianism 
"and infidelity The fact is, the old gentleman is a 
little soured ; the vinous fermentation in his veins 
is now over, and the acetous has commenced.” 

Kavanagh smiled, but made no answer. 

•*I, course, defendcd,.fou sioutly,” continued 
Mr. Churchill ; “ but if & goes about tho village 
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sowing such seed, there will be tares growing with 
the wheat.'* ^ 

" I have no fears/' said Kavanogh, very Quietly. 

^Ir. Churchill's apprehensions were not, however, 
groundless ; for in the cour^ of the week it came 
out that doubts, surmises, and suspicions, of Ka- 
vanagh's orthodoxy were springing uf\ in many weak 
but worthy minds. And it was ever %fter observed, 
that, whenever that fatal, apocalyptic white horse 
and antediluvian chaise appeared in town, many 
parishioners were harassed witli doubts and per- 
plexed with theological diiiiculties and uncertain- 
ties. 

Nevertheless, the main •currcift of opinion was 
with him ; and the parish showed their grate^l 
acknowledgment of his zeal and sympathy, by re- 
questing him to sit for his portrait to a great artist 
from the city, who was passing the summer months 
in the village for recreation, using his^encil only on 
rarest occasions, and as a peculiar favour. To this 
martyrdom the meek Kavanagh subqiittcd without a 
murmur. During the progress of this work of art, 
he was seldom left alone ; some one of his parish- 
ioners was there to enliven him; and most freq^ntly 
it was Miss Martha Amelia Hawkins, who haa be- 
come very devout of late, being zealous in the Sun- 
day school, and requesting her relative not to wall 
between churches any more. She took a very lively 
interest in the portrait, and favoured with many 
suggestions the distinguished artist, who found it 
difficult to obtain an ek^cssion which ivould satisfy 
the parish, some wishing to have it grave, it not 
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^Beyer?, and others with ** Mr. Kavanagh's peculiar 
smile." f^avaiiagh himself was quite indifferent 
about the matter, and met his fate with Christian 
fortitude, in a white cravat and sacerdotal robes, 
with one hand hanging down from the back of his 
chair, and the other holding a large book with the 
fore-finger between its leaves, reminding Mr, 
Churchill of Milo with his fingers in the oak. The 
expression of the face was exceedingly bland and 
iBslgned; perhaps a little wanting in strength, but 
on the whole satisfactory to the parish. So was the 
artist's price : nay. it was even held by some per- 
sons to be cheap, considering the quantity of back- 
ground he had put in. ' 
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MBANwniLS, things had gone on yery quietly and 
monotonously in Mr. Churchiirs famdy. Only one 
event, and that a mysterious one, had disturb^ its 
serenity. It was the sudden disappearance of Lucy, 
the pretty o^han girl ; and as the booted centipede, 
who had so much excited Mr. Churchiirs curiosity 
disappeared at the same tiiqe, these was little doubt 
that they had gone away together. But whither 
gone, and wherefore remained a mystery. * 

Mr. Churchill, also, had had his profile, and those 
of his wife and children, taken, in a very humble 
style, by Mr. Bantam, whose advert^ement he had 
noticed on his way to school nearly a year before. 
His own was considercMi the best, as a work of art. 
The face was cut out entirely ; the cdllAr of the coat 
velvet ; the shirt-collar very high and white ; and 
the top of his head ornamented with a crest of hair 
turning up in front, though his own turned dod^ > 
which slight deviation from nature was explained 
and justified by the painter as a licence allowable iif 
art. 

One evening, as he was sitting down to begin for 
at least the hundredth time the great romance ; 
subject of so many re%}lves and so much remorse, 
so often determined upon %ut never begun ;->a loud 
2 s 3 
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knock at the street-door, which stood wide open, 
Announced ^ yisitor. Unluckily, the study-door 
was likovAse open ; and consequently, being in full 
view, he found it impossible to refuse himself; nor, 
in fact, would he hav^ done so, had all the doors 
been shut and bolted ; — the art of refusing one^s 
self being at that time but imperfectly understood 
in Fairmeado'v^. Accordingly, the visitor was shown 
in. 

He announced himself as Mr. Hathaway. Pass- 
ing through the village, he could not deny himselt 
the pleasure of calling on Mr. Churchill, whom he 
knew by his writings in the periodicals, though not 
personally. He \(rished,. moreover, to secure the co- 
operation of one already so favourably known to the 
literary worlds in a new Magazine he was about to 
establish, in order to raise the character of American 
literature, which, in his opinion, the existing re- 
views and mugazincs had entirely failed ^to accom- 
plish. A daily increasing wont of something better 
was felt by the public ; and the time had come for 
the establisliment of such* a periodical as he pro- 
posed. After explaining in rather a florid and exu- 
berant manner his plan and prospects, he entered 
more at largo into the subject of American literature, 
.wliich it was his design to foster and patronize. 

**1 think, Mr. Churchill,*' said he, “that we 
want a national literature commensurate with our 
mountains and rivers ; commensurate with Niagara 
and the Alleghanies, and the great lakes !" 

•‘Oh V’ f • 

** We wdnt a national epic that shall correspond 
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to the size of the country ; that shall be to all other 
epics what Banvard's Panorama of theaHJisBissippi 
is to all other paintings ; — the largest in the world !'* 
«Ahr 

**We want a national drama in which scope 
enough shall be given to our gigantic ideas, and to 
the unparalleled activity and progress of our people !'* 
“ Of course.** • 

** In a word, we want a national literature alto- 
gether shaggy and unshorn, that shall shake the 
earth, like a herd of buffaloes thundering over the 
prairies !** 

“Precisely,** interrupted Mr. Churchill; “but 
excuse me! — are you not dbnfounding things that 
have no analogy ? Great has a very different meais- 
ing when applied to a river, and when applied to a 
literature. Large and shallow may perhaps be ap- 
plied to both. Literature is rather an image of the 
spiritual i^orld than of the physical, *i8 it not? — 
of the internal, rather than the external. Moun- 
tains, lakes, and rivers are, after all, only its scenery 
and decorations, not its substance and essence. A 
man wiU not necessarily be a great poet because he 
lives near a great mountain. Nor, being a poet, will 
he necessarily write better poems than another, be- 
cause he lives nearer Niagara.*' • 

“ But, Mr. Churchill, you do not certainly mean 
to deny the influence of scenery on the mind ?’* 

“ No, only to deny that it can create genius. At 
best, it can only develoji it. Switzerland has pro- 
duct no extraordinary poit; nor, as far as 1 know 
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have the Andes, or the Himafkya mountains, or the 
^ mountainsrof the Moon in Africa.*' 

** But,* at all events,** urged Mr. Hathaway, *Met 
us have our lit crature national. If it is not national 
it is nothing.'* r 

•* On the contrary, it may be a great deal. Na- 
tionality is a good thing to a certain extent, but 
universality js better. All that is best in the great 
poets of all countries is not what is national in them, 
but what is universal. Their roots are in their na- 
tive soil ; but their branches wave in the unpatriotic 
air, that speaks the same language unto all men, and 
their leaves shine with the illimitable light that per- 
vades all lands.*' Leb> us throw all the windows 
c^en ; let us admit the light and air on all sides ; 
that we may**look towards the four comers of the 
heavens, and not always in the same direction " 

** But you admit nationality to be a good thing 1" 

**Yes, if Hot carried too fur; still, I confess, it 
rather limits one's views of truth. I prefer what 
is natural, ^ere nationality is often ridiculous. 
Every one smiles when he hears the Icelandic pro- 
verb * Iceland is the best land the sun shines upon.' 
Let us be natural, and we shall be national enough. 
Besides, our literature can be strictly national only 
^so far as our character and modes of thought differ 
from those of nations. Now, as we are very like 
the Engl^h ; are, m fact, English under a different 
aky ; 1 dq not see how our literature can be very 
different fyom theirs. Westward from hand to hand . 
we pass .^efl^ighted torc^, but it was lighted at the 
old dohiestie fire-side of l^gland." 



** Then you think eur literature is never to be any- 
thing^ but an imitatation of the English ?’* ^ 

**Not at all. It is not an imitation, ^t, as some 
one has said, a continuation." 

** It seems to me that you take a very narrow view 
of the subject/* • 

** On the contrary, a very broad on^. No litera- 
ture is complete until the language in which it is 
written is dead. We may well be prbud of our task 
and of our position. Let us see if we can build in 
any way worthy of our forefathers.'* 

**But 1 insist upon originality.** 

** Yes ; but mthout spasms and convulsions. Au- 
thors must not, like Chinese soldiers, expect to win 
victories by turning somersets in the air.*' 

Well, really, the prospect from your poin# of 
view is not very brilliant. Fray, what do you think 
of our notional literature ?'* 

** Simply, thsa a national litera^re is not the 
growth of a day. Centuries must contribute their 
dew and sunshine to it. Our own is growing 
slowly but surely, striking its roots downward, and 
its branches upward, as is natural ; and 1 do not 
wish, for the sake of what some people call origi- 
nality, to invert it and try to make it grow with its 
roots in the air. And as for having it so savage and 
wild as you want it, I have only to say, that all 
literature, as well as all art, is the result of culture 
and intellectual refinement.** 

** Ah 1 we do not want art and refinement ; we want 
genius : untutored, vdld, original, free.** 

** But, if this genius ^ to find any expression, it 
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mudt eni^loy art ; for art is th6 external expression 
of our thoughts. Many have genius» but, wanting 
art, are i&r ever dumb. The two must go to- 
gether to form the great poet, painter, or sculptor " 

“In tliat sense, yery well." 

“ I was about to say also that I thought our lite- 
rature would finally not be wanting in a kind of 
universality.** ^ 

“ As the blood of all nations is mingling with our 
own, so will their thoughts and feelings finally 
mingle in our literature. We shall draw from the 
Germans tenderness ; from the Spaniards, passion ; 
from the French, vivacity, to mingle more and more 
with our English solid sense. And this will give us 
tmiversolity, so much to be desired.'* 

*^If that is your way of thinking," interrupted 
the visitor, “ you will like the work I am now en- 
gaged upon." 

“ What is it^" 

“ A great national drama, the scene of which is 
laid in New Mexico. It is entitled Don Serafin, or 
the Marquis of the Seven Churches. The principal 
characters are Don Serafin, an old Spanish hidalgo ; 
his daughter Deseada ; and Fra Serapion, the curate. 
The play opens with Fra Serapion, at breakfast ; on 
the table a game cock, tied by the leg, sharing his 
nttoter's meal. Then follows a scene at the cockpit, 
where the Marquis stakes the remnant of his fortune 
— ^his herds and hacienda^on a favourite cock, and 
loses." 

“But wJ^t"^do you know about cock-fighting T 
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demanded, rather than asked, the astoniaUld and 
half-laughing schoolmaster. 

I am not yery yrell informed on thatslllject, and 
I was going to a^ you if you could not recommend 
some work." 

** The only work I am acquainted w^," replied 
Mr. ChuTcli^, ** is the Beverend li&. Pegge*s 
Essay on Cock-fighting among the Ancients; and 
I hardly see how you could apply that to the 
Mexicans." 

Why, they are a kind of ancients, you know. I 
certainly will hunt up the essay you mention, and 
see what 1 can do with it." 

** And all I know about jthe matter itselfi*’ con- 
tinued Mr. Churchill, **i8, that Marc Antony was a 
patron of the pit, and that his cocks were always 
beaten by Csesar’s ; and that, when Themistocles the 
Athenian general was marching against the Persians, 
he halted his army to see a cock^figli^, and made a 
speech to his soldiery, to the effect, that those animals 
fought not for the gods of their country, nor for the 
monuments of their ancestors, nor fo/ glory, nor for 
freedom, nor for their children, but only for the sake 
of victory. On his return to Athens, he established 
cock-fights in that capital. But how this is to help 
you in Mexico I do not see, imless you introduce 
Santa Anna, and compare him to Cesar and Themis-* 
tocles." 

**That is it; I will do so. It will give his- 
toric interest to the play. I thank you for the sug- 
gestion," 
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subject is certainlyoyery original; but it 
^ does not strike me as particularly national.” 

** ProspSctlve you see!” said Mr. Hathawayi 
with a penetrating look. 

*' Ah, yes ; I percCiye you fish with a heavy 
sinker ; down, far down in the future ; among pos- 
terity as it were.” 

**You have seized the idea. Besides I obviate 
your objection, by introducing an American circus 
company from the United States, which enables me 
to bring horses on the stage and produce great scenic 
effect. 

** That is a bold design. The critics will be out 
upon you without fail.** 

** Never fear that. I know the critics root and 
ftranch, — out and out, — have summered them and 
wintered them; in fact, am one of them myself, 
Very good fellows are the critics ; are they not ? ’* 

O, yes ; only they have such a pleasant way of 
talking down upon authors.*' 

**If they did not talk down upon them, they 
would shoiv Ino superiority; and, of course, that 
would never do.** ^ 

**Nor is it to be wondered at, that authors are 
sometimes a little irritable. I often recall the poet 
in the Spanish fable, whose manuscripts were 
devoured by mice, till at length he put some 
corrosive sublimate into his ink, and was never 
troubled again.” 

don’t you try it yourself?” said Mr. 
Hath'lway, rather sharply. ^ 



A TALE. 


99 


«*0/' answered Mi^ Churchill, with a smile of 
humility, ** I and my writings are too in^niificant. 
They may gnaw and welcome. I do not like to 
have poison about, even for such purposes/* 

<<By the way, Mr. Churchill," said the -visitor, 
adroidly changing the subject, <*do^you know 
Honeywell ? ” 

” No, I do not. Who is he ? ” • 

** Honeywell the poet, I 'mean.** 

*'No, I never even heard of him. There are so 
many poets now-a-daya ! ** 

** That is very strange indeed ! Why, I consider 
Honeywell one* of the finest writers in the country ; 
quite in the front rank of Anmrican*authors. He is 
a real poet, and no mistake. Nature made him withs 
her shirt-sleeves rolled up.’* 

** What has he published ? ** 

** He has not published anything yet, except in 
the newspapers. But, this autumn, hS is going to 
bring out a volume of poems. I could not help 
having my joke with him about it. X tqld him he 
had better print it on cartridge paper." 

“Why so ? " 

“ Why, to make it go off better ; don’t you under, 
stand ? *' 

“ O, yes ; now that you explain it. Very good." 

“ Honeywell is going to write for the magazine ; 
he is to furnish a poem for every number ; and as 
he succeeds equally well in the plaintive and didactic 
style of Wordsworth, and tlie more vehement and 
impassioned style of Byfor^I think we shall do 
very well." 
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** And what do you mean to call the new maga- 
zine } " ^quired Mr Churchill. 

<• We think of calling it * The Niagara.* ** 

•* Why, that is the name of our fire-engine ! Why 
not call it * The Extinguisher.* ** 

**That is also a good name; but 1 prefer ‘The 
Niagara/ as more national. , And I hope, Mr. 
Churchill, ^ou will let us count upon you. We 
should liko to haye an article from your pen for 
every number.** 

** Do you mean to pay your contributors? ** 

“ Not the first year, ‘ I am Bor;[;y to say. But 
after that, if thp work succeeds, we shall pay hand- 
somely. And, of course, it will succeed, for w'e 
<.nean it shall; and we never say fail. There- is no 
such word in our dictionary. Before the year is out> 
we mean to print fifty thousand copies ; and fifty 
thousand copies will give us, at least, one hundred 
and fifty thousand readers ; and, with such an audi- 
ence, any author might be satisfied.'* 

He had<.touched at length the right strings in Mr. 
Churchill’s bosom ; and they vibrated to the touch 
with pleasant harmon ies. Literary vanity ! — literary 
ambition ! The editor perceived it ; and so cunningly 
did he play \ipon these chords, that, before he de 
parted, Mr. Churchill had promised to write for him 
a smdes of papers on Obscure Martyrs ; — a kind of 
tragic history of the unrecorded and life-long suf- 
ferings of w'omen, which hitherto had found no his- 
torian, save now and then a novelist. 

Notmthstaiiding thsP certainty of success ; — ^not-. 
withstanding tlic fifty thousand subscribers and tba 
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one hundred and fifty tliousand readers ; — the mage- « 
zine neyer went into operation. Still the fiseam was 
enough to occupy Mr. Churchill's thoughts and to 
withdraw them entirely ftozn his romance for many 
weeks together. * 
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Evert stote, end almost every county of New 
England, has its roaring brook ; a mountain stream- 
let. overhung by woods, impeded by a mill* 
encumbered by fallen trees, but ever racing, rush- 
ing. roaring down through gurgling gullies, and 
filling the forest with its delicious sound and 
freshness; the drink2ng-place of home-returning 
lierds ; the mysterious haunt of squirrels and blue- 
jays ; the sylvan retreat of schoolgirls, who frequent 
it on summer holidays, and mingle ihei?; restl.! - 
thoughts, their overflowing fancies, their fair imagi 
ings. with Its'restless. exuberant, and rejoicing stream, 

Faimiea<ft>w had no roaring brook. As its name 
indicates, i^ was too level a land for that. But the 
neighbouring town of Westwood, lying more inland, 
.and among the hills, had one of the fairest and 
fullest of all the brooks that roar. It was th* 
boast of the neighbourhood. Not to have seen i. 

, was to have seen no brook, no waterfall, no mountain 
ra\ ine. And. consequently, to behold it and 
admire, was Kavanagh taken by Mr. Churchill as 
soon as the summer vacation gave leisure and op- 
portunity - 

'I'he party consisted qf iSlr. and Mrs. Churchill^ 
ind Alfred, in a one-fioxse chaise; and Cecilia* 
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Alice, and Kavanagh, In a carrTall, — ^the forth seat 
in which was occupied by a large basket, qpntaining 
what the Squire of the OroTe, in Don <3uixote, 
called hia ** fiambreras,** — that magniloquent Casti- 
lian word for cold collation. Qver warm uplands, 
smelling of clover and mint ; through cbol glades, 
still wet with the fain of yesterday; along the 
river ; across the rattling and tilting planks of 
wooden bridges ; by orchards ; by the gates of 
fields, with the tall mullen growing at the bars ; J>7 
stone walls overrun with privet and barberries; 
in sun and heat, in shadow and coolness ; — ^forward 
drove the happy party on that pleasant summer 
morning. • * 

At length they reached the Roaring Brook, 
From a gorge in the mountains, through a long, 
winding gallery of birch, and beech, and pine, leaped 
the bright, brown waters of the jubilant streamlet; 
nut of the woods, across the plain, undhr the rude 
• idge of logs, into the woods again ; — a day be- 
'>en two nights. With it went ja jsong that 
de the heart sing likewise ; a song of joy and exul- 
ion and freedom ; a continuous and unbroken song 
of life, and pleasure, and perpetual youth. Like 
the old Icelandic Scald, the streamlet seemed to 
say : 

**1 am possessed of songs such as neither the 
spouse of a king, nor any son of man, can 
repeat : one of them is called the Helper ; it 
wiU help thee at thy need, in sickness, grief and all 
adversity." * ^ 

The little party left theil carriages at a farm- 
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house hj the bridge, and followed the rough road 
on foot plong the brook ; now close upon it, now 
shut ouS by intervening trees. Mr. Churchill bearing 
the basket on his arm, walked in front with his wife 
and Alfred. Kavapagh came behind with Cecilia 
and Alive. The music of the brook silenced all 
conversation ; only occasional exclamations of de- 
light were^uttered; the irrepressible applause ot 
fresh and sensitiYe nataixes, in a scene so lovely. 
Pjfcsently, turning. off from the road, which led 
directly to the mill, and was rough with the tracks 
of heavy wheels, they went down to the margin of 
the brook. 

**How indesbribably beautiful this brown water 
(■is! ’* exclaimed Kavanagh. ** It is like wine, or the 
nectar of the gods of Olympus ; as if the falling 
Hebe had poured it from the goblet**' 

** More like the mead or metheglin of the northern 
gods,*’ said Mr. Churchill, spilled from the drinking 
horns of Valhalla.** 

But all thp ladies thought Kavanagh’s comparison 
the better of the two, and in fact the best that 
could be made ; and Mr. Churchill was obliged to 
retract and apologize for his allusion to the celestial 
ale-house of Odin. 

Ere^long they were forced to cross the brook, 
stepping from stone to stone, over the little rapids 
and cascades. All crossed lightly, easily, safely, 
«<the sumpter mule,” as Mr. Churchill 
CttQed' himself, on account of the pannier. Only 
Cecilia lingered behin<L ai if afraid to cross. Cecilia, 
who had crossed at 'that same place a bundled 
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times before ; — Cecilia^ who had the surest foot, 
and the firmest nerves, of all the village maiden 
she now stood irresolute, seized with*# sudden 
tremour ; blushing, and laughing at her own 
timidity, and yet unable to advance. 

Kavanagh saw her embarralsment, and hastened 
back to help her. ' Her hand trembled in his ; 
she thanked him with a gentle look and word. His 
whole soul was softened within him. llis attitude, 
his coimtenance, his voice, were alike submissive 
and subdued. He was as one penetrated with 
tenderest emotions. 

It is difiicult to know at what moment love 
begins; it is less difficult, to know that it has 
begun. A thousand heralds proclaim it to the 
listening air ; — a thousand ministers and messengers 
betray it to the eye. Tone, act, attitude, and 
look ; — the signals upon the countenance ; — the 
electric telegraph of touch ; — all thesn betray the 
yielding citadel before the word itself is uttered, 
which, like the key surrendered, opens every 
avenue and gate of entrance, and m^es retreat 
impossible ! 

The day passed delightfully with all. They sat 
upon the stones and the roots of trees. Ce« 
cilia read, from a volume she had brought with 
her, poems that rhymed with the running water. 
The others listened and commented. Little 
Alfred waded in the stream, with his bare white 
feet, and launched boats over tho falls. Noon 
had been fixed upon for* dining; but they antici- 
•pated it by at least an hour.\ The great b^et was 
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opened; endless siyidwiches were drawn forth, 
and a cold pastry^, as large as that of the Squire ot 
the OroVe. 

During the repiMit, Mr. Churchill slipped into 
the brook, whil^ ih the act of handing a'sandwich 
to his wife, which caused unbounded mirth ; and 
Kavanagh sat dom on a mossy trunk, that 
gave way ^.beneatli him, and crumbled into 
powder. also, was received with great 

merriment. 

After dinner, they ascended the brook still 
fiirther, — ^indeed, quite to the mill, which was not 
going. It had been stopped in the midst of its 
work. The saw still held its hungry teeth fixed in 
the heart of a pine. Mr. Churchill took occasion 
to make known to the company his long cherished 
purpose of writing a poem called **The Song oi 
the Saw-Mill," and enlarged on the beautiful asso- 
ciations of « flood and forest connected with the 
theme. He delighted himself and his audience 
with the fine fancies he meant to weave into his 
poem, and wondered nobody had thought of the 
subject before. ^NKavanagh said it had been thought 
of before; cited Kemer's little poem, so 

charmingly t^mbated by Bryant. Mr. Churchill 
had not seenJ^^ Kavanagh looked into his pocket- 
book for it was not to be found ; still he was 

sure tha^ there was such a poem. Mr. Churchill 
abandoned his design. He had spoken, — and the 
treasure, ^t as he touched it with his hand, was 
gone for ever. 
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The party returned homd as it came, all tired 
and happy, excepting little Alfred, whe^waa tired* 
and croBB, and Bat Bleepy and Bagging on hb frther’s 
knee, nAh hia hat oook^ »th«r toedly oyer hie 
eyeB, • ^ 



XXII. 

Thb brown Antumn came. Out of doors, it 
brought to the fields the prodigality of the yellow 
harvest, — to the forest, revelations of light, — and to 
the sky, the sharp air, the morning mist, the red 
clouds at evening. Within doors, the sense of seclu- 
sion, the stillness of Closed and curtained windows, 
musings by the fireside, books, friends, conversation, 
and tlie long, meditative evenings. To the farmer, 
it brought surcease of toil, — to the scholar, that 
sweet delirium of the brain which changes toil to 
pleasure. * It brought the wild duck back to the 
reedy marshes of the south; it brought the wild 
song bacjt tp the fervid brain of the poet. Without, 
the village street was paved with gold ; the river ran 
red with the reflection of the leaves. Within, the 
faces of friends brightened the gloomy walls; the 
returning footsteps of the long-absent gladdened the 
threshold ; and all the sweet amenities of social life 
again resumed their interrupted reig^. 

.^Xavanagh preached a sermon on the coming of 
Autum^ He chose his text from Isaiah , — •• Who 
ia th^ ttot oometh from Edom, with dyed garments 
fromBoi'*:di? this that is glorious in his apparel 
travelling in the greatness of his strength ? Where- 
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fore art thou red ixi^hine apparel, end thy garmen|a 
like him that treadeth in the wine-rat# « 

To Mr. Churchill, this beloved season — this Joseph 
with his coat of many colours, as he was fond of 
calling it — ^brought an unexpected guest, the forlorn, 
forsaken Lucy. ' The surmises of the family were 
too true. She had wandered aVay with the Briareus 
of boots. She returned alone, in Mestitution and 
despair ; and often, in the grief of a broken heart 
and a bewildered brain, was heard to say, — 

“ O, how I wish I were a Christian ! If I were 
only a Christian, I would not live any loager; I 
would kill myself ! I am t5o wretched 
A few days afterwards, a gloomy-looking man 
rode through the town on horseback, stopping at 
overy corner, and crying into every street, with a 
loud and solemn voice, — 

“ Prepare I prepare ! prepare to gipct the living 
Godr 

It was one of that fanatical sect, who believed the 
end of the world was imminent, Ai^had preparca 
their ascension robes to be lifted up in clouds of 
glory, while the worn-out, weary world was to bum 
with fire beneath them, and a new and fairer earth 
to be prepared for their inheritance. The appear- 
ance of this forerunner of the end of the world wdk 
followed by numerous camp-meetings, hclUn the 
woods near the village, to whose white tenn and 
leafy chapels many went for consolation and found 
despair. 


2 f2 
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Again the two crumbly old women sat and 
talked together in the little parlour of the gloomy 
house under the poplars, and the two girls sat above, 
holding each other by the hand, thoughtful, and 
Bi>eaking only at interrals. 

Alice was unusually sad and silent. The mists 
were already gathering oyer her yision, — ^those mists 
uiat were to deepen and darken as the season ad- 
vanced, imtU the external world should be shrouded 
and finally shut from her view. Already the land- 
scape began 4o wear a pale and sickly hue, as if the 
sun were withdrawing further and further, and were 
soon wholly to disappear, as in a northern winter. 
But to bri^ten this northern winter there now arose 
within her a soft, auroral light. Yes, the auroral 
light of love, blushing through the whole heaven 
of her thoughts. She had not breathed that word 
to herself, nor did she reeognize any thrill of passion 
in the new emotion she experienced. But love it 
and it lifted her soul into a region, which she 
at once felt was native to it,— into a subtler ether, 
which j^eihed its natural element. 

This feeling, however, was not all exhilaration. 
It brought with it itt own peculiar langour and 
sadness, its fluctuations and swift vicissitudes of 
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excitement and deprel&ion. To this the tririal cir- 
cumstances of life contributed. Kayanagh had met 
her in the street, and had passed her witnclbt recog- 
nition ; and, in the bitterness of the moment, she 
forgot that she wore a thick veil, which entirely 
concealed her face. ^ At an evening party at Mr. 
Churchill's, by a kind of fatally, Kavanagh had 
stood very near her for a long tiij^e, but with 
his back turned, conversing with Bliss Hawkins, 
from whoge toils he was, in fact, though vainly, 
struggling to extricate himself | and, m the irritation 
of supposed neglect, Alice had said to herself : 

« This is the kind of woman which most fascinates 
men!*' • • 

But these cruel moments of pain were few and 
short, while those of delight were many andlastinf. 
In a life so lonely, and with so little to enliven and 
embellish it as hers, the guest in disguise was wel- 
comed with ardour, and entertained without fear or 
suspicion. Had he been feared or suspected, ho 
would have been no longer dangerous. He came as 
friendship, where friendship was most\ieeded; he 
came as devotion, where her holy ministrations were 
always welcome. 

Somewhat differently had the same pai sion come 
to the heart of Cecilia ; for, as the heart is, so is 
love to the heart. It partakes of its strength or 
weakness, its health or disease. In Cecilia, ft'but 
heightened the keen sensation of life. To all 63*08, 
she became more beautiful, more radiant, more 
lovely, though they knew not why. "When she and 
Kavanagh first me^ it was lardly as strangers meet. 
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^but rather as firiends long separated. When they 
first spokpcto each other, it seemed but as the 
renewal of some previous interrupted conversation. 
Their souls flowed together at once, without tur- 
bulence or agitation, lUie waters on the same level. 
As they found each other without seeking, so their 
intercourse was without affectation and without 
embarrassment. 

Thus, while Alice, unconsciously to herself, de- 
sired the love of Kavanagh, Cecilia, as uncon- 
sciously, assumed it as already her own. Alice 
keenly felt her own unworthiness ; Cecilia made no 
comparison of mcrjlt. When Kavanagh was present, 
Alice was happy, but exhbarrassed ; Cecilia, joyous 
an^l natural. The former feared she might dis- 
please; the latter divined from the first that she 
already pleased. In both, this was the intidtion of 
the heart. 

So sat the friends together, as they had done so 
many times before. But now, for the first time, 
each cherished c. secret, which she did not confide 
to the other. Daily, for many weeks, the feathered 
courier had come and gone from window to window, 
but tills secret had never been intrusted to his 
keeping. Almost dafiy the frielfeds had met and 
talked together, but this secret had not been told. 
That could not be confided to another, which had 
not been confided to themselves ; that could not be 
fashioned, into words, which was not yet fashioned 
into thought#* but was 8til\ floating, vague, and 
formless, through the mfrid. Nay, had it been, 
stated in words, each, perhaps, would have denied 



A TALE. 


113 


it. 'i*lie distinct apparition of this fair spirit, in 
a visible form, would have startled the^ ; though, 
while it haunted all the chambers of their *souls as 
an invisible presence, it gave them only solace and 
delight. 

** How very fev^ish your hand is, dearest 1" 
said Cecilia. « What is the matter ! Are you un- 
well , 

** Those are the very words my mother said to me 
this morning," replied Alice. ** 1 feel rather languid 
and tired, that is all. I could not sleep last night ; 

I never can when it rains." 

** Did it rain last night ? I did not hear it." 

** Yes ; about midnight, quite Ifturd. I listened 
to it for hours. 1 love to lie awake, and hear the 
drops fall on the roof, and on the leaves. It throvA 
me into a delicious, dreamy state, 'which I like much 
better than sleep." 

Cecilia looked tenderly at her paleface. 'Her 
eyes were very bright, and on each cheek was a 
crimson signal, the sight of which would have given 
her mother so much anguish, that, perh&ps, it was 
better for her to be blind than to see. 

When you enter the land of dreams, Alice, you^ 
come into my pecu||ar realm. 1 am the queen of 
that country, you ^mw. But, of late, I have thought ^ 
of resigning my throne. These endless reveries are 
really a great waste of time and strength." 

** Do you think so ?" 

“Yes; and Mr. Kavanagh thinks so, too. We 
talked about it the other evening ; and aftem^-eixla; 
upon .reflection, 1 thought 1^ was right." 
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And the fnendB resolved, Half in jest and half in 
('earnest, th|t, from that day forth, the gate of their 
day-dreadis should be dosed. And dosed it iras, 
ere long ; — ^for one, by the Angel of life ; for the 
other, by the Angd of Death I 
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The project of tlie new Magazin^ being heard 
of no more, and Mr. Churchill being conse- 
quently deprived of his one hundred and fifty thou- 
sand readers, he laid aside the few notes he had 
made for his papers on the Obscure Martyrs, and 
turned his thoughts agaiq to the great Romance. 
A whole leisure Saturday afternoon was before 
him, — pure gold, without alloy. Ere beginnihg 
his task, he stepped forth into his garden to in- 
hale the sunny air, and let his thoughts recetle a 
little, in order to leap further. Whei^e returned, 
glowing and radiant with poetic fancies, he found, 
to his unspeakable dismay, an unknown damsd 
sitting in his arm-ohair. She wds ^ther gaily 
yet elegantly dressed, and wore a Teil, which 
she raised as Mr. ChurchiU entered, fixing upah 
him the full, Hquil orbs of her large eyes. 

** Mr. ChurchillT I suppose?'* said she, rising, and 
stepping forward. * 

**The same," replied the schoolmaster, with dig- 
nified courtesy. 

** And will you permit me," she continued, not 
without a certain serene self-possession, ** to intro- 
duce myself, for want cf a better nerson to do it 
2 f3 
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for me? My name is Cartwright,— CUirissn Oaxff 
tmght.” ^ 

This announcement did not produce that powerful 
and instantaneous effect on Mr. Churchill which 
the speaker seemed to i^ticipatc, or at least to hope. 
His eye did not brighten with any quick recognition, 
nor did he suddenly ^exclaim : 

** What ! A^e you Miss Cartwright, the poetess, 
whose delightful effusions I have seen in all the 
magazines ?" 

On the contrary, he looked rather blank and 
expectant, and only said : 

** I am very glad to see you ; pray sit down.'' 

So that the youVig lady herself was obliged to 
communicate the literary intelligence above alluded 
to, ^vhich she did very gpraccfully, and then added : 

** 1 have come to ask a great favour of you, Mr, 
Churchill, which I hope you will not deny me. 
By the* advi(x,**of some friends, I haye collected my 
poems together," — and here she drew forth from a 
paper a large, thin manuscript, bound in crimson 
velvet,— 4** and think of publishing them in a vol- 
ume. Now, would you not do me the favour to 
look them over, and give me your candid opinion, 
whether they ore worth pablisli^g ? 1 should value 
^our advice eo highly !" 

This simultaneous appeal to his vanity and his 
gallantry from a fair young girl, standing on the 
verge of that broad, dangerous ocean, in which so 
many haVe perished, and looking wistfully over its 
waters to the shoresf of the green Isle of 
Buch an appeal, tr^a such a person, it was 
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impossible for Mr. Churchill to resist. He made# 
however, a faint diow of resistance, a feeble gasp# 
ing after some excuse for refusal, and then yielded. 
He received from Clarissa's delicate, trembling hand 
the precious volume, and from her^eyes a still more 
precious look of thanks, and*then said : 

**What name do you propose to gpive the vol- 
ume?" • ^ 

•• Symphonies of the Soul, and other Poems,*' said 
the young lady ; ** and if you like them, and it 
would not be asking too much, I should be delighted 
to have you write a preface, to introduce the work 
to the public. The publisher says it would increase 
the sale very considerably/* * 

** Ah, the publisher I yes, but that is not very 
complimentary to yourself," suggested Mr. ChurclIiU. 
** I can alAady see your Poems rebelling against the 
intrusion of my Preface, and rising like so many 
nuns in a convent to expel the audasaous fdot that 
has dared to invade their sacred precincts." 

But it was all in vain, this pale effort at pleasantry. 
Objection was useless ; and the soft-hearted school- 
master a second time yielded gracefully to his fate, 
and promised the preface. The young lady took 
her leave with a profusion of thanks and blushes ; 
and the dainty manuscript, with its delicate chirot^ 
graphy and crimson cover, remained in the hands of 
Mr. Churchill, who gazed at it less as a Paradise 
of Dainty Devices than as a deed or mortgage of so 
many precious hours of his own scanty inheritance 
of time. • 

Afterwards, when he bomplained a little (ff thU 
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to his ivife, vfho, during the interview had peeped 
iji at the door, and, seeing how he was occupied, 
had immedCiCtdy withdrawn, — she said that nobody 
was to blame but himself ; that he should learn to 
say **No 1" and not do just as every romantic litcle 
girl from the academy 'wanted him to do ; adding, 
as a final aggravation and climax of reproof, that 
she really believed he never would, and never meant 
to, begin his Romance ! 
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Not long afterwards, Kayanagh and Jdr. Chnrehill 
took a stroll together across the fl^ds, and down 
green lanes, walking all the bright, brief afternoon. 
From the summit of the hill, beside the old wind- 
mill, thejsaw the sun set; and opposite, the full 
moon rise, dewy, large, and red. As they descended, 
they fdt the heayy dampness of the air, like water, 
rising to meet them, — bathing with coolness fimt 
their feet, then their hands, then their faces, ml 
they were submerged in that sea of dew. As they 
skirted the woodland on their homeward way, tramp- 
ling the golden leayes under foot, they*lleard 'Voices 
at a distance, singing ; and then saw the lights of 
the camp-meeting gleaming throi^h the trees, 
and, dra-wing nearer, distinguished a portion of 
the hymn : 

** Dont you hear the Lord aiming 
To the old church-yard. 

With a band of muaio. 

With a band of music. 

With a band of music, 

Sounding through the air t** 

These words, at once %wful and ludicrous, rose on 
the still twilight air from a hundred yoices, thrilling 
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emotion, and from as maif)r beating, fluttering, 
Struggling l^earta. High above them all was heard 
one voice, mear and musical as a clarion. 

** 1 know that voice," said Mr. Churchill ; ** it is 
Elder Evans’s.*' 

'**Ahr* exclaimed &avanagh, — ^for only the im- 
pression of awe was upon him, — ** he never acted 
in a deeper tragedy than this 1 How terrible it is ! 
Let us pass on." 

They hurried away, Kavanagh trembling in every 
fibre. Silently they walked, the music fading into 
softest vibrations behind them. 

** How strange is this fanaticism !" at length said 
Mr. Churchill, rather as % relief to his own thoughts, 
than for the purpose of reviving the conversation. 
<< Aliese people really believe that the end of the 
world is close at hand." 

•* And to thousands,** answered Kavanagh, ** this 
id no hctionT^no illusion of an overheated imagina- 
tion. To-day, to-morrow, every day, to thousands, 
the end of the , world is close at hand. And why 
should we tear it ? We walk here as it were in the 
crypts of life ; ai times, from the great cathedral 
above lu, we can hear the organ and the chanting of 
the choir ; we see the light stream through the open 
door, when fome friend goes up before us; and 
shall weJBsar ^ mount the narrow staircase of the 
grave, tipb#' leads us out of this uncertain twilight 
into the ibrene mansions of the life eternal 

Xney ..Reached the wooden bridge over the river, 
which moonlight converted into a river of light. 
Their jl^tsteps sounded^on the planks ; they piuised 
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without perceiving a female figure that stood m the 
shadow below on the brink of the streams patching 
wistfully the steady flow of the current. It was 
Lucy I Her bonnet and shawl were lying at her 
feet ; and when they had passed, she waded far out 
into the shallow stream, laid herself gently down in 
its deeper waves, and floated slewly away into the 
moonlight, among the golden leaves that were faded 
and fallen like herself, — among the water-lilies, 
whose fragrant white blossoms had been broken off 
and polluted long ago. Without a struggle, without 
a sigh, without a sound, she floated downward, 
downward, and silently sank ^into the silent 
river. Far off, faint, an(f indistinct, was heard 
the Btardiug hymn, with its wild and pecuU^ 
melody : 

*'0, there will be mouniing, moomlngr, monmiiig, mimm. 

Ing,— ^ • 

O, there will be mourning, at the Judgment-seat of Christ P 

Kavanagh’s heart was full of sadrues^ He left 
Mr. Churchill at his door, and proceeded home- 
ward. On passing his church, he could not resist 
the temptation to go in. He climbed to his chamber 
in the tower, lighted by the moon. He sat for a 
long time gazing from the window, and watching a « 
distant and feeble candle, whose rays scarcely 
reached him across the brilliant moon-lighted air« 
Gentler thoughts stole over him ; an invisible pre- 
sence soothed him ; an invisible hand was laid upon 
his head, and the trouble |nd unrest, of his spirit 
were changed to peace.'” 
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Answer me, tliou mystdHous future!*' ez- 
^laimeU he; "tell me,— shall these things be ac- 
cording to*my desires ?" 

And the mysterious future, interpreted by those 
desires, replied : ^ 

" Soon thou shalt knon* KU « It shall be well with 
theer 
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On the following morning, Kayanag^ sat as usual 
in his study in the tower. No traces were left of 
the heaviness and sadness of the preceding night. 
It was a bright, warm morning ; and the window, 
open towards the south, let in the genial sunshine. 
The odour of decaying leaves scented the air ; far off 
flashed the hazy river. • * 

Kavanagh’s heart, however, was not at rest. At 
times he rose from his books, and paced up aid 
down his little study ; then took, up his hat as if to 
go out ; then laid it down again, and again resumed 
his books. At length he arose, and Itisning On the 
window'-sill, gazed for a long time on the scene be- 
fore him. Some thought was labouring in his bosom, 
some doubt or fear, which alternated with hope, but 
thwarted any fixed resolve. 

Ah, how pleasantly that fair autumnal landscape 
smiled upon him ! The great golden elms that 
marked the line of the village street, and under^ 
irhose shadows no beggars sat ; the air of comfort 
and plenty, of neatness, thrift, and equality, visible 
everywhere; and from far-off farms the sound of 
flails, beating the triumphal march of Geres through 
the land ; — these were •the sights and sounds that 
greeted him as he looked. Silently the yellow leaves 



124 


XAVAKAOH, 


fell upon the graves in the church-yard ; and the 
dew gMstened in the grass, which was still long and 
green. * 

Presently his attention was arrested by a dove, 
pursued by a little kingfisher, who constantly en- 
deavoured to soar above it, in order to attack it at 
greater advantage. The flight of the birds thus 
shooting throH<;h the air at arrowy speed was beau- 
tiful. When they were opposite the tower, the 
dove suddenly wheeled, and da^d in at the open 
window, while the pursuer held on his way with a 
long sweep, and was out of sight in a moment. 

At the first glance, Eavanagh recognized the 
dove, which lay panting on the floor. It was the 
same he had seen Cecilia buy of the little man in 
gref/. He took it in his hands. Its heturt was beat- 
ing violently. About its neck was a silken band ; 
beneath its wing, a billet, upon which was a single 
word, •* Cecilfei.** llie bird, then, was on its way to 
CecUia Vaughan. He hailed the omen as auspicious, 
and, immediately closing the window, seated him- 
self at his table, and wrote a few hurried words, 
which, being carefully folded and sealed, he fastened 
to the band, and then hastily, as if afraid his pur- 
pose might be changed by delay, opened the window 
|md set the bird at liberty. It sailed once or twice 
round the tontrer, apparently uncertain and bewil- * 
dered, or st^jt^ fear of its pursuer. Then, instead 
of holding fl^way over the fields to Cecilia Vaughan, 
it dar^«5nr& the roofs of the village, and alighted 
at the wi^Ow of Alice ArchW. 

Haying written that morning to Cecilia something 
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urgent and confidential^ she was alread j waiting the 
answer ; and, not doubting that the bird h%i brohght 
it, she hastily untied the silken band, and,* without 
looking at the superscription, opened the first note 
that fell on the table. It was very brief ; only a few 
lines, and not a name mentioned in it ; an impulse, 
an ejaculation of love ; every lii^e quivering with 
electric fire, — every word a pulsation of»the writer’s 
heart. It was signed Arthur Kavanagh.” 

Overwhelmed by the suddenness and violence of 
her emotions, Alice sat for a long time motionless, 
holding the open letter in her hand. Then she read 
it again, and then relapsed into her dream of joy and 
wonder. It would be difficult to say which of the 
two emotions was the greater, — ^her joy that her 
prayer for love should be answered, and so answeredf 
— ^her wonder that Kavanagh should have selected 
her ! In the tumult of her sensations, and hardly 
conscious of what she was doing, she fol^iffi the note 
and replaced it in its envelope. Then, for the first 
time, her eye fell on the superscriptiop. It was 
** Cecilia Vaughan.” Alice fainted. 

On recovering her senses, her first act was one of 
heroism. She sealed the note, attached it to the 
neck of the pigeon, and sent the messenger rejoicing 
on his journey. Then her feelings had way, and she 
wept long and bitterly. Then, with a desperate 
calmness, she reproved her own weakness and selfish- 
ness, and felt that she ought to rejoice in the hap- 
piness of her friend, and sacrifice her affection, even 
her life, to her. Her hdart exculpated Kavanagh 
*from all blame. He had not deluded her; she had 
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deluded herself. She alone was in fault; and in 
tideep humiliation, with wounded pride and wounded 
love, and ulter self-abasement, she bowed her head, 
and prayed for consolation and fortitude. 

One consolation she already had. The secret was 
her own. She had nbt revealed it even to Cecilia. 
Kavanagh did not suspect it. Public curiosity, 
public pity, s^e would not have to undergo. 

She was resigned. She made the heroic sacrifice 
of self, leaving her sorrow to the great physician, 
Time, — the nurse of care, ‘the healer of aU smarts, 
the soother and consoler of all sorrows. And, thence- 
forward, she became unto Kavanagh what tiie moon 
is to the sun, for ever fqUowing, for ever separated 
for ever sad. 

VAs a traveller, about to start upon his journey, 
resolved and yet irresolute, watches the clouds, and 
notes the struggle between the sunshine and the 
showirs, andsays, ‘*It will be fair; I will go,” — 
and again says, *'Ah, no, not yet; the ram is not 
yet over,” — so at this same hour sat Cecilia 
Vaughan, fesclved and yet irresolute, longing to 
depart upon the fair Journey before her, and yet 
lingering on the paternal threshold, as if she wished 
both to stay and to go, seeing the sky was not with- 
out its clouds, nor the road without its dangers. 

It was a beautiful picture, as she sat there with 
sweet perplexity in her face, and above it an im- 
mortal radiance streaming from her brow. She was 
like Quei^o's Sibyl, with the scroll of fate and 
the uplifted pen ; and the scroll she held contained 
but three words, — ^three^ words that controlled the i 
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deatinjr of a man, lnd» hy their soft impiil8ion» 
directed for eyermore the current of h^ thoughts.* 
They were, — * 

Come to me !" 

The magic syllables brou}j|ht^Kayanagh to her 
side. The fiiU soul is silent. Only the rising and 
falling tides ru«h murmuring thrQugh their channels. 
So sat the loyerc, hand in hand ; but ihr a long time 
neither spake, neither had need of speech. 
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" XXVII. 

In the afternoon, Cecilia went to communicate 
the news to Alice with her own lips, thinking it too 
important to be intrusted to the wings of the carrier- 
pigeon. As she entered the door, the cheerful 
doctor was coming out; but this was no unusual 
apparition, and excited no alarm. Mrs. Archer, too, 
according to cuStom, v'as sitting in the little parlour 
with her decrepit old neighbour, who seemed al- 
Vmost to have taken up her abode under that roof, so 
many hours of every day did she pass there. 

With a light, elastic step, Cecilia bounded up to 
Alice’s reeSn. She found her reclining in her large 
chair, flushed and excited. Sitting down by her 
side, and taking both her hands, she said, with great 
emotion ih the tones of her voice 
** Dearest Alice, I have brought you some news 
that I am sure will make you well. For my sake 
you will be no longer ill when you hear it. I am 
engaged to Mr. Kavonagh ! *' « 

Alice feigned no surprise at this announcement. 
She returned the warm pressure of Cecilia's hand, 
and, lojj^king aficctionately in her face, said xery 
calmly ! — 

**1 knew it would be sok I knew that ho loved 
yoe* end that you woiiM love him " • 
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How could I help it?” said Cecilia, her eyes 
beaming with dewy light; ** could orib helj^ 
loving him?" 

** Xo,'* answered Alice, throwing her arms around 
Cecilia's neck, and laying her head upon her shoulder; 
“ at least, no oiie whom he loved. But when did 
this happen ? Tell me all about it, dearest I ” 

Cecilia was^flurprised; and perhapsei little hurt, at 
the quiet, almost impassive manner in which her 
fnend received this great intelligence. She had ex- 
pected exclamations of wonder and delight, and 
such a glow of excitement as that with which she 
was sure she should have hailed the announcement 
of Alice's engagement. But this* momentary annoy- 
ance was soon swept away by the tide of her own 
joyous sensations, as she proceeded to recall toAhe 
recollection of her friend the thousand litUe cir- 
cumstances that h^ marked the progreA of her 
love and Kavanagh's ; things which^she miftt have 
noticed, which she could not have forgotten ; with 
questions interspersed at intervals,^ such as, ** Do 
you recollect when ? ” and ** 1 am sure you have not * 
forgotten, have you ? ” and dreamy little pauses of 
silence, and intercalated sighs. She related to 
her, also, the perilous adventure of the carrier- 
pigeon ; how it had been pursued by the cruel king;>« 
fisher ; how it had taken refuge in Kavanagh's 
tower, and had been the bearer of his letter, as well 
as her own. When she had finished, she felt her 
bosom wet with the tears of Alice, who was suf- 
fering martyrdom on* that soft breast so fall of 
happiness. Tears of bfttemess— tears of b&ood! 
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And Cecilia, in the ezultani temper of her soul at 
the lAom^t, thought them tears of joy, and pressed 
Alice closer to her heart, and kissed and caressed 
her. 

Ah, how very {lappy you are, Cecilia ! " at 
length sighed the poor sufferer, in that slightly que- 
rulous tone, to which Cecilia was not unaccustomed; 
“ how Yery happy you are, and ho^f Yery wretched 
am I ! You have all the joy of life, I all its lone- 
liness. How little you will think of me now ! How 
little you will need me ! I shall be nothing to you — 
you will forget me." 

* KeYer, dearest ! " exclaimed Cecilia, with much 
warmth and sincerity. « I shall loYe you only the 
i|fiore. We shall both loYe you. You will now haYe 
two friends instead of one.*' 

** Yes ; but both will not be equal to the one Tlose. 
Ko, .CeciUa : let us not make to ourselYes any al- 
lusions. i do not. You cannot now be with me so 
much and so often as you have been. Even if you 
were, your thoughts would be elsewhere. Ah, I have 
lost my friend when most I needed her ! " 

Cecilia protested ardently and earnestly, and 
dilated with eagerness on her little plan of life, in 
which their romantic friendship was to gain only 
new strength and beauty from the more romantic 
love. She was interrupted by a knock at the street 
door; -on hearing which, she paused a moment, 
and tlieQ,^d : 

** H is Arthur. He was to call for me." 

Ah, what glimpses ^ home, and fireside, and 
whole life of happiness mr Cecilia, were revealed by 
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that one word of Iots intimacy, ** Arthur! ' 
and for Alice, what a sentence of doom! ‘^hat 
sorrow without a name! what an endlefiEsstniggle 
of lore and friendship, of duty and inclination ! A 
little quiver of the eyelids and the hands, a hasty 
motion to raise her head firom Cecilia's shoulder, 
— these were the only outward signs of emotion. 
But a terrible pang went to hex* heart; her blood 
rushed eddying to her bridn ; and whexi Cecilia had 
taken leave of her with the triumphant look of love 
oeaming upon her brow, and an elevation in her 
whole attitude and bearing, as if borne up by attend- 
ant angels, she sank back into her chair, exhausted, 
fainting, fearing, longing, hoping to .die. 

And below sat the two old women, talking of 
moths, and cheap furniture, and what Wes’ the bes^, 
remedy for rheumatism; and from the door wenlb 
forth two happy hearts, betAing side by side with 
the pulse of youth and hope and joy, .and within 
them and around them was a new heaven and a new 
earth! 

Only those who have lived in a snxalUtown oan 
really know how great an event therein is a new 
engagement. From tongue to tongue passes the 
swift countersign ; from eye to eye flashes the illumi- 
nation of joy, or the bale-fire of alarm ; the streets 
and houses ring with it, as with the penetrating, all- 
pervading sound of the village bell ; the whole 
community feels a thrill of sympathy, and seems to 
congratulate itself that all the great events are by no 
means confined to the grq^t towns. As Cecilia and 
Kavanagh passed arm in afm throiigh thewillage, 
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many cnrions eyes watched them from the windows, 
maily hegrts grown cold or careless rekindled their 
household fires of love from the golden alter of God, 
home through the streets by those pure and holy 
hands ! 

The intelligence o'f the engagement, however, was 
received very differently by Afferent persons. Mrs. 
Wilmerdings wondered, for her part, why anybody 
wanted to get married at aU. The little taxidermist 
said he knew it would be so from the very first day 
they had met at his aviary. Miss Hawkins lost sud- 
denly much of her piety and all her patience, and 
laughed rather hysterically. Mr. Hawkins said it 
was impossible,* but went in secret to consult a 
friend, an old bachelor, on the best remedy for love ; 
^uid the old bachelor, as one well versed in such 
affairs, gravely advised him to think of the lady as a 
beautiful statue ! 

Cfnce fliore the indefatigable school-girl too? . p 
her pen, and wrote to her foreign correspondent a 
letter that might rival the famous epistle of Maclume 
de Sevigne to her daughter, announcing the ciij.':agc- 
ment of Mademoiselle Montpensier. Through the 
whole of the first page, she told her to guess wh > the 
lady was ; through the whole of the second. \vho 
the gentleman was ; the third was devoted to what 
was 4NlllcI about it in the village; and on the fourth 
thjii^Vfere two postscripts, one at the top and the 
o&c^^t the bottom, the first stating that they were 
Iq l)#Z0«wried in the spring, and to go to Italy imme- 
^difftely afterwards, and the last that Alice Archer 
was dangerously ill wifh a fever. * 
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As for the Churchftls, they could find no words 
powerful enough to express their delight^ but gave * 
Tcnt to it in a banquet on Thanksgiving-day, in 
which the wife had all the trouble and the husband 
all the pleasure. In order t^at the entertainment 
might be worthy ' of the occasion, Mr. Churchill 
wrote to the city for the best cooltery-book ; and the 
bookseller, executing the order in all its amplitude, 
sent him the Practical Guide to the Culinary Art in 
all its Branches, by Frascatelli, pupil of the cele- 
brated Caremc, and Chief Cook to Her Miqesty the 
Queen ; — a ponderous volume, illustrated with nu- 
merous engravings, and furnished^with bills of fare 
for every month in the yc%r, and any number of 
persons. This great work was duly studied, evenii^ 
after evening ; and Mr. Churchill confessed to his 
wife, that although at first startled by the size of the 
book, he had really enjoyed it very higjjdjr, an^ had 
been much pleased to be present in imagination at so 
many grand entertainments, and to sit opposite the 
Queen without having to change hifl dsess or the 
general style of his conversation. 

The dinner hour, as well as the dinner itself, was 
duly debated. Mr. ChurchiU was in favour of the 
usual hour of one ; but his wife thought it should be 
an hour later. Whereupon he remarked : 

'*h!rg Henry the Eighth dined at ten o'clock and 
suxipeil at four. His queen's maids of honour had a 
gallo*i of ale and a chine of beef for their breakfast." 
To which his wife answered : 

** I hope we shall have soipething a little more re- 
' fined than that/’ 


2g2 
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The day on which the baxfquet should take place 
* was tiextf discussed, and both agreed that no day 
could be so appropriate as Thanksgiving-day ; for, as 
Mrs. Churchill very truly remarked, it was really a 
day of thanksgiving to Kavanagh. She then said : — 

**How very solen^y he read the Governor’s Pro- 
clamation yesterday I particularly the words ' God 
save the Commonwealth of Massachusetts ! * and 
what a proclamation it was ! When he spread it out 
on the pulpit, it looked like a table-cloth ! " 

Mr. Churchill then asked : 

** What day of the week is the first of December? 
Let me see : — 

« 

* At Dover dwells George Brown, Esquire, 

^ Good Christcqilier Finch and Da^l Friar 

Thursday." 

« J could have told you that," said his wife, “ by 
a shorter** process than your old rhyme. Thanks- 
giving-day always comes on Thursday.” 

These preliminaries being duly settled, the dinner 
was given. 

There being only six guests, and the dinner being 
modelled upon one for twenty-four persons, Russian 
style in November, it was very abundant. It began 
with a Colbert soup, and ended with a Nesselrode 
pudding ; but as no allusion was made in the course 
of the repast to the French names of the dishes, and 
the mutton and turnips, and pancakes were all called 
by t'«eir English patronymics, the dinner appeared 
less magnificent in reality than in the bill of fare, 
and the guests did not^fiilly appreciate how superb 
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anquet they were enjoying. The hilarity qf the 4 
occasion was not marred by any iintowarftiaccident ; 
though once or twice Mr. Churchill was much an- 
noyed. and the company much amused, by Master 
Alfred, who was allowed to be<present at the festiyi- 
ties, and audibly proclaimed what was coming, long 
oefore it made its appearance. *When the dinner 
was oyer, seyeral of the guests remembered brilliant 
and appropriate things they might haye said, and 
wondered they were so dull as not to think of them 
in season; and when they were all gone, Mr. 
Churchill remarked to his wife that he enjoyed him- 
self yery much, and that he should like to ask his 
friends to just such a dinner eyery week ! 



KAYANAGH, 


m 


kxviii. 

I 

The first ^ow came. -How beautiful it was. fall- 
Jig so silently, all day long, all night long, on the 
mountains, on the meadows, on the roofs of the 
living, on the graves of the dead ! All white save 
the river, that marked its course by a winding black 
line across the landscape ; and the leafless trees, that 
against the leaden sky flow revealed more fully the 
yonderful beauty and intricacy of their branches I 

What silence, too, came with the snow, and what 
seclusion ! Every sound was muffled, every noise 
chan<;ed ^OcSoinetliing soft and musical. No more 
trampling hoofs, — no more rattling wheels ! Only 
the chiming sleigh-bells, beating as swift and merrily 
as the hearts bf children. 

All day long, all night long, the snow fell on the 
village and on the church-yard ; on the happy home 
of Cecilia Vaughan, on the lonely grave of Alice 
Archer ! Yes ; for before the w'inter came she had 
gone to that land where venter never comes. Her 
long domestic tragedy was ended. She was dead ; 
and with her had died her secret sorrow and her 
secret love. Kavanagh never knew what wealth of 
affection for him faded fx;om the world w'hcn she 
departed ; Cecilia neve^^knew what fidelity of friend- 
ship, w'hat delicate regard, what gentle magnanimity, * 
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what angelic patienc3 had gone with her into the 
grave ; Mr. Churchill never knew, that^ whMe he 
was exploring the past for records of obscure and 
unknown martyrs, in his own village, near his own 
door, before his own eyes, one of that silent sister- 
hood had passed away into oblivion, unnoticed and 
unknown. ^ 

How often, ah, how often, between the desire of 
the heart and its fulfilment, lies only the briefest 
space of time and distance, and yet the desire 
remains for ever unfulfilled ! It is so near that we 
can touch it with the hand, and yet so far away that 
the eye cannot perceive it^ What Mr. Churchill 
most desired was before hiifi. The Romance he was 
longing to find and record had really occurred in his 
neighbourhood, among his own friends. It had befen 
set like a picture into the frame- work of his life, 
inclosed within his own experience. But he could 
not sec it as an object apart from himJblf ; ^nd as 
he was gazing at what was remote and strange and 
indistinct, the nearer incidents of aspiration, love, 
and death, escaped him. They w^erc too near to be 
clothed by the imaginaticn with the golden vapours 
of romance ; for the familiar seems trivial, and only 
the distant and unknown completely fill and satisfy 
the mind. 

The winter did not pass without its peculiar de- 
lights and recreations. The singing of the great 
wood fires; the blowing of the wind over the 
chimney- tops, as if they were organ pipes; the 
splendour of the spotless snow; the purple wall 
built round the horizon at sunset ; the sea-suggest- 
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^iig pipes, with the moan of the billows in their 
branches, «it which the snows were furled like sails ; 
the northern lights ; the stars of steel ; the trans- 
cendent moonlight, and the lovely shadows of the 
leafless trees upon th^ snow ; — ^these things did not 
pass unnoticed nor unremembered. Every one oi 
them made its record upon the heart of Mr. 
Churchill. * 

His twilight walks, his long Saturday afternoon 
rambles, had again become solitary; forEavanagh 
was lost to him for such purposes, and his wife was 
one of those women who never walk. Sometimes 
he went down to- the banks of the frozen river, 
and saw the farmers crossing it with &eir heavy- 
lacjen sleds, and the Fairmeadow schooner imbedded 
in the ice; and thought of Lapland sledges, and 
the song of Kulnasatz, and the dismantled, ice- 
lockedfives^k of the explorers in the Arctic Ocean. 
Sometimes he went to the neighbouring lake, and 
saw the skaters wheeling round their fire, and speed- 
ing away bt;fore the wind; and in his imagination 
arose images of the Norwegian Skate-Runners, 
bearing the tidings of King Charles’s death from 
Frederickshall to Drontheim, and of the retreating 
Swedish army, frozen to death in its flreless tents 
among the mountains. And then he would watch 
the cutting of the ice with ploughs, and the horses 
dragging the huge blocks to the store-houses, and 
contrast them with the Grecian mules, bearing the 
■nows Mount Parnassus to the markets of Athens, 
in panniers protected fnjm the sun by boughs ol 
oleander and r]|gdodendron. 
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The rest of his laisure hours were employed in 
any thing and everything save in writing his Ros 
mance. A great deal of time was daif^ consumed 
in reading the newspapers, because it was necessary, 
he said, to keep up with the times ; and a great deal 
more in writing a Lyceum Ldbture, on ** What Lady 
Macbeth might have been, had 'her energies been 
properly directed/* He also made gome little pro- 
gress in a poetical arithmetic, founded on Bhascara’s, 
but relinquished it because the school committee 
thought it was not practical enough, and more than 
hinted that he had better adhere to the old t^ystem. 
And still the vision of the great Romance moved 
before his mind, august nnd glbrious a beautiful 
mirage of the deseet. 
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The wedding did not take place till spring. And 
then Kavanagh and his Cecilia departed on their 
Journey to Italy and the East, — a sacred mission, a 
visit like the Apostle's to the Seven Churches ; nay, 
to all the Churches of Christendom; hoping by 
some means to sow in many devout hearts the desire 
and prophecy that filled his own, — the union of all 
sec^^ into one universal Church of Christ. They 
intended to be absent one year only ; they were gone 
three. It seemed to their friends that they never 
would returtir But at length they came, — the long 
absent, the long looked for, the long desired, — ^bear- 
ing with th^ that delicious perfume of travel, that 
genial, sunny atmosphere, and soft, Ausonian air, 
w'hich returning travellers always bring about 
them. 

It was night when they reached the village, and 
they could not see what changes had taken place in 
it during their absence. How it had dilated and 
magnified itself, — ^how it had pufied itself up, and 
Dedizened itselt with flaunting, ostentatious signs, 
— how £( stbod, rotund and rubicund with brick, 
like CpoHly man, with his b&ck to the fire, and both 
hasids in' his pockets, weSm, expansive, apoplectic. 
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and entertaining a vexy favourable opinion of him- 
self, — all this they did not see, for the da^kness^ 
but Kavanagh beheld it all, and more, ii^hen he went 
forth on the following morning. 

How Cecilia’s heart beat as they drove up the 
avenue to the old house ! The piny odours in the 
night air, the solitary light at h^ father’s window, 
the familiar bark of the dog Major at the sound of 
the wheels, awakened feelings at once new and old. 
A sweet perplexity of thought, a strange familiarity, 
a no less pleasing strangeness ! The lifting of the 
heavy brass latch, and the jarring of the heavy brass 
knocker as the door closed, were echoes from her 
childhood. Mr. Vaugh^ they found, as usual, 
among his papers in the study ; — the same bland, 
white-hared man, hairdly a day older than 'v^en 
they left him there. To Cecilia the whole absence 
in Italy became a dream, and vanished away. Even 
Kavanagh was for the moment forgoitw. iShe was 
a daughter, not a wife ; — she had not been married, 
she had not been in Italy ! 

In the morning, Kavanagh sallied foAh to find the « 
Fairmcadow of his memory, but found it not. The 
railroad had completely transformed it. The simple 
village had become a very precocious town. New 
shops, with new names over the doors , new streets,^ 
with new forms and faces in them ; the whole town 
seemed to have been taken and occupied by a be- 
sieging army of strangers. Nothing was permanent 
but the workhouse, standing alone in the pasture by 
the river ; and, at the'cnd of the street, the school- 
house, that other workholiBe, where m childhood we 
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pick and untwist the cordage* of the brain, that, 
later ixl life^twe may not be obliged to pull to pieces 
the more material cordage of old ships. 

Kavanagh soon turned in despair from the main 
street into a little green lane, where there were few 
houses, and where th^ barberry still nodded over 
the old stone wall place he had much loved in 
the olden time for its silence and seclusion. He 
seemed to have entered his -ancient realm of dreams 
again, and was walking with his hat down a little 
over his eyes. He had not proceeded far, when he 
was startled by a woman's voice, qiute sharp and 
loud, crying from^the opposite side of the lane. 
Looking up, he beheld a Imall cottage, against the 
wall of which rested a ladder, and on this ladder 
stolid the woman from whom the voice came. Her 
face was nearly concealed by a spacious gingham 
sun-bonnet, imd in her right hand she held extended 
a large Dru41i, with which she was painting the front 
of her cottage, when interrupted by the approach of 
Kavanagh, '^ho#' thinking she was calling to him, 
but not understanding what she said, made haste to 
cross over to her assistance. At this movement her 
tone became louder and more peremptory ; and he 
could now understand that her cry was rather a 
warning than an invitation. 

**Go away!" she said, flourishing her brush. 
** Qo away I What are you coming down here for, 
when I am on the ladder, painting my house ^ If 
you don’t go' right about your business, I will come 
d )wn andi— ^ 

** Why, Miss Manchester I" exclaimed Kavanagh; 
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«< how could I know that you would be going up 
the ladder just as I came down the lane * 

** Well, I declare ! if it is not Mr. Kavanagh !" 
And she scrambled down the ladder backwards 
with as much grace as the circumstances permitted. 

he, too, like the rest of his mends in the village, 
showed symptoms of growing qlder. The passing 
years had drunk a portion of the Hght from her 
eyes, and left their traces on her cheeks, as birds 
that drink at lakes leave their foot*piints on the 
margin. But the pleasant smile remained, and re- 
minded him of the by-gone days, when she used to 
open for him the door of the glpomy house under 
the poplars. * 

Many things had she to ask, and many to tell ; 
and for full half an hour Kavanagh stood leaxdng 
over the paling, while she remained among the 
hollyhocks, as stately and red as the j^an^ them^ 
selves. At parting, she gave him one m the flowers 
for his wife ; and, when he was fairly out of sight 
again climbed the perilous ladder, and jesumed her 
fresco painting. 

Through all the vicissitudes of these later yearsi 
Sally had remained true to her principles and reso- 
lution. At Mrs. Archer's death, which occurred 
soon after £avanagh*s wedding, she had retired to * 
this little cottage, bought and paid for by her own 
savings. Though often urged by Mr. Vaughan's 
man, Silas, who breathed his soul out upon the air 
of summer evenings Jhrough a keyed bugle, she 
resolutely refused to margy. In vain did he send 
her letters written with his own blood, — going bare* 
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footed into the brook to be bitten by leeches, and 
<then V sing his feet as inkstands : she refused again 
and again* Was it that in some blue chamber, or 
some little -warm back parlour, of her heart, the 
portrait of the inconstant dentist was still hanging } 
Alas, no I But as fo some hearts it is given in 
youth to blos&om with the fragrant blooms of young 
desire, so others are doomed by a mysterious destiny 
to be checked in spring by chill winds, blowing over 
the bleak common of the world. So had it been 
with her desires and thoughts of love. Fear now 
predominated over hope ; and to die unmarried had 
become to her a fatality which she dared nut 
resist. * 

In the course of his long conversation with Miss 
Minchester, Kavanagh learned many things about 
the inhabitants of the town. Mrs. Wilmerdings 
was still carrying on her labours in the “ Dun- 
stable *andp9ieven-braid, ope»-work and coloured 
straws." Her husband had taken to the tavern, 
and often cam^ home very late, ** with a brick in 
his hat," a^ Sally expressed it. Their son and heir 
was far away in the Pacific, on board a whale-ship. 
Miss Amelia Hawkins remained unmarried, though 
possessing a talent for matrimony which amounted 
almost to genius. Her brother, the poet, was no 
more. Finding it impossible to follow the old 
bachelor*s advice, and look upon Miss Vaughan 
as a beautiful statue, he made one or two attempts, 
but in yoini' to throw himself away on unworthy 
objects, ai^d then died. * At this event, two 
elderly maidens went fiito mourning simultane- 
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ously, each thinking herself engaged to him; and 
euddenl7 went out of it again, mutually indignaiitf 
with each other, and mortified with tfiemselves. 
The little taxidermist was still hopping about 
ill his aviary, lo<jung more than ever like hia 
grey African parrot. Mrs. %Archer's house was 
uninhabited. 
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Kavakaout continued his walk in the direction of 
Mr. Churchiirs residence. This, at least, was un- 
changed, — quite unchanged. The same white front ; 
the same brass knocker ; the same old wooden gate, 
with its chain and ball ; the same damask roses 
under the windo'vi^ ; the same sunshine without and 
within. The outer dool* and study door were both 
open, as usual in the warm weather; and at the 
t^le sat Mr. Churchill writing. Over each ear was 
a black and inky stump of a pen, which, like the 
two ravens perched on Odin’s shoulders seemed to 
whisper tu’lim all that passed in heaven and on 
earth. On this occasion, their revelations were of 
the earth. He was correcting school exercises. 

The jo;^ul welcome of Mr. Churchill, as Kava- 
nagh entered, and the cheerful sound of their voices, 
soon brouglit Mrs. Churchill to the study, — her 
eyes bluer than ever, her cheeks fairer, her form 
more round and full. The children came in also, — 
Alfred grown to boy’s estate, and exalted into a 
jacket ; and the baby that was, now only two years 
behind him, and catching all his falling mantles, and 
all his/ricks and maladies. 

Kavanagh found Mr. Churchill precisely where 
he left him. He had not advanced one step, — ^not 
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one. The same dreaftis, the eame longings, the same 
aspirations, the same indecision. A thousand things 
nad been planned, and none completed^’ His im- 
agination seemed still to exhaust itself in running 
before it tried to leap the ditch. While he mused, 
the fire burned in other brainl^ Other hands wrote 
the books he dreamed about. He freely used his 
good ideas in conversation, and hi letljprs ; and they 
were straightway wrought into the texture of othex 
men's books, and so lost to him for ever. His work 
on Obscure Martyrs was anticipated by Mr. Hatha- 
way, who, catching the idea from him, wrote and 
published a series of papers on Unknown Saints, 
bfeore Mr. Churchill had Sairly slanged his mate- 
rials. Before he had written a chapter of his great 
Bomance, another friend and^novelist had published 
one on the same subject. 

Poor Mr. Churchill ! So far as fame and external 
success were concerned, his life cerfainlT* was a 
failure. He was, perhaps, too deeply freighted, too 
much laden by the head, to ride the 'Vf aves gracefully. 
Every sea broke over him, — he was hfllf the time 
under water ! 

All his defects and mortifications he attributed to 
the outward circumstances of his life, the exigencies 
of his profession, the accidents of chance. But, in « 
reality, they lay much deeper than this. They were 
within himself. He wanted the all-controlling, all- 
subduing will. He wan ted •the fixed purpose that 
sways and bends all circumstances to its uses, as the 
wind bends the reeds ahd rushes beneath it. 

In a few minutes, ant in tiiat broad style ot 
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handling, in which nothing is distinctly defined, but 
liBvevything clearly suggested, Kavanagh sketched to 
his friend^his three years' life in Italy and the East. 
And then, turning to Mr. Churchill, he said : 

** And you, my friend, — what have you been doing 
all this while } You/ have written to me so rarely 
that I have hardly kept pace with you. But I have 
thought of yoy. constantly. In all the old cathedrals ; 
in all the lovely landscapes ; among the Alps and 
Apennines: in looking down on Duomo d’Ossola; 
at the Inn of Baveno ; at Oaeta ; at Naples ; in old 
and mouldy Home ; in older Egypt ; in the Holy 
Land ; in all galleries and churches and ruins ; in 
our rural retirement at J^iesoli ; — whenever I have 
seen anything beautiful, I have thought of you, and 
of^ow much you would have enjoyed it !" 

Mr. Churchill sighed; and then, as if, with a 
touch as masterly, he would draw a picture that 
should*' de§nKj nothing, but suggest eyerything, he 
said : 

'*You have no children, Kavanagh; we have 
five." « 

**Ah, so many already!" exclaimed Kavanagh. 
"A living Pentateuch! A beautiful Pentapylon, 
or five-gated temple of Life ! A charming num- 
ber !" 

** Yes," answered hir. Churchill; **a beautiful 
number ; Jimo’s own ; the wedding of the first even 
and first uneven i_umbeTs; the number sacred to 
marriagp, but having no reference, direct or indirect, 
to the Pythagorean novitiate of five years of si- 
lence " t 
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** No ; it ccrtainlytis not the Tocation of children 
to be silent/* said Kavanagh, laughing. 
would be out of nature ; saving alwayswie cmldren 
of the brain, which do not often make so much 
nobe in the world as we desire. I hope a still larger 
family of these has grown i|p uound you during 
my absence.** 

** Quite otherwise/' answer^ th^ schoolmaster, 
sadly. ** My brain has-been aln^ost barren of songs. 

1 have, only been trifling ; and I am afraid, that, if 
1 play any longer with Apollo, the untoward winds 
'will blow the discus of the god against my forehead, 
and strike me dead with it, as they did llyacinth of 
old.’* 

** And your Romance, — have you been more suc- 
cessful with that i I hope it is finished, or n^ly 
finished ?** 

** Not yet begun,** said Mr. Churchill. “ The 
plan and characters still remain vagti^ and indefi- 
nite in my mind. I have not even found a name 
for it.’* 

** That you can determine after the^ook is*writ-«' 
ten,** suggested Kavanagh. You can name it, for 
instance, as the old Ilcimskringla was named, from 
the initial 'word of the first chapter.** 

** Ah I that was very well in the olden time, and* 
in Iceland, when there were no quarterly reviews. 
It would bo called affectation now.** 

see you still stand 4 little in awe of opinion. 
Never fear that. The strength of criticism lies only 
in the weakness of thb thing criticised.** 

** That is the truth, Havanagh ; and I am more 
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afraid of desendng critlcisin fhan of receiving it. 
f etdhd in awe of my own opinion. The secret de- 
mer}>T of f^ch we alone» perhaps, are conscious, 
are often more difficult to bear than those which 
have been publicly censured in us, and thus in some 
degree atoned for.*’ ^ 

** I will not say,** repHed Kavanagh, ** that hu- 
mility is the oply rcf^ to excellence, but I am sure 
that it is one road.'f 

Yes, humility ; but not humiliation,” sighed Mr. 
Churchill, despondingly. '<As for excellence, 1 
can only desire it, and dream of it ; 1 cannot attain 
to it; it lies too far from me; 1 cannot reach it. 
These very books about me here, that once stimu- 
lated me to action, have now become my accusers. 
Th^y are my Eumenides, and drive me to des- 
pair"!” 

<*My friend,” said Kavanagh, after a short pause, 
during ^'tle^r^ue had taken note of Mr. Churchill's 
sadness, ** that is not always excellent which lies far 
away^ from us. Wliat is remote and difficult ol 
< access we ar^ apt to o^^irato; what is really best for 
U3 lies always within our reach, though often over- 
looked. To speak frankly, 1 am afraid this is the 
case with your Romance. You arc evidently grasp- 
' mg at something which lies beyond the confines of 
your own experience, and which, consequently, is 
only a play of shadows in the realm of fancy. The 
figures have no vitality^ they are only outward 
shows, w:anting inward life. We can give to others 
only what we have.” 
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** And if we haye^lLotliing worth giving inter- 
luptcil Mr. Churchill. ^ 

** No man is so poor as that. wei^miAtth# 
mountain streamlets say they have nothing 
giving to the sea, because they are not rivers. 
Give, w^t you have. To Eome one, it may be 
better tha^you dare to think\ If you had looked 
nearer for the^'materials of youn Romance, and had 
set about it in emest, it worn d now have been 
finished." ' * j 

*< And burned, perhaps," interjrosed Mr. Churchill; 

** or sunk with the books of Simon Magus to the 
bottom of the Dead Sea." 

•* At all events, you wo^ld ha^a had the pleasure 
of writing it. I remember one of the old traditions 
of Art, firom which you may perhaps draw a mwal. 
When Raphael desired to paint his Holy Family, 
for a long time he strove in vain to express tl^idea 
that filled and possessed his soul. Oni^aABillng, as 
he walked beyond the city gates, meditating the 
sacred theme, he beheld, sitting beneath a vine at 
her cottage door, a peasant woman,* holding a Ifoy in«> 
her arms, while another leaned upon her knee,.ax^ 
gazed at the approaching stranger. The painted 
found here, in real life, what he had so long sought 
for in vain in the realms of his imagination; and^ 
quickly, with his chalk pencil, he sketched upon the 
head of a wine-cask that stood near them, the lovely 
group, which afterwards,^ when brought into full 
j^Hnection, became the transcendent Madonna della 
Seggiola." • 

** AH this is true." replied Mr. Churchill, ** DU* 
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it gives me no consolation. 1 xfbw despair of writing 
^anytbmg excellent. I have no time to devote to 
()rf*and sHidy. My life is given to others, 
to this destiny I submit without a murmur; 
for 1 have the satl^action of having laboured faith- 
fully in my calling, /Jiid of having perhaps trained 
and incited others to do what I shall never do. 
Life is still precious to me for its many uses, of 
‘which the writing of books is but one. I do not 
complain, but ac/*ept this destiny, and say, with 
that pleasant aut^Lor, Marcus Antoninus, *What- 
t ver is agreeable to thee shall be agreeable to me, 
O graceful Universe ! nothing shall be to me too 
early or too late^ which is seasonable to thee ! 
Whatever thy seasons bear shall be joyful fruit to 
mg O Nature! from thee are all things; in thee 
the:; subsist; to thee they return. Could one 
say,J Thou dearly beloved city of Cecrops? and 
wilt llbt say, Thou dearly beloved city of 

•* Amen !" said Kavanagh. ** And, to follow your 
quolltation'With another, * The gale that blows from 
God we must endure, toiling but not repining.' " 

Here Mrs. Churchill, who had something oa 
M artha in her, as well as of Mary, and had left 
the room when the conversation took a literary 
turn, came back to announce that dinner was ready, 
and Kavanagh, though warmly urged to stay, took 
hip leave, having first clitained from the Churc^ls 
the pi'i^mise of a visit to Ceeilia during the even- 
ing. 

** Nothing done! nctliLig done!" exclaimed he 
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as he wended his wa^ homeward, musing and medi- 
tating. '* And shall all these lofty aspiratio 
in nothing } Shall the arms be thus str^che 
to encircle the universe, and come back 
against a bleeding, aching breast ?'* 

And the words of the po^ came into his mind, 
and he thought them 'worthy ^be written in letters 
of gold, and placed above e4pry ^oor in every 
house, as a warning, a suggestioV an incitement * 

“ stay, stay the present instanll ^ 

Imprint the marks of -wisdom on its wings ! 

O, let It not elude thy grasp, but like 

The good old patriarch upon record, 

llold the fleet angel fgat until^e bless thee I** 
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